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Midiommer nights, 
dreame. 
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As it hath beenefundry times pub-' 
lickely acted, by the %ight honour a 
ble , the Lord Chambcrlaine his 

fern ants. 

Written by William Shake fyeare* 







•[ Imprinted at London, for Thomas Ff[her 3 and are to 
be foulde at his (hoppe,at the Signe of the White Hart, 
in Flccteftrcetei 1600 . 
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midsommer nights 

dreame, 

£„^rThcfeus,Hippolica,»/^ others* 

Theferu. 

Owfaire Mppolita, our nuptiallhower 

Draws on apale : fewer happy dates bnng i n 

An other Moonet but oh.me thinks, how flow 
This old Moone waucs'She lingers my dehres. 
Like to a Stepdame, or a dowager. 

Now bent inheauen,Ihallbchokiethc mg t 

Of ourfolemnitics* 
rkc.Goe PbiloflTAtt} , 

Stirre vp the Athenian youth to merriments. 

Awake the peart and nimble (pint of mirth, 

Turne melancholy foorth to funerals: 

The pale companionis not for our pomp. 
ffyppolit * , 1 woo’d thee with my fword, 

Andwonne thy louc, doingthee miutics. 

^nt Twill wed thcc in another key, 

JH cienaWDemettius. 
v „. Haopv be The feus put renowned duke. 
S^Thankesgood Egw.Whatsthe newes With thee. 
E^.Fullol vexation,corne I , with complaint ^ 



















a ivncnonffi 

Againrt my childe, my daughter Hermi rf* 

Stand forth Demetrius, ^ 

My noble Lord, 

This man hath my confent to marry her. 

Stand forth Lifander, 

And my gracious 6uke, 

This m an hath be witch* the bolome of my childe* 
Thou > thou Lyfander^ thou haft giuen her rimes. 

And interchang’d Joue tokens with my childe: 

Thou haft, by moone«light,ac herwindowefung, 

With faining voice, verfes of frtning loue. 

And ftolnetheimpieffion ofherphantafie: 

With braceletsof thy haire,rings,gawdes, conceites,. 
Knackes, trifles, nofcgaies/weece meates^ meflengers 
Of ftrong preuailemem in ynhardened youth ) 

With cunning haft thou filcht my daughters hearty 
Turndhcrobedience(which isductomeej 
To ftubborne harfhnefle # And, my gracious Duke^ 

Beit lo, fhe will not here, before your Grace,, 5 

Confent to marry with Demetrius , 

I beg the auncient priuiledge of Athens: 

As (he is mine, Imaydifpofe of her: 

W nich fhall be 3 either to this gentleman. 

Or to her de.athjaccordingtoourlawe, 

Immediady prouicM,in that cafe * 

The 0 What fay you, Hermial Be aduif d, faire maid* 
Toyou,yourfather fhould be as arGod: 

One that compofft your beauties : yea and one. 

To vvhomeyou are but as a forme in wax. 

By him imprinted, and within his power, 

Toleauc the figure, or disfigure it: 

Detfoetrius is a worthy gentleman* 

Key SoisLt finder. rhe % ln himfclfe he is: 

Butin this kinde , wanting your fathers voice 
The other muft be held the worthier. * 

mtr* 






iif- 



william Shakespeare Midsummer Night's Dream (STC22302) 



A Midiommer nightes dreanie. 

• Her, I would my father lookc but with my eyes. 

77; 1;. Rather youreyes mutt, with his iudgemenr, looke, 

Her. I doeintreat your grace, to pardon mee, 

Ikno w not by what power, lam made bould; 
Norhowitniay concernemymodcfty. 

In fu<;h a prefence, hereto plead my thoughts: 

But 1 befeech your Grace, that I may knowe 
Tlie worft that may befall mee in this cafe. 

If I refufe to wed Demetrius. 

' The . Either tody the death, ortoabiure. 

For euer, the fociety of men. 

Therefore, faire H*'r7»r<*,quetVionyour defires, 

Knowe ofyouryouth, examine well your blood, 
Whether(ifyou yeelde not to your fathers choyce) 

You can endure the liuery of a Nunne, 

For aye to be in fibady cloyfter, mew’d 
Toliue a barraine fitter all yourlife, 

Chaunting faint hymncs,to the colde fruitlefle Moone. 
Thrife bleflcd they, that mafterfo there bloode > 

To vndergoe fuchmaiden pilgrimage: 

But earth Iyer happy is the rofc drttild^ 

Then that, which, withering on the virgin thorne, 
Growes,liues,and dies, in fingle bleffednefle. 

Her, So willIgrowe,foliue,fodiemy Lord, 

Ere I will yield my virgin Patent, vp 
Vnto his Lordfhippe, whofe vnwifhed yoake 
My foule confents not to gtue fouerainty. 

The, Take time to pawfe, and by the nextnewemoonej 
The fealing day,betwixt my loue and mee. 

For euerlafling bond offellowttiippe, 

Vpon that day either prepare to dye. 

For difobedience to your fathers will. 

Or elfc to wed Demetrius t as he would. 

Or on Dianaer altar to proteft. 

For ayc,autteptie and fingle life. 

A, 
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jy miuiuunuci mgmcb uicarnc. 
<j)ems. Relent, Oweete Hermia, and, Ly finder } yceld 
Tbvcrazed title to my certaine right. 

LyL You haue herfathers loue, Demetrim 
L et me haue Hernias : doe you marry him, 

Breus, Scornefull Ly finder, true , he hath my loue: 
And what is mine, my loue foallrcndcr him* 

And (he is mine, and all my right of her 
I doe eflatevnto Demetrius, 

Lyfand,! am my Lord, as well deriu'd as hce, 

As well poffeft : my loue is more thanhis: 

My fortunes euery way as faircly rankt 
f If not with vantagejas Demetrius : 

And(whtch is more then all thele boafics can be) 
i am belou’d of beaucious Hermia. 

Why fhouid notl then profecute my right? 
Demetrius, lie auouch it to his heade. 

Made loue to Nedars daughter, Helena, 

And won herfoule sand ftieffw.cece Ladicjdotcs^ 
Deuoutly dotes, dotes inldolatry, 

Vpon this (potted and inconftant man. ^ 
jhe, 1 muftconfefle, that] haue heard fo much; 

And, with Demetrius, thought .to haue fpoke thereof; 
But, being ouerfulloffelfc affaires. 

My minde didloofe it.But Demetrius come. 

And com c Egeus,y o u (ball gee with mee: 

3 haue fome priuate fchooling for you both. 

For you,faire Hermia, looke you arme your felfr, 
Tofit your fancies, to your fathers will; T 

Orelfc,the Law of Athens yeeldsyouvp 
(Which by noraeanes we may extenuate) 

To death,orto a vowe of (ingle life* 

Come my Hyppelita ' what cheare my loue? 
Demetrius and Egeu, goc along: 

I muft employ you in fomc buftnelTe, 

Againft our nuptiall,and conferrc with you 



Of 
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A Miclfbinmer nightes d reams, 

[yfindMovs nowniy loue? Why lsyourchceke fo pale 
how chance the rofes there doe fatfe fofaft. 

Her Belike/or want of raihe • which I could well 
Beteeme them, from the temped of my eyes. 

Lif. High me .-for aught thatl could euer reade. 

Could euer here by tale or hiftory. 

The courle oftrue loue neuer did runnefmoothe. 

But either it was different in bloud; 

Her. O croffe/too high to be inthrald to loue. 

Uf Orelfe mifgra(fed,in refpeft ofveares; 

Her.O foight/too olde to be ingag’d toyoung. 

Uf. Or elfe, it ftoode vpon the choyce offricads; 

Her. O hell.to choofe loue by another* eyes! 

Lvf Or. if there were a fy mpathy in choyce, 

Warre, death or fickneffe, did lay fiege to it; 

Making it momentany,asa found; 

Swift, as a fhadowe; (nort,asanydrcame, 
Briefe.asthelightninginthe collied night, 

Thatfin a fpleene>nfblds both heauen and earths 
And.erc a man hath power to fay, oeholdc, 
Theiawesofdarkenelle do deuoure ievp: 

So quicke bright things come to confufion. 

Her. Iff hen true louers haue bin euer croit 0 
It Hands as an edift, in defliny : 

Then let vs teach our triall patience: 

Becaule it is a cuftomary erode, 

as de we to loue, as thoughts, and dreames,and fighes. 

Wither, and tcares; poore Fancies followers. 

Lyf. a goodperfwafion .-thereforcheare mee,HemM a 

Ihaue a widowe aunt , a dowager. 

Of great reuene w, and fhe hath no chudev 
From Athens is her houfc remote, feauen leagues,, 



* J 





^ AMidfommermghtes dreams, 

Thete,gcntle Herat ta,may I mat ry thee: 

And to that place, the ftnrpc Athenianhvi 
Can notpurfue vs. If thouloueft mee, then 
Steale forth thy fathershoufe, to morrow night: 

And in the wood, a league without the towns 
(Where I did meete thee mice with Helena 
To do obferuance to a morfte of May) 

There will I ftay for thee. 

Her.My good Lyfander, 

1 fweare to thce,by Cupidsii rongeft bowe. 

By bisbeftarrowe, with the golden heade. 

By the fimplicitie ofHenus doues. 

By that which knitteth foules, and profpersloues. 

And by that fire y which burnd th efirthage queene. 
When thefalfe Troian vnder faile wasfeepe. 

By all the vowes that euer men haue broke, 

(In number more then cuer women fpokc) 

Inthat fame place thou haft appointed mee. 

To morrow truely willl meete with thee, 

Eyf Keepe promile loue:Iooke,here comes Helena. 

Helena, 

uer, #od fpeedefaire Helena : whither away? 

, Hel. Cally'oumeefaire?Thatfaireagainevnfay. 
Demetrius louesyour faire : o happy faire/ 

Your eyes areloadjiarres, and your ton guesfweetcaire 
More tunable thenIarke,to fhcepeheardseare. 

When wheat is greene jwhen hauthorne buddes appears. 
Sicknefle is catching : O.wcre fauour fo. 

Your words! catch, faire Hcrrnta^ ere I goe. 

My care ffiould catch your voice,my cye,your eye, 

My tongue fhouldsatcbyoui- tongues fweete melody, 
Were the world mmd yDemetritts being bated. 

The reft ile giue to. be to you tranflatcd, 

O, teach race hqw you looks, and with what Arr, 

You fvvay themodqn oiDcmetrtus he art* 



AMidfommer nightes dreame. 

■J&r.I frowne vpon himjyethee loucsmec ftill- 

Hel . O that your frowns would teach my (miles fuch skil. 

Her .1 giue him curfes;yethe giues mec loue. 

Hel. O that my prayers could iuch afifedhon mooue. 
Her . The more I hatc.the more he followes mee . 

Hel. The moreIloue,the raorehc hateth mee. 

Her , His folly, Helenays no fault of mine. 

Hel. None but your beauty ;would that fault were mine. 
i&r.Take comfort s he no more (hall fee my face; 
Ljfander and my felfe will fly this place. 

Before the time I did Lifander fee. 

Seem’d Atbeits asaParadifetomee. 

O then,what graces in my loue dooe dwell; 

Thathee hath turnd aheauen vnto a hell/ 

Lyf. Helen, x . o you our mindes wee will vnfould: 

To morrow night, when 'Thoehe doth beholdc 

Herfiluervifage,inthe watryglafle. 

Decking, with liquid pearle, the bladed grafle 
( A time.that louers flights doth ftill conceale) 

Through Athens gates, haue wee deuif’d to fteale. 

Her And Tn the wood, where often you and I, 

¥pon faint Primrofebeddcs, were wont tolye. 
Emptying our bofomes,of their counfeli fweld^ 

There my Lyfander, and my fclfc Chall meete. 

And thcnccjftom Athens, turne away our eyes, 
f o feeke new friends arid (1 range companions, 
Earewell,fweete playfellow : pray thou for vs: 

And good lucke graunt thee thy Demetrius. 

Keepe word Lyfandervm nuift ftarue ourfight. 

From louers foode, till morrow deepe midnight. 

Exit Hermia, 

Lyf.l will my Hernia, Helena adieu: . 

A* you on him ^Demetrius dote on you. Exit Lyfandcih 
Hele.Hovi happiefome,oreothenome, can be/ 
Through Athens, l am thought as faire asftice* ^ 
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A Midfommcr tii ghtes dreams 

But what of that?Df»**r/«»thinkes not (o: 

He will not knowe,what all, but hee doe know. 

And ashecerres, doting on Hernias eyes: 

So I. admiring of his qualities . 

Thing* bafe and vile, holding no quanutie, 

Loue can tranfpofe to forme and d'gmtie, 

Loue lookes not with the eyes.but with the minde: 

And therefore iswingd Cupid painted bhnde. 

Nor hath loucs minde of any lodgement talte: 

Wings,and no eyes,figure,vnheedy hafie. 

And therefore is loue faid to bee a childe: 

Becaufe,in choyce, he is fo oft beguil d. 

As wag gi£hboyes,in game, themteluesforfwcarc. 

Soothe Boy, Loue, is periur’deuery where. 

For, ere Demetrius lookt on Hernias eyen, 

Hee hayld downeothes,that he was onely mine* 

And when this haile fome heate,from Hermta } tele. 

So he diffolued,and flhowrs of oathes did melt, 

I will goe tell him of faire Hernias flight: 

Then, to the wodde,will he ,to morrow night, _ ^ 
Purfueher: and for this intelligence. 

If I haue thankes,it is a deare expenfes 
But herein meane I to enrich my paine, 

To haue his fight thichcr,and back againe, ^-$b ggBg | 

Enter Quince/he Carpenter,andSnuggt y the loyner\ard. 
Bottom,^* We*uer\ and Flute, the Bellows mender, & 
Snout,f£e Tinker ;and Starueling the Tayler , 

Quin. Is all our company heere? 

* Sot . You werebeft to call them generally ,man by 
man, according to the ferippe. 

l2«»».Here is the fcrowle ofeucry mans name, which is 
thought fit, through alAthensyo play in our Entcrludc, be- 
fore the Duke,& the Dutches, on hisweddtng day at night, 
Bott. Firft good ‘FeeterQuincef ay what the Play treats on; 
shenread the names ofthe A&ors:&fo grow to a point, 

QgL«e 



Exit' 




william Shakespeare Midsummer Night’s Dream (stc 22302 ) 



A Midfommer nightes drcamc. 

f?«j«.Mary,our Play isthe mod lamentable comedy, 
andmoft crucll death of? ’jramus and Ihtjby, 

Tot. A very good pcece of worke,! afliire you, & a mer- 
ry .Now good Teeter Quince, call forth your Adors,by the 

fcrowlc,Maflers,lpreadeyour felucs. 

Quin. Anfwere,as I callyou. JV>ckBotto>ru, ihc Weauer. 
"Bolt. Readic .‘Name what part I am for, andproceede. 
Quin,Yo\i > Nick,Bottom are CctdowncfocTyramus. 

* Bott > What is Pyramus? a louer, or a tyrant? 

Oum. A louer chat kils himfelfe, moft gallant, for loue. 
Bott. That will afke fome tearesin the true performing 
cfk. If I doeit,letthe Audience looketo their eyes:! ml 
mooue flormes : I will condole, in fome meafure. To the 
reft yet, my chiefe humour is for a tyrant. I could play^r- 
cles rarely ,or a part to teare a Catin , to make all lplittoe 

ramngrocks : and flhiueringfhocks,fha!lbreakethe locks 
ofprifon gates, and Phibbus carte fhall fliine from farre, 
and make & inarre the foolifh FatesThis was loftie.Now, 
namethereft ofthe Players. This is £rc/maine,a tyrants 

yaine : A louer is more condoling. 

Quin. Francis Fluteythc Bello wes mender? 

Flu. Here Teeter Quince. 

Quin. Flute, yon mud take Thijby , on you. 

Fla. What is Tkijbylh wandring knight? . 

Quin. It is the Lady,that Pyr amiss mu ft loue. (ming. 
F/-Nayfaith:let$fet me play a worn a: I haue abeard co- 
Qutn, Thats allone.-you fhall play it in a Mafkejandyou 
may fpeake as fmall as you will. 

"Bott . And I may hide my face, let me play Thifby to : He 
fpeake in a monftrous little voice; Tht[ne i l’hifne 3 ah Py 
ramus ,my louer dcare,thy deare, &Lady dearc. 

<2«,No,no.you mud play PyramusiSi Flute , youTbyJby. 
BoifN elI,proccede. Qui. Bpbtn Starueling ,the T ailcr? ' 
Star. H ere Pee ter Quince. 

Quin, Babin $tarue /Ag,youmuft play Thyftyes mother* 

: ~ f$ % Ton& 
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- AMidionimernightes^reame. 

T mSnowte^ theTinker? 

Snorvt . Here Peter Quince. 

Quin. You, Pyramtu father; my (c\fe,ThifC-ies father; 
Snttgge , the Ioyncr,you the Lyons pare : And I hope here 
is a Play fitted* 

Smg.Hme you the Lyons part written? Pray you , ifit 
bee,giueit meetforl am flowe of ftudie. 

Quin. Youmay doe it , extempore: for itisnothing but 
roaring. 

Bott. Let mee play the Lyo.n to. I will roare , that I will 
doe any mans heart good to heare ince, I will roare, that 
Iwill make the Duke fay; Let him roare againe ; let him 
roare againe* 

Quin. And you fhould do it too terribly, you would fright 
the DutchefTe,and the Ladies,that they would fhrikerand 
that were inough to hang vs all* 

All. That would hang vs, euery mothers fonne* 

Bat. I grant you, friends, ifyou fhould fright the Ladies 
out of their wits, they would haue no more difcretion,but 
to hang vs 1 but Iwill aggrauatemy voice fo,thatlvyil 
roare you as gently, as any fucking doue.I will roare you, 
and ’twere any Nightingale. 

Qutn.Y ou can play no part but Piramrn : for Piramus is a 
fweete fac’tman;,a proper man asonefhall fee in a fom- 
mcrsday;a mod loueiy gentlemanlike man .* therefore 
you mud needcs play ^Pirammt 
Bot. WeU.-I will vndertake it , What beard were I bed 
to play it in? 

Quin. Whyfwhat you will. 

Bot. I wil difeharge it, in either your draw colour beard,' 
your Orange tawnic bearde,your purple in graine beard, 
or your french crowne colour beard, your perfit yellow, 
Qu(*.Somc of your french crownes haue no haird at all; 
■ and then you will play bare fact. But maiflers here are 
yourparts,and I am to mcreatyou,requcft you,and defire 

you 



A Midfbmmer nightes dreamc. 

you, to con them by to morrow night ; and meetcmecin 
the palace wood, a mile without the towne, by Moonc- 
light; there will wee rehcarfc .-for ifwec meete in the city. 
Wee fhalbe dogd with company,and our deuifes known. 
In the mcane time,I will draw a bill of properties, ftich as 

our play wants. I pray you faile me not* 

* Bot Wee will mecte,& there we may rehearfe modeb- 
fcenely.and coragiouflv* Take paines, bee perfit j adieu. 
Quin. At the Dukes oke wee meete. 
icr.Enough:holde,orcutbowftrings. Exeunt. 

Enter a Fairie at one doore,and Robin goodfcllow 
At another. 

2^c>&»»Hownowfpirit, whither wander you? 
F^OuerhilljOuer dale, thorough bufh,thoroughbrier, 
Ouerparke,ouer pale, thorough flood, thorough fire: 

I do wander euery wherc;fwifter than the Moonsfpherc: 
And I feruc the Fairy Queene, to dew her orbs vpon the 
The cowflippes tall hcrPenfioners bee, (grcencs 

In their gold coats,fpottcsyou fee: 

Thofe be Rubies,Fairiefauoursj “? 

In thofe freckles, liuetheirfauour** 
Imudgocfcekefomedewdroppeshere, , 

And hang a pearie in euery couflippeseare. 

Farewell thou Lobbe offpirits;Ile begon. 

Our Qijeene, and all her Elues come here anon. 

Roh.Vnt king doth keepe hisReuels hereto night. 

Take heede the Queene come not within his fight*. 

For Oberon is paffing fell and wrath: 

Bccaufe that fhe,as herattendant.hath 
Alouefy boy ftollen,from an Indian king: 

She neuer had fo fweete a changeling, 

Andiealous Oberon would hauethe cbilde, 

Knight of his traine, to tracethc fot refts wilde* 

Butfhee,petfbrce,withhouldsthelouedboy, _ 

Crownes him with flowers,and makes him all hcrioy. 

Bj And 
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A Midfommernightes dreame. 

B ^r^rr;;s« 

F^Either I mi (lake your frape,and making,quitfj 
Or d S ycu»« that (Wde »nd tamiiMpme, 

CalL’d Robin gtodfeUow . Are not y ou nee, 

That frights the maidens ottne Villagcrce, 

Skim milke, and iometimes labour to the que* » 
Andboctlefle make the brcathleffehufwitecherne, 
Andfometime makcthe drinke tobeare no barme, 

Miflelead niehtwanderers.laughmgattheirbarme. 

Thole,that Hobgoblin call you,andfweetePuck, 

You doe their worke, and they frail haue good luck. 

I ieaft to Oberen,and make him fmile, (the nigh*# 

WhenI a fat and beane-fedhotfc beguile; 

Neyg,hing,in likeneffe of a filly foie. 

And lometime lurke I in a golfippesbole. 

In very likeneffe of a rolled crabbe. 

And when fre drinkes,agsintt her lips I bob, 

And on her withered dewlop,poure the ale. 

The wifeftAuntjtelling the faddcft tale. 

Sometime/or three footeftoole,miftaketh n> c ♦ 

Then flippel from her bumme,downe topples me. 

And tailour cry es,and fallcs into a coiTe; ,, ff 

A nd then the whole Quire hould their htppes,and lolfCj 
Andwaxenin their myrth, and necze, and Iweare 
a merrier hower was neuer walk d there# 

But roome Faety: here comes Oberott. 

Fa And here, my miftrefle,Would that he were gom 
Enter the King of Fairies, At one door ejstitb his trrnt* 
and the Queene,at Another 3 voitb hers. 

Ob. HI met by moonelight, proud tjtma* 
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A Midfommernightesdreame, 

£#What,IealousO^#?Fairyftcippehence. 

1 haue fotfworne his bedde, and company, 

Ob , T arry,rafr wanton. Am not I thy Lord? 

Qt *. Then I muft be thy Lady: but! know 
When thou h aft ftollen away from Fairy land. 

And in the frape of Corinf at all day. 

Playing on pipes of corne,andverfingIoue, j 

To amorous PhillidA, Why art thou here 
Come from the farthefttteppe of India? 

But that,forfboth,the bounfing Amazon, 

Your bufkind miftreffe, and your warriour loue. 

To Thefeus muft be wedded ; and you come, 

Togiue their bedde,ioy and profperitie. 

Ob, How canft thou thus, for frame,7yf<*#w», 

Glauncc at my credit, with Hippolita , ? 

Knowing,lknowthyIoueto 7 he fens, 

Didft not thou lead him through the glimmering night. 

From Perigenia, whom he rauifred? 

And make him,withfaire Eagles, breake his faith 
With Ariadne , and Antiopaf 

Quee. Theft ate the forgeries of iealoufie: 

And neuer, fince the middle Sommersfpring, 

Met we on hill, in dale,forreft,or meade. 

By paued fountaine, or by rufrie brooke. 

Or in thebeachedmargenioftheSea, 

To daunce our ringlets to the whittling winde. 

But with thy brawlcs thou haft difturbd our fpore. 

Therefore the windes,pyping to vs in vaine, 

Asinreuenge,hauefuckt vp,from the Sea, 

Contagious fogges : which, falling in the land, 

Hath cuery pelting riuennadefoproude. 

That they haue otserborne their Continents, 

The Oxe hath therefore ftretcht his yoake in vaine. 

The Ploughman loft his fweat,and the greenecome 
Hath rotted, ere his youth attainder beardc: 

r " B 4 The 
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-^Ti. ivnaioirancr mgnres arcainc® 

The fold flandsempty.in the drowned field. 

And crowes arc faccecl with the murrion no eke* 

The nine mens Morris is fild vp with mudde* 

And the queint M azes, in the wanton grcenc, 

Forlackeoftread,arcvndifttnguifhable. 

The humane mortals want their winter heere. 

No night is now with hy mne or cat roll bi eft. 

Therefore the Moonef the gouernefie offloods) 

Pale in her anger,VYa{hes all the aire; 

That Riieumatickc difeafes doe abound. 

Andjthorough this diftemperacure,wee fee 
Thefeafons alter . hoary headed frofts 

Fall in the frefh lappe of the C rym foil rofe. 

And on old Hyems chinne andlcy crownc, 

Anodorous Chaplet offweeteSommerbuddes 
Is.as in mockery, fet.The Spring, the Sommer, 

The childing Autumne,angry Winter change 
Their wonted Liueries * and the mazed worlde. 

By their increafe,no w knowes not which is which? 

And this fame progeny of euils* 

Comes from our debate, from our diflention? 

We are their Parents and originall. 

Oberon. Doe yo u amend it then X it lyes in you. 

Why fhould Titan/a erode her Oberon? 

I doebutbegge a little Changeling boy. 

To be my Henchman, 

Queene, Set your heart at reft. 

The Faiery Land buies not the childe ofmee# 

His mother was a Votrefle of my order: 

And in the fpiced Indian ayer,by night. 

Full often hath (lie goflipt,by my fide. 

And fat, with me on Nep tunes y ello w fands 
Markingili ’embarked traders on the flood? 

When we haue laught to fee the failes conceaue. 

And grow bigge bellied, with the wanton windej 

. ' " Whieh 




A Midfommer nightes dreame. 

Which {he, with prettie,and with fwimming gate, - 
Followingfhcr wombe then rich with my young fquire) 
Would imicate, and faile vpon the land. 

To fetch me trifles,and rcturnc againc. 

As from a voyage, rich with marchandife; 

But {he, being mortall,of that boy did dye. 

And/or her fake, doe I rearc vp her boy.- 
And/or herfake,I wilinotpart with him. 

0 £.How long, within this wood,entend you flay? 
Qaee s Perchaunce,till after Thefem wedding day. 

If y ou will patiently daunce in our Round, 

And fee ourMoonelight Rcuelles,goe with vs: 

If not,{hunne me, and I will fpare your haunts. 

Ob. Giue mce that boy, and I will goe with thee. 

Qute. Not for thy Fairy kingdome. Fairies away. 

We {hall chide downeright,ifI longer flay, Exeunt. 

Ob. Well-.goethy way.T hou fhalt not from this groue* 
Till I torment thee, for thisiniury. 

My gentle Pucke come hither : thou remembreft. 

Since oKCe I fat vpon a promontory. 

And heard a Mearemaide, on a Dolphins backe, 

Vt tering fuch d ulcet and hermonious breath. 

That the rude fea grewe ciuill at herfong. 

And cettaine ftarresfhot madly from their SpheatCS, 
Toheare the Sea-maids in ufieke, 

Tuck* I remember. 

O^.Thatveiy time,I faw(but thou could’ft not) 

Flying betweene the colde Mooue and the earth* 

Cupid, » 11 arm’d: a certatne aime he rookc 
At afaire Veftall,thronedby weft. 

And loof’dhis loue ihaft fmardy,from hisbowe. 

As it fhould pearce a hundred thoufand hearts: 

But,! might fee young fipids. fiery {haft 
Qucncht in the chart beames of the watry MooneJ 
And the iaiperiall Votrefle pafled on, ? 
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n ivnaiornmernignccs arcainc, 

Inmaidenmeditation,fancyfree. 

Yet markt I , vs h ere the bolt of Cupid fell. 

It fell vpon a little well erne flower; 

Before, milke white;now purple, with loueswound. 

And maidens call it, Loue in idlencfle . 

Fetch mee thatflowre : theherbel (hewed thee once. 
Theiewceof it,on flecpingcyeliddeslaide, 

Will make or man or woman madly dote, 

Vpon the next liuc creature thatit lees. 

Fetch mec this hetbe,and be thou here againe 
Ere the Leuiathan can fwimme a league. 

7#. lie put a girdlc.roud about the earth, in forty minutCS; 

Oberon. Hailing once thisiuice, 

Jle watch lit ant a t when fhe is a flecpe. 

And droppe the liquor ofit, in hereyes: 

The next thing then fhc,waking,!ookes vpon , 

(Be it on Lyon,Beare,or Wolfe, or Bull, 

On medling Monky,oron bufie ApeJ 
She (hall purfue it, with the foule of Loue. 

And ere I take this charme, from ofher fight 
(As lean take it with another herbe) 
lie make her render vp her Page, to mec. 

Butjwho comes here? I am inuifible. 

And I will ouerheare their conference. 

Enter Demetrius, Hclenafi Horn fig him * 

Deme. lloue thee notrthcrcforc purfue me not. 

Where is Ly funder , and faire Hermit? 

The one lie flay : the other ftaycth me. 

Thou toldft me , they were ftolne vnto thiswoodi 
And heream J , and wodde,wi thin this woods 
Becaufel cannot mcete my Hermut. 

Hence, 5 ct the gone,and follow mee no more. 

He/. You draw mce,you hard hearted Adamant: 

But yetyou drawnot Iron. For my heart 
Is true as fieele. Leaue you your power to draw* 

kv.& 
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A Mid (ommernightes dreamt. 

And 1 (hall hade no powerto follow you. 

Deme. Doe 1 entjfeyou?Doe 1 fpeakeyoufaite? 

Gr tatlicrdoe Inotinolflineft truthe. 

Tell you 1 doc nor, not I cannot loue you? 

Hele. And euen,for ihat,do 1 loue you, the more: 

I amyourSpaniell: and,Dewe/r/»r, 

The more you beat mee, 1 will fawne on you. 

Vfe me but asyour Spanicll : fpurnc me, ftrike mee, 
Negledf mee,loofe me: onelygiuc meleaue 
(Vnworthic as I am) to followyou. 

What worfer place can lbcgge,in yourloue 
( And yet, a place of high refpecc with mee) 

Then to be vfed as you vfe your dogge. 

Deme. Tempt nor, too much,the hatred of my ipme. 
Fori am fick,when I do looke on thee, 

Hele. And I am ftek, when 1 looke not on you. 

Deme. You doe impeach your modedie toomuch s 
To leaue the citie,arti commit your felfe. 

Into the hands of one that louesy ou notj 
Totruftthc opportunitie of night. 

And the ill counfel) of a defercplace, 

Wnh the\hch wotthofyour virginicie. 

Hel, Y our vertue is my priuiledge : For that 
It is not night, whenl doe feeyour face. 

Therefore, 1 thinkc, 1 am not in the night. 

Nor doth this woodlacke worldsofcompany. 

For you, in my refpe<ff,arc all the world. 

Then, how can it be faide,\ am alone. 

When all the world is here, to looke on nice? 

Deme. llerunne from thce,ind hide me in the brakeSj 
Andleaue rhcc to the mercy of wtlde beaftes. 

Hel. The w ldeft hath not fuch a heart as you. 

Artcn you will : The ttory (hall be chaung’d: 

Apollo flies and Daphneholds the chafe: 

The Doue purfucs the Griffon : the milde Hinde 

C z Makes 
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AMIdfommer nightes dieamc. 

Makes fpeede to catch the Tigre. Boocelefle fpeede, 
When cowardife purfucs,and valour flies. 

Demet. I will not flay thy queftions, Let me goe: 

Or if thou followemee,donotbeleeue. 

But 1 fliall doe thee mifchjefe,in the wood. 

Hel. I, in theTemple,in the towne,the fielde, 

You doe me mifehiefe . Fy Demetrius. 

. Your wrongs doe fet a fcandallon my fex.* 

We cannot fight for loue , as men may doe: 

We fhould be woo’d, and were not made to wooe. 

He follow thee and make a heauen of hell. 

To dy vpon the hand I loue fo well* 

Ob. Fare thee well Nymph, Ere he do leaue this groue^ 
Thouflialt flyhim,andhc fliall feeke thy loue. 

Hafl thou the flower there? Welcome wanderer. 

Enter Pucke. 

P«c^T,thereit is. 

Ob, 1 pray thee giue it mee. 

I know a banke where the wilde time blowes, 

Where Oxlips, and the nodding Violetgrowes, 

Quite ouercanopi’d with lufhious woodbine. 

With fweete mufke rofes, and with EglantfliCr- 
Thereflecpes Tytania, fometime of the night, 

Luld in thefc flowcrs,with daunces and delight: 

And there the fnake throwesher enammeldfkinne^ 
Weed wide enough to wrappe a Fairy in. 

And, with the iuyee of this, lie flreake her eyes, 

And make her full of hatefull phantafies. 

Take thou feme ofir, and feeke through thisgroue.* 
a fweete ^Athenian Lady is in loue. 

With a difdainefull youth : annoint his eyes. 

But doe it, when the next thing heefpies. 

May be thcLadic.Thou fhaltknow tkv* 

' By the Athenian garments he hath on, 

Effcfl it with lome cart; that he may prootte 

More 
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A Midfommer nightes dreame. 

More fond on her, then fhe vpon her louer r 
And looke thou mccte me ere the firfl Cocke crowe. 

Pu Fcare not my Lord : your feruant {hall do Co .Exeunt , 
2s»wTytania Qtteene ofFatrtes y with her traine. 

Qttee. Come, nowa Roundellyand a Fairy fong: 

Then, for the third part of a minute hence, 

Some to kill cankers in the musk rofebuds, . 

Some warrewichReremife, for their lethren wings. 

To make my fmall Elues coates, andfomekeepe backe 
The clamorous Owle.that nightly hootes and wonders 
At ourqueintfpirits ; Sing me now aflcepe: 

Then toyour offices, and let mee reft« 

Fairies firg. 

You fpotted Snakes, withdoaJtle- tongue. 
ThornyHedgehoggesbc- not ftate 
Newts and blindewarmes do no w rang, 

Come not neerfe our Bzi ry quebne* 
FJoitomelefVrllHi melody. 

Sing" io our fweete. L'Ulla.by;* , 

Lull a lull a. | ullaly, Inlla, lulls, lu.lUfcyt 
!Marer h<a-rme nor fpell nor charmer 
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T^FlWry. Weavih^ ft>i tilers comeyiof jieei’e, 
Hencej'du \ongiegi spinners Kencej 
Seetles blaeke- approach *ot neerej 
V/orme nor fhaue da offence. 

Thilomele with wo-WfcACt. v ■; 

uTlu Wtue^awajj U v«H > 

OntaWofefta*d 

S/7 hr Qbtron. , ' 

01. What thou- feeat when thou do/twa. He, 

1 Hitf Iav<# riko 



bk it far thy true- love- lake, 
Love and Uwui Oi far hi s faker 
jbeiL Quhte w Catheor 
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A Midfommer nightes dreame. 

pard,or Boare with bridled haire. 

In thy eye that foall appeare, 

When thou wak’ft, itis thy dearer 
Wake 3 when fome vile thing is neere. 

Enter Lyfander : and Hermia. 

Ly/?Faire loue.you fainte, with wandring in the wood: 
And tofpeake troth I hauc forgot our way. 

Wecle red vs Hrr»/rf,ifyouthinkeitgood, 

And tai ry for the comfor of the day. 

Her, Bet it foLy finder ; findeyououtabeddep 

For I, vponthisbanke,willrelimyhcad. 

Lyf, One turfe fhall feruejas pillow, for vs both, 
Oneheart.onebedde, two bofomes,and one troth, 

Atari UigwtAlyUrrder: for my fake,my dcerc, 

■bit further ofiFyet,dft not lye fo neere. 

Le-Ihe fovoefwcte,ofmy innocence. 



5oHu.M»uron^fe heart werfcin wUk.*, of MX 

Two hofsmeS ihhuekitned within e«m> 

■30 then fwo hofobie& itul A ftw[|c hath . 
TKenhy^wur fide, ft® t«4-rooftaeme<rfer\y > 

For lyinf Co, Hcr/n/a, \ ie> not lye,. 

He*. Lyl !kn der ri del I ts very toretti ly J 
How much he^hrew .tny mauneji diaim Ai'Wev 

If /fcrmiMsMt***: to siy iyfattofer 

friendjfar tove. 4hol tourfe-CiV 
Uie^fartlier off in RtuuiKe, hroofoftiej 
Such (eper alien *S tn*y welt fee. Cay d 

BtCfthieS 1 yeituaui h^tchtilor A»ot 4rn4y«fe-.^ 

J!a (iY»IV l\* iilVahf lOAtkd totrfA b 
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rhifTAJ t*j)rasex> uy i, 

>4nd H»e»i end vyjle* lout |® tal ty : _ 

'Hs-tre-Is tny bed, Qee|»e ^v«.tkce lit fcU * 
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’A Midfommer nightes dreame. 

Her. Withhalfe that wiflyhe wifoers eyes be preft, 
£»re>*Pucke. 

puck.- Through the forreft haue I goner 
» But Athenian found 1 none. 

On whofe eyes I mightapproue 
This flowers force in ftirrinz loue. 

Night and filence .Who is neere? 

Weedes of Athens he doth we arc: 

Thisis hee (my m after faide/ 

Defpifedthe ^^f«/V»«maide: 

And here the maiden.fleeping found. 

On the danke and dirty ground. 

Pretty fowle.foe durft not lye r 
N eere this lack-loue, this kil-curtefie. 

Churle , vpon thy eyes I throwe 
Aft the power this charme doth owe: 

When thou wak’ftjletloue forbidde 
Slccpe,his feat, on thy eye lidde. 

So awake, when I am gon; 

For I muft now to Oberon, Exit. 

Enter Demetrius Helena running, 

JJcl. Stay; though thou kill meejfweete Demelriml 
De. I charge thee hence,and doe not haunt mce thus 
Hele.O, wilt thou darkling leaue me? doe not fo. 

He, Stay, on thy perill .* I alone will goe: 

Hel.Oyl am out ofbreath,inthis fond chafe, 

The more my prayer, the lefler is my grace, 

Happie is Hermia , wherefoerc foe lies; 

For foe hath blefled 5 and attra&iue eyes. 

How came her ey es To bright?Not with fait ceares, 
lffo,my eyes are oftnerwafot then hers. 

No,no :l am as vgly as a Beare; 

Forbeaftes thatmeete mee,runne away, for fease. 
Therefore,no maruaile, though Demetrius 
Doe, as a monftcr, fly my p re fence, thus, 

' C 4 Wke-. 
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xx Lviru-iuaunci nigurcs ar eamc-. 

What wicked anddiffembling glade, of mine. 

Made me compare w.ich Hermits fpheryeyen? 

But, who is here? Lyptnder, on the ground? 

Dead,or a fleepe? I fee no blood, no wound, 

Lyfmderjfi you liuc, good fir awake* 1 
Z^Andrunne through fire, I will for thy fwccte fake, 
Tranfparent Helena, nature fihewes arte. 

That through thy bofome, makes me fee thy heart. 
Where is Demetrius? Oh how fit a word 
Is that vile name, to perifh on my lworde/ 

Hel. Do not fay CejLyfaneler., fay not fo. 

What though beloueyourZ/<?mMfLord,whatthough? 
Yet Hermia ftili louesyou : then be content. 

Lyf. ContentwithHemM. ? No : 1 doe repent 
The tedious minutes, I with her faaue fpenc.' 

Not Her mi a, but Helena 1 !oue. 

Who will not change a Rauen for a doue? 

The will of man is by his reafon fwai’d: 

And reafon faies you are the worthier maide. 

Things growing are not ripe, vntill their feafonj 
So I, being young, till now ripe not toreafon. 

And touching now, the point ofhumane skill, 

Reafon becomes the Marfhall to my will. 

And leads meefo your eyes ; where I orelookc 
Loues fiories, written iaiouesricheftbopke. 

Hel, Wherefore was 1 to this keene mockery borne? 
Whe»,atyourhands,didl deferue this fcornc? 

3ft not enough, ift notenough, young man. 

That 1 did neuer,nonorneuer can, v ; 

Deferuc a fwecteiockefrom Demetrius eye , 

But you muft flout my infufficiency? 

Good troth you doe mee wrongfgood foothyoudoe) 

In fuch difdairiful! manner, mce to wooe, 

Bur,fareyou well : perforce, ImuftconfefTe, 

J though t you Lord of more true gentlcnefie, 

■ -v: • - - ' O, 
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AMidfbmmer nightes dreame. 

O, that a Ladic, of otic man refuf’d * 

Should, of another^therefore be abufd? Exit • 

LyfShe fees not Hermia . Hermia , fleepethou there* 
And neuer maid thou come Ly finder necre* 

, Formas afurfet of the fwccceft things 
The deepeft loathing, to the ftomackebringess 
Or, as the herefies^ chat men doe Icauc* 

Are hated moll of thofe they diddcceiuer 
So thou,my furfet,and my herefic. 

Of all bee hated; but the mofi 5 of mec. # 

And all my powers addrefleyour loue and might. 

To honour Helen ^nd to be her knight* Exit « 

Her . Helpe mee Lj finder y helpe mce : do thy bell 
To pluck this crawling ferpent,from mybreft* 

Ay mec,for pittie* What a dreame was here? 

Ly finder looke,how I doe quake withfeare. 

Me thoughr,a ferpcncear.e my heart away. 

And you (ate fmillng athiscrutllpray. 

Eyfander whatjremou’d? Lyftnder^LoxA, 

What, out of hearing, gon? No found, no word? 

Alackc where are you? Speake, and ifyou heare: 
Speake,of all loues. 1 fwoune almofl with fearc* 

No, then 1 well perceiue, you are not ny: 

Either death/) r you^lle finde immediately. Exit*. 

Enter the Clownes . 

*Botu Arc wee all met? 

£W.Pat,pat : and heres a majmailes conuenient place, 
for our rehcarfall. This grcenc plot fbail be our ftage.this 
ftauthorne brake ourtyring houle , and wee will doe ic in 
atftion, as wee will doe it before the Duke, 

Hott. Teeter Quince? 

Qnin. What faieft th ou,bully. Bottom? 

2 ?<?r.There are things in this Comedy 3 aiPyramus ana 
Thifbj. that will neuer plcafe, Firft,/ J ;^w«r muft draw 
afworde.to kiUhnnfelfc ; which the Ladies cannot abide a 
' — o How 
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K . 'MRHommcmigntes are amp. 

How anfwcre you that? 

5 »c»r.Berlakin,a parlous feare. 

5 r<?r.Ibelecue,we nmft leauc the killi ng, out,when ail 

Pof/.Not a whit : 1 hauc a deuife to make all well. Write 
me a Prologue, and let the Prologue feeme to fay;we wil 
do no harme , with our fwoids , and that Tyramus is not 
kildindeede : and for the more better aflurancc,tel them, 
that 1 ‘Pyramut am not Pjramus, bu c Bottom the W cauet : 
this will put them cut of fearc, 

Qttin.WxMt wee will haue l’uch a Prologue, and it mail be 
written in eight and fix. 

Bot . No ;makc it two more : let it be' written in eight Si 
eight. 

Snout. Will not the ladies be afeard ofthe Lyon? 

£f<ir. I fcatc it, I promifeyou. 

r ]]ot. Mafters,you ought to confider with your lelfe, to 
bring in ('God Chiclde vs) a Lyon among Ladies, is 
a mod dreadful! thing. For there is not a more fearefuLl 
Wilde foulc then your Lyon liuing : Sc wc ought to looke 
toote , 

S;>o. Therfore, another Prologue mud tel,he is not a Lion. 
Bot. Kay.* you mufl name his name, and halfehis face 
mult be feene through the Lions necke , and he himielfe 
mufl fpcake through,faying thus, or to the famedefedl; 
Ladies, or faire Ladies,! would wifh you, or I would re- 
queft you, or I wold intreatyou,not to feaie,not to treble: 
my life for yours. Ifyou thinke 1 ccnie hither as a Lyon, it 
‘were pittie of my Iife.No : 1 am no fuch thing :1 am a man 
asothermcnare'r&ihere indeed, let him name his name* 
and tell them piainely he is5**r£g*,theIoyner. 

0^/«,Weil:itfLaIl be fo; but there is two hard things; 
that is, tobring the Moone-light into a chamber : for you 
know, ‘Pi ramus and 7 b; [by meete by Moone-light, 

■ 5w,Doih thcMoone fhine, that night, we play ourPlay? 

Tot,, 



A Midfommernightesdreame. 

Bo. A Calender,a Calenderrlookc in the A lmansck:finde 
out Moone-lhine,finde outMoonc-fhine. 

Quin. Yes:;t doth fhine that night. 

Cet. Why thcn,may youleaue a cafement ofthe great 
chamberwindowf where weplay)open; and the Moone 
may fiiine in atthc cafement. 

Quin. 1 : or els, one mud come in, with a bulh ofthorns, 
&"a iatem,and fay he comes to disfigure, or to prefent the 
perfon of Moone-fhine. Then,there is another thing ;wc 
mufl hauc a wa! in the great chabcr: for 'Byramus Sc 7 btf- 
bj{ faies the flory) did talkc through the cbinke of a wall* 
5 * 0 , You can neucr bring in a wal. What fay you Bottom? 
Bot. Some man or other" mud prefent wall: and let him 
haue fome plafler,or fom lome,oi fome rough caft, about 
him, to fignifie wall; orlet him holdehis fingers thusrand 
through that crany , ftiall Pyrumut and TbifbywhlC- 
per. 

Quin. Ifthat may be,then all is well.Come, fit do wne e- 
uery mothers fonne, andreherfeyourparts.P/r<«w#/,you 
begintie •• when you haue fpokenyonr fpeech, enter into 
that Brake, andfo euery one according to his cue, 

Enter Robin , 

.What hempen homcfpunnes haue wcfwaggting here, 
So liecre the Cradle of the Eairy Queene? 

What, a play toward? lie be an Auditor, 

An A$or to perhappes,lf i fee caufe. 

Quin. Speake Pyramus : Thy [by ftand forth, 

Pyra , Thifby the flowers of odious fauours fweete* 
Odours, odorous. 

Py. Odours fauours fweete. 

So hath thy breath, my deareft Thifby deare, 

Butharke,a voice : flay thou but heerc awhile, 

Andby andbyl willtotheeappeare, Exit. 

Quin, a (tranger Pyramus, then ere playedhccre* 

7byf t Muft I fpeakenow.? 

E> a .1 
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Quin t \ marry muftyou.Foryou mart vndcrftad,he goes 
but to fee a noy fe,thac he heard, and is to come againe* 
Tbyf Moft radiant />;Mf»«/,moftlillie white ofhewe. 

Of colour like the redrofe,on triumphant bryer, 

Moft brisky Iuuenall,andeekc moftlouely lewe. 

As true asttuefthorfe, thacyet would neuertyro, 
lie meetethee Py rd mas fit Ni nr.ies toumbe. • „ 

Qmn.Ninm toumbe/uan. Why?youmuftnotfpeake ' 
That yet. That you anl were to Pyramtu. You ipeake 
A1 your part at once,cues,and ,all.£yr<«»/*t,entcr:your cue 
ispaft ; It is; neuertire. 

TbyfO, as true as tjueft horfc,that yee would ncuer tyre. 
Ty.Ifl were (a.ixe,Thyfby 3 l were onely thine. 

Qjiin.O monilrous/O ftrange /We are haunted.Pray ma- 
fters.'fly mafterst’nelpe. 

Rob. lie follow you : lie lead e you about a Rouud, 
Through bogge, through bufh, through brake, through 
Sometime a horfe lie be, fometime ahound, (bryer; 

A hogge,a headeleffe Bcare, fometime a fier. 

And neigh, and barke,and grunt, and rore,and burne, 
Likehorfe, hound, hogge, beare,firc,at cuery turne. Exit. 

"Bott . Why doe they runne away ? This is a knauery of 
them to make mecafeard. £»/erSnowtc. 

Sn. O Bottom , thou arc chaung’d. What do I fee on thee? 
^?<?r,Whatdoeyoufee? You lee an Afle head of your 
o\Vne<Doyou? 

Enter Quince. (Exit. 

Quin. BlefletHee®?r/ 0 w,blelTc thee. Thou art traflated. 
Bot, I fee their knau&ry.This is ro make art afle of mec,to 
fright me, if they couldtbut I wil not ftirrefroin this place, 
do what they can , I will walke.vp and downe hccre, and I 
will (ingjthat they lhall heare I am not afraidc* 

The Woofell cock, fo blacke ofhewe. 

With Orange tawny bill, 

The 
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AMidfommer nightes dreamt?. ; 

The Throftle, with his note fo true. 

The Wren, with little quill, 

7 jtania. What Angell wakes me from my Howry bed? 

Tot.lUc Fy nch, the Sparrowe,and the Larke, 

The platnfongCuckoW gray: 

Whole note, full many a man doth rnarke. 

And dares not anfwere, nay. 

For indeede,who w ould fet his wit to fo fooliih a birdc? 

Who would giue a bird the ly, though hee cry Cuckow* 
ncuer fo? 

37m. I pray thee, gentle mortall, ling againe, 

Myne eare is* much enamoured ofthy note: 

So is mine eye enthralled to thy fhape. 

And thy fairc vertues force (perforce )doth moouemee-, 

On the firftriewc to fay, to fweare,Uoue thee. 

Bott. Me e thinks m ill rcfle,y ou fh ouldhauc little reafora 
for that. And yet, to fay the truth, reafon and loue keepe 
little company together,now a daics.The more the pitty, 
that fome honeft neighbours will not make them friends* 

Nay I can gleeke,vpon occafion. 

Tyta % Thou art as wife, as thou art beautifull. 

Bott. Not fo neither:but if I had wit enough to get out 
ofthis wood, I haue enough to (erue mine owe turne, 

Tyta. Out ofthis wood, doe not defire to goe: 
Thoulbaltremaineherejwhether thou wilt oru<V 
1 am a fptrit, ofno common rate: 

The Sommer,ftill, doth tendvpon my Hate, ' * 

And 1 doe loue thee .• therefore goe with mcc. 

He giue thee Fairies to attend on thee: 

And they fball fetch thee Ie wels,from th e deepe. 

And fing, while thou, on prefled flowers,doflfleepe: 

And 1 will purge thy mortall gtoflenefle fo. 

That thou (halt, like an ayery fpirit,goe» 

Tea[e-blofewe t Ceba>eb 3 Motb, and UWtijtard-feede?l 
Enter foure Fairyet, 

D 3 Fai * ■ 
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A Midfommernightes dreamej 

F<«Wcr.Readic:andJ, and J, and I- Where (hall we goe? 

Tita. Bekindc and curceous to this gentleman,, 
Hopinhiswalkes, and gambolcin his eyes. 

Fee a e him with Apricocks, and Dewberries, 

With purple Grapes, grccne figges, and Mulberries, 

The hony bagges ftealefrom the humble Bees, 

And for nighc tapers,croppe their waxen thighes. 

And light them at the fiery Glowe-wormes eyes, 
Tohauemy Iouetobedde,and toarife. 

And pluck the wings, from painted Butterflies, 
TofannetheMoone-beamesfromhisfleeping eyes. 

Nod to him Elues, and doe him curtcfies. 

1, Fat, Haile mortall, hade. 

1 , Fat. Haile. 

3 .Fat, Haile. 

Bot, I cry your worfliips mercy, hardly : I befeech your 
worlhippesname* 

Cob. Cobwebbc. 

BotAttnW defire you ofmore acquaintance, good ma- 
fter Cobweb’, if 1 cut myfinger 5 Ifhall make boldc with 
you. Your name honed gentleman? 

Tea. Peafe-bloffome. 

Bot. I pray you commend mcc to mi Arc fie your 

mother,andtomafterPM/!W,yourfathcr. Good mailer 
‘ Teafi-blojfome , 1 flialldeiire you of more acquaintance, 
to. Your name I befccchyou fir? 

APttfi. JlPxftardfeede. i 

Bot - Good mzRev Mujfardfeede, l know your patience 
well. That faniccowardIy,gyantlike,Ox-beefe hath de- 
uourdmany a gentleman of your houfe. I promifeyou, 
yourkindred hath made my eyes watcr,ere now. I defire 
you more acquaincance,good mafter Muftardfeede . 

Tita . Come waite vpon him : leade him to my boweft 
TheMoonc,raetbinkcs,lookes withawairyeye: 

And yvhen fhee weepes, weepeseucry little flower, • 

Lamen» 




AMidlommer nightes dreame* 

Lamenting fomc enforced ehaltUie. 

Ty vp my loucrs tongue, bring him filently. Exit. 

Enter King of Fairies, and Robin g®odfeIlow» 

Ob. 1 wonder if 7 *M»«be awak’t; 

Then what it was, that next came in her eye. 

Which Are muftdoteon.in extreamitie. 

Here comes my tnefienger. How now,mad fpirit? 

What nightrulc now about this haunted groue? 

PuckzMy miflrefle with a monllerisin loue, 

Ncerc to her dole and confecrated bower. 

While Avewasinher dull, and Aeepinghowcr, 

A crew of patches, rude Mechanicals. 

That worke for bread,vpon Athenian italles. 

Were met together to reheatfc a play. 

Intended for great T^/h/rnuptiallday: 

The Ihalloweft thickskinnejOf’chat batraine fort. 

Who Pjramui prefented, in their fporr, 

Forfooke his Scene,and entred in a brake., 
VVhenldidhimatthisaduantagetakes ,, 

AnAfles nole I fixed on his head* 

Anon his Thi\bie mud be anfwered. 

And forth my Minnick comes. When they him fpy$ 

As vvilde geele, that the creeping Fouler eye. 

Or ruffet pated choughes, many in fort 
(Ryfing,and cawing, at the gunnes report ) 

Seuer themfelues,and madly fweepe the sky; 

So, at bis fighc,away his feilowes fly, 

And ^t our ftampe, here ore and ore ,onefaIlcs: 

He murther cryes, and hclpe from Athens cals. 

Their fenfe.thus weake, loft with their feares,thus ftrong. 
Made fenfelefle things begin to doe them wrong,. 
For,briers and thorn es, at their ap parell, (hatch: 

Some fleeucs, fome hats; from ye elders, all things catch* 

I led them on,in this diftraded fearc. 

And left fwee te Pyramtu tranflated there; 

D 4 “ When 
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■ — s-tot ■?■ — /viviiuiuuiuici ninnies urcamc. 

When in that moment (fo it came to pafle,) 

Tytania wak’t, and ftraight way lou’d an Aflc. 

J Ob, This falles out better, then I coulddeuile. 

But had thou yet latcht the Athenians eyes* 

With the ioue iuice,as 1 did bid thee doe? 

Rob. T tookc him fleepmgfthat is finifht to) 

And the ^Athenian woman, by his fide; 

Tint when he wak’t,of force fhe mufl be ey‘d. 

Enter Demetrius and Hermia, 

Ob. Stand clofe-.thisis the lame Athenian. 

Rob. This is the womantbut not this the man. 

Venset.O, Why rebuke youhim,that louesyoufo? 

Bay breath fo bitter, on y.our bitter foe. 

Her. Now 1 but chide : but I fhould vfe thee worfe. 

For thou( 1 feare) haft giuen me canfe tocurfc. 

If thou haft flaine A>/Wer,in his fleepe; (to„ 

Being otefbooes in blood, plunge in the deepc, 8i kill mee 
The Sunne was not fo true vntotlic day. 

As hee to mee. Would hee haueftollen away* 

Frow flee ping Hermiaflle bclceue, as foone. 

This whole earth may be bor’d, and that the Moone 
► May through the Center creepe, and fo difplcafe 

Her brothers noonctide,wirh th 'Antifedcs. 

It cannot be, but thou haft mttrdredhitn. 

So fhoulda tTiiirthercrk>oke;fodead,(bgrimme« 

Hem. So fhould the murthcred looke,and fo fhould /» 
Pearft through the heart, with your fterne cruelty, 

Yet you, the murtherer,looke as bright, as cleere. 

As yonder fauns, in her glimmering fpheare. 

Her, Whatsthisto my Lyfmderl Where is hee? 

Ah good DemetrtfUy wilt thou giue him mee? 

2 ~)eme. 1 had rather giue his carcafle to ray hounds. 

Her. Out dog, out curre : thou driu’ftme palvthe bounds 
Ofmaidens patience. Haft thou flaiue him then? 
Henceforth bencuernumbred among men. 
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a Miaiommer mgntes arcame, 

O, once tell truettell true,euen for my fake: 

Durft thou haue lookt vpon him, being awake? 

And haft thou kild him,flceping? O braue tutch.' 

Could nor a worme,an Adderdo fo much? 

An Adder did it ; For with doubler tongue 
Then thyne(thouferpent,)neucr Adder ftung. 

Heme. You fpende your paflion,oR a miiprif’d mood: 

I am not guilty ofA/y^wdfer^bloode: 

Nor is he deade,for ought that I ca n tell. 

Her. I pray thee,tell mee then, that he is well. 

De, Andif fcould,what fhould I gettherefore? 

Her. A prtuiIedge,neuerto fee mec more: 

And from thy hated prefence part I : fee me no more; 
Whether he be dead orno. Exit. 

Deme. There is no following herin this fierce vaine. 
Heere therefore*, for a while, I wiil roeiaine. 

So forrowes hesuinefle doth heauiergrowe. 

For debt that bankrout flippe doth forrow owe: 

Which now in fome flight meafure it will pay; 

If for his tender here I make fbmc flay. Ly fount* 

Ob. Wh at haft thou done?Thou haft miftaken quite. 
And laid the loueiuice on fome true loues fight. 

Of thy rnifprifion,muft perforce enfue 
Some true loue turnd, and not afalfe turnd true. 

£<>£/. Thcnfate orerules,that one man holding troth, 

A million fade, confounding oath on oath-. 

Ob. About the wood,goe fwifter then the windc. 

And Helena of Athens looke thou findc. 

All fancy ficke fhe is and pale of cheerc. 

With fighes of Ioue, that cofts the frefh blood deare. 

By fome lllufion fee thou bring her here: 
Ilecharmehiseyes,againftfhe doe appears, 

’Robin. I goe, l goe, looke how I goe. 

Swifter then arrow, from the Tartars bowe . 

Ob , Flower of this purple dy, 

e a u 










nriYirmumuicrnigrii^aiearnc. 

Hit with Cupids archery, 

Sinkc in apple o' his eye, 

When his loue he doth efpy* 

Let her dune as glorioufly 
As the Veras of. the iky. 

' When thou wak’fl,iffhe be by, 

Beggc of her, for rentedy. 

£»/erPuck. 

’Tuck. Captain; ofour Fairy band, 

Helena is hcere at ha rule, 

A nd the youth, midcoke by mee. 

Pleading for a Joucrs fee. 

Shall wee their fond pageant lee? 

Lord, what fooles thefc mortals bee/ 

Ob. Stand afide.The noyl"e,thcy make^ 

Will caufe DcmetflU: to awake, 

Pa. Then will cwo, at once„wooc one: 

That mufl needes be fport atone. 

And thofcchingsdobeftpleafemee. 

That befall prrpod’roufly. 

. r r Ly fa n de r, and He I c n a , 

Lyf. Why fhould you think,th at 1 fhould wooe in fcornof 
Scornc, and dcrifion , neuer comein teares. 

Lookc when I vow, I weepe : and vowes lb borne. 

In their natiuicie all truth appeares, 

Kow can thefe things, in mce>fecme fcorne to you? 
Bearing the badge of faith to prooue them true, 
IA/,.Youdoe aduanceyourcunning,more, andmore s 
When trueth kilJcs truth, odiuclifh holy fray/ 

Thefe vowes are Hcrmias h Wtllyou giue her ore? 

Weigh oath,withoath,andyouwilhrothing waigh. 
Your vowest6her,ahd mee^ putin two fcales^ 






Wiit eucn wcignjand both aslight as tales. 

Lyf. I hadrioiudgcmcnr,whentoherlfwore; / 
HeL Nor non e } inrny mbde^tiow you giue her ore. 



A Midiommer nightes dreamc.' 

Zyf t Dtw/W«.»loueslier:andhelouesnocyoii. 

Verne. O Helen, goddefle, nymph, perfedl diuinc. 

To what, my loue, (ball I compare thine e'yne! 

Chnflall is muddy. O, how ripe, in fhowe. 

Thy lippes,thofekiffing cherrics,temptfng growd 
That pure coniealed white, high Taums lnow, 

Fand with the Eadcrne vvinde, turnes to a crowe, 

When thou holdft vp thy hand, O, let me kiffe 
This Prince fTe of pure white 3 this feale ofblifTe. 

Hel.O fpigbt/O hell! I fee, you all arc bent 
To fet againd mee 3 for your merriment, 

Ifyou were ciuill, andknewcurtefie, 

You would not doe mee thus much iniury. 

Can you not bate mee, as 1 know you doe, 

Butyou muftioynej infoules, to mockemeeto? 

Ifyou were men, as men you arc in fhowe* 

You would not vfea gentle Lady fo; 

To vowc, andfweare, and fuperpraife my parts. 

When I am fure 3 you hate mee with your hearts, 
Youbotharc Riua!s,andloue.ff<?.»7w/<?: 

And no w both Riualles, to mock Helena. 

A trim exploit, a manly enterprife, 

T o coniure teares vp,in a poore maides eyes. 

With yourderifion Nonc,ofnoblefort, 
WouldfoofFend a virgine 3 andcxtort 
A poore ib uies patience., all to make you fport. 

LyfaW^iou are vnkinde, Verne trim : be not fo. 

For youloue Hermia : tbisyou know I know. 

And hcare, with all good will, with all my heart. 

In Hernia loue Tyeeldeyou vp my part: 

Andyours of Helena, to mee bequeath: 

Whom I doe loue, and will do till my death. 

Hel. Neuer did mockers wade more idle breath. 

‘Verne. Lyfander } keepe thy Hermia : I will none. 

If erellou’dherjallchatloue is gone. 

E z My 
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a MTaiommerpgntes areamc. 

My heart to her, but as gttelwife, foiourncls 
' And now to Helen , is it home returndj 
There to remaine. 

Lyf. Helen, it is not fo. 

Heme. Difparage not the. faith, thou dolt not know; 
Lead to thy peril!, thouabyitdeare. 

Looke where thy lone conies ; yonder isthy deare* 

Enter Hermia. 

‘ Her, Darke night,that from the eye, his fundi; on takes, 
Ttie eare more quicke of apprehenfion makes. 

Wherein it doth impaire the feeing fentc, 

It payes the hearing double recompence. 

Thou art not,by rpy ne eye, Lyfander } found: 

Mine eare,l thanke it,brought me to thy found. 

But why,vnkiodly,didfl thou leaue nice fo? 

Lyf Why fliould he flay, whom loue doth prefle to go? 
Her . What loue could prefle Lyfander, from my fide? 
Lyf. Ly f inders loue(that would not let him bide) 

Faire Helena, r who more engilds the night 
Then ail yon fiery oes, and eyesoflighr. 

Why feek’fl thou mefCould not this make thecknow. 
The hate 1 bare thee, made mee leaue thcefo? 

Her. You fpcake not as you thinke : It cannot bee. 

Hel. Lo ; file is one ofthis confederacy. 

Now I perceiue,they haue conioynd all three. 

To fafhion this falfe fporr, in fpightofmee. 

Injurious Hermia 3 mod vngratefull maide, 

Haue you confpir’d,haue you with thelc contriu’d 
To baite mee,witl) thisfoule derifion? 

Is alhhe counfell that we two haue lhar'd, 

The fillers vowes.the bowers that we haue fpcnr. 

When we haue chid the haftie footed time. 

For parting vs; O, is all forgot? 

All fchooldaies friendlhippe, childhood innocence? 
Wee, Hermi^ like two artificial! gods. 






AMidfommer nightes dreame, 

Haue with our needles, created both one flower. 

Both on one famplcr, fitting on one cufhion. 

Both warbling ofonc fpng, both in one key; 

as if ourhands,our fides, voyces,and mindes . . 

Had bin incorporate. So wee gre we together. 

Like to a double cherry, feeming parted; 

Butyet an vnion in partition. 

Two louely berriesmoulded on one fiemme; 
Sowithtwofeemingbodics,but one heart. 

Two ofthe firft life coats in heraldry. 

Due but to onc,and crowned with one crcaft. 

And will you rent our auncient loue afunder. 

To ioyne with men, m fcorning your poore friend? 

It is not friendly, tis not maidenly. 

Our fex, as well as I, may chide you for it; 

Though 1 alone doe fele the iniury. 

Her. I am amazed at your words: 

I fcorneyounot.Ufeemesthatyoufcornc mee, 

Hel. Haue y ou not fet Lyfander in (come. 

To follow mee, and praile my eyes and face? 

Andniade your other loue, Demetrius ' 

fWhoeuen but now did fpurne mee with his foote) 

To call mee goddcfle,nymph,diuine,anel rare, 

Pretious cclelliall? V Vherefore fpeakes he this. 

To herhehates? And wherfore doth Lyfander 
Deny your loueffo rich within his foule) 

And tender mee(forlooth)affe£hon. 

But by your fetting on 5 by your confent? 

VVhat.though I benotfoin graceasyou,. 

Sohung vpon with loue,fofortiinate? 

(Butmiferable mofl, to loue vnlou’d) 

This you fliould pittie,rather then defpife. 

Her.l vnderfland not ,whatyou meane by this, 

Hel.ldoi. Perfeuer, counterfeit fad lookes: 

Make mouthes vpon mee, when Iturnemy backs - 

x y 





ZS^UlOllMiCT^ 

Winkeeachat other, fioldethe fweeete ieaft vp, ( 

This fport vtcll carried, frail bee chronicled. 

If you haue any pitty,gracc 5 or manners. 

You would not make tnec fuch an arguments 
But fare ye well: tis partly my owne fault: 

Which death,br abfcnce foone {Ball remedy. 

Lyf. Stay, gentle Helena fheare my excule, 

My loue., my life, myfoulc, faire Helena. 
hc/.O excellent/ 

Herne, S weetc, doe not fcorne her lo, 

'Hem. If Ihe cannot entreat, lean compel!. 
Z^yTThoucanft conipell no more, then fre intreat. 

Thy threatshaue no more ftrength then her weak? prailc. 
Helen, 1 loue thee, by my life I d oe : 

Ifweare by that which I will loofe for thee; 

To proouehimfalfe, that faicsl loue thee not . 

Hem. I fay,T loue thee more then he can do. 

Lyf. Ifthou fayfo.withdrawe, andprooue it to. 

Hem. Quick come, 

Her 9 Ly fonder ,vi\xeteXo tends all this? 

Lyf* Away, you Etbeof* 

2)e«,No,no sheelc 

Seeme to breake loofe : take on as you would follow; 

But yet come not' You are a tame man, go. 

Lyf. Hang of thou cat^ thou bur : vile thing let loofe; 

Or I will fliake thee from mee,Uke a ferpent. . 

Her. Why are you grownclo rude? What change is this, 

Swceteloue? 

Lyf Thy loue? Ou: tawny Tartar, outs 
Out loathed medcine : 6 hatedpocion hence. 

Her. Doe you not iead? * , ' • 

H el, Yesfooth : andfo doc you. 

Ly f Demetrius, \ sn\\\ keepe my word, with thee. 

Hem, l would l had-ycur bond. For I pcrceiup, 

A weake bond holds you. lie not ttuft youi: word; 

LW. 



A Midlommrrmglites cireame. 

Lyf What? ihould 1 hurt her, ftrike her,kill her dead? 
Although 1 hateher,Ilenotharmcherfb, 

Her. What? Can you do me greater harme.then hate? 
Hatemee, whereforefO me, whatnewe$,my loue? 

/im notl Her mia} Are not yauLji fancier? . 1 ' 

I am as faire now, asl Was ere while. 

Since mght,youlou’d mee; yet fince night, you left mce. 
Why thcn,you left mec (o the gods forbidj 
In earned, lhall I fay? 

Lyf 1 , by my life: 

And neuer did defire to feethee more. 

Thcfore be out of hope, of quedion,of doubts : 

Be cercaine : nothing truer : tis no iead, 

Thatl doe hate thee,and loue Helena-, 

Her.O mce, you higgler, you canker bloflbmc,' , ; 
Youtheefc ofloue : what,haueyoucomeby night. 

And ftolne my.Ioueshcart, from him? 
k el. Fine, 1 faith. 

Haue you no modefty, no maiden frame. 

No touch ofbartrfulncfTe? What, will you teare 
Impatient anfweres,from my geode tongue? 

Fy/y, you counterfait, you puppet, you, . 

Her. Puppet? Why fo? 5 , that way goes the game* . 
Now I percciue that fhe hath made compare, 

Bctweene our datures, Are hath vrg’d her height. 

And with herperfenage, her tall petfonage. 

Her hcightfforfooch) (lie hath preuaild with him. 

And are you grownefohigh in his c dee me, 

Becaufe t am fo dwarfifh and fo.lowe? 
how lowe am 1 ,thou painted May-poIe?Speake; 
how lowc am 1 ?1 am notyet folowe, J f 

But that my nailes can reach vnto thine eyes. 

He/. I pray you, though you mocke me.gentlemais, 

Let her not hurt me, t was neuer curds 
i haue no gift at allin frrcwifrnefles 
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I am a right maid, for my cowardizcr 
Lethernotiirike mee.You perhaps may thinke, 

Becaufc (he is fomeching lower then my felfe. 

That I can match her. 

/£?rXo wer ? harke agaitvi. 

Hel. Goo d Hermia , do not be fo bitter with mee* 

1 euermore did lone y ou Hern?i<t y 

Did eucrkecpeyourcotinfelsjoeuerwrongd you; 

Saue that inloncjvnto Demetrtus, 

I tould him of your ftcalch vnto this wood. 

He followed you : for loue, I followed him. 

But he hath chid me hence, and threatned mee 
To ftrike mee, fpurne mec;nay to kill mee to. 

And nowjfo you will let me quiet goe. 

To Athens will 1 bearc my folly backe, 

Andfollow you no further. Let me goe. 

You fee how fimplc, and how fondl am, 

Herns.Why? get you go,n. Who if! that hinders you? 

Hel Afootifh heart, that 1 leaue here behind. 

Her. What, with Lyftnderi 
H<?/,With Demetrius. 

Lyf. Be not afraid:fhe fhall not harme thee Helen#'. 
Dense. No fir : fhe fhall not, though you cake her part. 
He/. O, when fhe is ^ngry, fhe is keejneandfhrevvd. 

She was a vixen, when lhe went cofchoole : 

And though fhe be but little, fhe is fierce. 

Her, Little againefNothing hut low and little? 

Why will you fuffer her to floute me thus? 

Let me come to her. 

Lyf.Gety ou gon, you dwarfe; 

You minimus ,of hindring knot grafiejmade; 

You bead, you acorne - r 

Dense , Y ou are too officious. 

In her behalfe, that fcornesyour (cruices. 

* Let her alone; fpeake not of Helena , 

Take 









A Midfommcrmghtes dreame, 

T ake not her part . For ifthou doft intend 
Neuer fo little fhewe ofloue to her. 

Thou fhalc aby it. 

Lyf, Now fhe holdes me not: 

Nowfollow,if thou darft,co try whoferiglit. 

Of thine or mine,is mofi in Helena, 

Deme . Follow? Nay:Ile go with th ee, eheeke by towlc, 
H #r. Y ou, miflrefle,a!l this coyle is long ofyou* 
Nay.'goe not backe. 

Held will nottruftyoujl. 

Nor longer flay in your curd company. 

Your hands, than mine,are quickerfor afr'ayj 
Mylcgge* are longer thougb,torunne away. 

Her, I am amat’d, and know not what to fay. Exeunt 
Oh, This is thy negligence. 1 (till thou mifhk’ft, 

Orelfe commitft thy knaueries wilfully, 

Putk: Bdeeue mee,king offhadowes, i miftooke* 

Did not youtell nice,! fheud knowtheman. 

By the Athenian garments, he had on? 

And,fo farrcblamcleffc prooues my enterpsift. 

That I haue noirfted an CAtkentaut eyes? 

And fo fa Me am I glad, ftfo did fort, 

As this their ianding I efteerae a fpore- 
Oh, Theu fcsftj theft loners ft eke a place ta fights 
Hy therefore Robin, oaercaft the highs. 

The ftarry welkin cmiertbeu anon. 

With drooping fbgge m blacke as Achmn, 

And lead theft tealwRiualffo afltay, 

As one come not within snorters way. 

Like to Lfpwdtr, fomedme frame dry tongue; 

Then fibre petnetrm -rp,wkh bitter wrong; 

And fometime rails thou like Demetrm: 

And from each other, looks thou lead them thus; 

Till ere their bipwes s death»counterfaiting>ilcepe 9 
With leaden legs, and Batty wings doth creepc; 

P Then 
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a Miaiommermgntescireame, 

Then erulT. this hearbe into Lyfanders eye; 

Whofe liquor hath this vertnous property, 

To take from thence all errour,with his might. 

And make his cyebalsroule with wonted fight. 

When they next wake, all this derifion 
Shall feemc a dreame,and ftuitelcffc vifion, 

Andbacke to Athens lhallthe louers wend. 

With league, whole date, till death fhall neuer end. 

Whiles I, in this affaire,doe thee imploy, 

31c to my Quccne and beg her/«i&«boy; 

And then I will her charmed eye releafc 

From monfters vicwe,and all things fhall be peace. 

Fuck. My Faiery Lord, this m uft be done with hafte. 

For nights fvvift Dragons cut the cloudstull faft. 

And yonderlhines Auroras harbinger: 

At whofe approach, 1 Ghofts , wandring here and therej 
Troope home to Churchyards:damned fpirits all, 
ThatincrofTcwaics and floods haueburiatly 
Already to their wormy beds are gone: 

Forfeare leaf! day fiiouid looketheir fhames vpon. 

They wilfully themfelues exile from light. 

And rnufl for aye confort w ith black browed night* 

Ober. But we are Ipirits of another fort, 

I, with the mornings loue, haue oft made fport. 

And like a forrefter , the groues may tread 
Euen tillthe Eaflcrne gate all fiery red. 

Opening on Neptune, with faire blcfled beames, 
Turncs,into yellow golde,hisfaltgreene ftreames. 

But notwiftatiding, hafte, make no delay:- ^ 

We may eflerfl this bufineffe, yet ere day. ** 

Pu.Vp & down,vp & down 3 l will lead them vp & downs 
I amfeardin field & town; C?^/r»,Iead them vp & downer 
Here comes one. Enter Lyfander. 

Ly/Whcre art thou ,proud Demetrius ! Speak theu now* 
Rob, Herevillainejdrawnc & ready. Where art thou’ 




A Mid fommer nigh tes dreame. 

I will be with theeflraight. 

Rob. Follow me then to plainer ground. 

Enter Demetrius. . 

Dense. Lyfander , fpcake again e. 

Thou runaway, thou coward, art thou fled? 

Spcake in fomc bufh. Where doeftthou hide thy head? 

Rob , Thou coward art thou bragging,to the fl arret. 
Telling thebufhes that thou look’ft for warres, 

And wilt not come? Come recreant, come thou childe, 
lie whippe thee with arodde.He is defil’d, 

Thatdrawes afword on thee. 

De, Yea,art thou there? 

Ro. Follow my voice: wcele try no manhood here. Exeat. 

Lyf He goes before me, and ftilldaresmeon: 

When I come where hecalles,thenhcisgon. 

The villaine is much lighter heel’d then 1; 

Ifollowed fafl : butfafler he did fly; 

That fallen am I in darke vneauen way, 

Andhere will reft me. Come thou gentle day. 

For if but once, thou fbewc me thy gray light, 
lie findc Demetrius yZtid reuenge this fpight. 

Robin, WDemetrius. 

Robi. Ho,ho,ho;Coward,why comft thou not? 

Dtme. Abide me, if tboudar*ft,Pbr well I wot. 

Thou runft before mcc,fhiftiBg eucry place. 

And AsitS&it ftandf nor looks me in the face. 

Where art theu now? 

Rob, Come hither.’ Jam hers . 

•ZV.Naythcn thou modeft me* Theu Ihat buy this dean 
Ifeuetl thy face by day light fee-. 

Now, gee thy wsy.Pairohefle eonftraineth race, 

T o roe afurcjout my lengthen this cold bed: 

By daiss approach look? to be vilited. 

Enter Helena, 

Hele. O weary night, 0 long and tedious night, 

Fa . Abate 








. . . , ! I- ; !.■: 




Abate thy hourcs,lhine comforts, from the eaflj 
That I maybacketo Atbttu 3 by day light, 

Fromthefe that my poore company aetefi: 

And fleepe,thatfomctimesfl3Utsvplorrowcs ejre, 

Stcale mee a while from mine owne coropanie. Sleeve, 
Rob. Yet butthrcc?Come one more* 

Two of both kindes makes vp fower, 

Heare fheecomes,curft andladde. 

Cupid is a knauifh laddc, 

Thusto make poore females niaddc* 

Her. Neuer fo \veary,ncuerfo in woe. 

Bedabbled with the deaw,andtorne with brierst- 
I C3n no further crawlej no further goc: 

My legges can keepe no pafe with my defires. 

Here will I reft mcc,till the breake ot day: 

Heauens filicide if they mcane afray. 

Rob. On the ground, fleepe found: 
lie apply your eye, gentle louer, remedy. 

When thou wak’ft, thou tak’ft 

True dclighc,in the fight, ofthyformer ladies eye: 

And the country prouerbe knowne. 

That euery man Ihould take his owne. 

In your waking (hall be fhowen, 
l*cke fhallhaue/z//: noughtfhall goe ill: 

The man fliall haue his mare again, & all fhall be well* 
Enter Queene of Faieries,W Cloune^nd^^ks:^ 
the k*»g behindetbenu. 

r : 7 /m. Come fit thee downe vpon thisflowry bed. 
While 1 thy amiable cheekes doe coy. 

And flick musk rofes in thy fieeke Imoothhcad, 

And kifle thy faire large eares,my gentle ioy* 
C.Ww.Whcre’s Peufe-blojfomc? 

7m. Ready, 

Clow. Scratch my hsidc 3 Pejtfe-blojfeme.Wh“t'i Moun- 
fieur Cobweb? Cc£,R,cady» 

Clo. 
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do. Mounfieur C*^,good Mounfieur, get you your 
weapons in your hand, and kill me a red hipt Humble Bee, 
on the toppe of a duffle : and good Mounfieur, bring mee 
the honybagge. Doe not fret your felfe too much, in the 
a£f ion, Mounfieur : and good Mounfieurhaue a care, the 
honvbaeee breake not , 1 wold be loath to haue you ouer- 
flowenwithahonibag ffftur. Where’s Mounfieur Mt*f- 
tardfeede? ^ 

<7<t*Giuc me your neafe, Mounfieur Muflardfeedf, Pray 
you, Ieaue your curtfie,good Mounfieur, 

what’s your will? , _ , 

Clo. Nothing good Mounfieur , but to hclpe Caualery 
Cobwebbe, to ferateb, I mutt to the Barbers , Mounfieur. 
For me thinkes I am maruailes hairy about the face, Andl 
am fuch a tender Afie, if my hairedoebut ticKlemee,! 
muftferatch. 

Tit*. What, wilt thou heare fomemufique, my iweett 

louc? • _ 

Clo. Ihaue areafonable good earc in mufiquo, Lets 

haue the tongs, and the bonQS* 

Jyta.Oi, fay fweeteloue, what thou defireft to eate. 
Clo, Tr uely a pecke of prouander. I could mounch your 
oood dry Oates.Methinkes,! haue a great defire to a bot. 
de of hay. Good hay,fweete hay hath no fellow, (hoord, 
Ty, i h»c a venturousFairy,that (hall leekc the Squiril* 
Andfetch thee newe nuts, , 

Clo , 1 had rather haue a handfull,ortwoofdryed peale, 
But,r pray you.lct none ofyour people ftirte me:lhaucan 
expofition ot fleepe come vpon mee, 

Tyta. Slecpe thou, and 1 will winde theeinmy armes* 

F aicriesbe gon, and be alwaics away. 

So doth the woodbine, the fweete Honifuckle, 

Gently entwiftnhc female luy fo 

Emings the barky fingers of the Elme, ^ 

* 












vuvAiUW^ 



0 how I loue thee. 1 how I dote on thee/ 

Enter Robin good fellow. 

Oh. Welcomegood Rohw.Szdl thou thiifwecte fight? 
Her d otage now I doe beginne to pittic. 

For meeting her oflatc, behinde the wood. 

Seeking fweete fauours for this hatefull foole, 

1 did vpbraid her, and fall out with her* 

Forfhe hishairy temples then had rounded. 

With coronet offrefhandtxagrantflowers. 

And that fame deawe which fometime on the bud des. 
Was wont to fwell, like round and orient pearlcsj 
Stood now within the pretty flouriets eyes. 

Like tearcs,that did their ownc difgracebewaile. 

When I had, at my pleafure,taunced her. 

And ihe, in milde tearmes,begd my patience,. 

I then did aske of her, her changeling childe: 

Which ftraightfhe gauc mec,and her Fairy fent 
To beare him, to my bower, in F airic land. 

And no w 1 haue th e boy, I will vndoe 
This hatefull imperfedhon of her eyes. 

And, gentle Pucl^, take this transformed fcalpc, 

From of the heade ofthis Athenian fwainc; 

That hee,awftking when the other do. 

May all to Athens'azckz ag3ine repaire. 

And rfiinke no more ofthis nights accidents. 

But as the fearcc vexation of a dreame. „ 

Butfirfi I will releafe the Fairy Qiieene. 

Be,as thou waft wont to bee: 

See, as thou waft wont to fee. 

Dians budde, or Cupids flower. 

Hath fuch force,and blefledpower, 

Now,my 7'ttania, vvakeyou,my fweete Queene, 

Titn . My Ohsron, what vifions haue 1 feene/ 
Methoughtlwasenamourdofan Affe, 

0£.There lyes your loue. 

rita. 



A Midfommerntghtes dreame* 

rim. How came thefe things to pafle? 

O, how mine eyes doe loath his viiage now/ 

Oh, Silence a while. Robin, take offthis head; 

Titania ,mulicke cal!, and ftrike moredead 
Then common ffeepe : of all thefe, fine the fenfe. 
ri. Mufick,howe mufick:fuch ascharrnethfieepe.f' pcepe. 
Rob, Now, when thou wak’ft, with thine own fools eyes 
O^.Sound Mufick:come,my queen,take hands with me,, 
And rocke the ground whereon thefe fleepers be, 
Now,thou and I are newinamitie. 

And will to morrow midnight, folemnely 
Daunce, in Duke Thefeushoufe triumphantly, 

Andblcfle ittoallfaire profperitie. 

There fhall the pairesof faitbfulllouersbc 
Wedded, with Thefetts,zl\ iniollirie* 

Rob. Fairy King,attend, and marks:. 

I do hears the morning Larke. 

O^.Then my Queene,in filence fad, 

Trippe we afeer nights (hade: 

Wc, theGlobe,can compafle foone. 

Swifter then the wandring Moone, 

T/W,Come my Lord,and in our flighr, 

T ell me how it came this nig|i% 

That I deeping here was found. 

With thefe mortals on the ground. Exeunt 

Eat er Th efeus and all his trainee PVtnde borne, 

The t Goe oneofyou,finde out theforrefter; 

For now our obferuation is performdc. 

And fincewe haue the vaward of the day. 

My loue fhall heare the mufieke of my hounds, 
Vncoup!e,iri the wefterne vallie,let them goe: 

Difpatchl fay, and findc theforrefter. 

Wee will,faitc Quecne,vp to the mountaincs topped 
And marke the muficall confufion 
Of hounds and Echo in coniundion, 

F4 * Sltyfob 
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, rvxviiaiurniiicr mantes urcamc. 

Hip. I was with Hercules and Cadmus, once. 

When in a wood of Creete they bayed the Beaic, 

With hounds of Sparta t neuerdidlhcare 
Such gallant chiding. For befidcs the groucs. 

The skyesjthc fountaines,cuery regionneare 
Secme all one mutual! cry, I neucr heard 
So muficall adifeord, fuchfweete thunder. 

The f My hounds are bred out of the Spartanc kinder 
So flew’dj fo fanded .* and their heads are hung 
VVith cares, that fweepe away the morning deawej 
Crookc kneed, and deawlaptjlikc Tbejfalian Buis: 
Sloweinpurfuit; but matchtin mouthlike bels. 

Each vnder each. A cry more tunable 
Was ncuerhollowdto,norcheerd with borne, 

In Creete , in Sparta, not in 7 hejfaly. 

ludge when you heare. But fofr.What nymphes are thefe? 

Egens„ My Lord, this my daughter hcere a fleepe. 

And this Lyfander •, this Demetrius is, 

T his Helena , old Nedars Helena . 

I wonder of their being here together. 

The. No doubt, theyrofc vp earely,to obferue 
The right ofMay : and hearing our intent. 

Came heere,tn grace of our folcmnitie, 

, Butfpeaf{e,£^(f«/,isnotthisthc day. 

That Hermta iliould giue anfwcr oi her choyce? 

Egetu. It is, my Lord. ( homes, 

The[e, Goc, bid the huntfmea wake them with their 
Shout e re it bin : they aH fiart vp, tPinde hemes, \ 

The . Good morrow, friends.i’aint Falentm ispaft. 
Begin thefe wood birds but to couple,novv? 

Lyf Pardon, my Lord, 
the. I pray you all. Hand vp, 

Iknow,you two are Riuall enemies. 

Howcomcs this gentle concordin the worlde, 

That hatred is fo farre from iealoufic. 



To 



AMiaiommcr niguucs 

To fleepe by hate, and feare no enmitie, 

LyfMy Lord,I Thai reply amazedly, 

Halfeflecpe,haifewaking,But,asyct,lfweare, 
Icannottruelyfayhowlcame here. 

But as I thinke (fortruely would 1 fpeake) 

And now I doe bethinke mee,fo it is; 

I came with flm»**,hither,Our intent 
Was to be gonfrom Athenstwhete we might 
Without the pcrill of the Athenian la we, 

Ege, Enough,enough my Lord :you haue enough. 

I begge the law,the law, vpon his head: 

They would haue ftolneaway,they would, Demetrius $ 
Thereby to haue defeated you and me: 

You of your wifeyand mce, ofmy confcnt: 

Of my confent,that fhe fhould be your wife. 

Dense. My Lord, faire Helen told me of their Health, 
Of this their purpofe hither, to this wood. 

And I infury hitherfollowcdthem; 

Faire Helena , in fancy following mec. 

But my good Lord,I wote not by what power 
(But by fome poweritis^myloue. 

To Hernia ( melted as the fnowe^ 

Seemes to me now as the remembrance of an idle gaude^ 
Which in my childehoode I did dote vpon: 

And all thefaith,the vertueof my heart. 

The obiefl and the pleafure of mine eye, 

Is o nely Helena. To her, my Lord, 

Was I betrothed, erel fee Hermta : 

But, like a ficknefle,did 1 loath this foode. 

But,as inhealth, come to my naturall tafic. 

Now I doe wifh ic,loue it, long for it. 

And will for eucrmore be true to it. 

The. Faire louers,you are fortunately met, 

Ofthis difcQurfe,we more will here anon, 

G EgeuSf 
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Egg us, T will oucrbcare your will: 

For in the Temple, by and by, with vs, 

Thefc couples ftiall eternally be knit* 

And, for the morning now is fbmthing wornc. 

Our purpoi’d hunting (hall be fet afide. 

Away ,with vs,to A tbs ns. Three and threi, 

Weeleholde afeaft,ingreatfo!emnitic, Come Hyppolita. 

Herne, Thefe things ieeme (mall and vndiftinguifhabie. 
Like farre off'tnoimtaines turned into clouds. 

Her; Me thinks J fee tbefe tbings,with parcecl eye. 

When cilery thing feemes double. 

Hil, So mee thinkes: 

And I liauefonndPew^/w^like aiewcll. 

Mine owne,and not mine owne. 

Dem. Are you lure 
That we are awakeflt feemes to me. 

That yet wcfleepe,wc dream e.Donotyou thinks, 

Tire Duke was here,and bid vsfollow him? 

Her. Yea, and my father, 

Hel. And Hvpp'eltta, 

Lyf. Andhc did bid vsfollowtothe Temple, 

Dewa.VVhy thcn,weare awakedets follow him, and by 
the way lets recount our dreames. 

Go. Whcnmycuccomcs,call mee, and I will anfwere. 
My next is, moil faire ‘Fyramus, Hey ho, Dee ter Quince ? 
Flute s t\\c bcllowes mender? Snout the tinker? Starveling? 
Gods my iife/Stolne heflCc,and left meea fkepe?Ihaue 
had amoftratevifioh. Ihauchada dreame, pall the wit 
of nun, to fay; whatdreameit was.Man is but anAfle, if 
hee goeaboutexpound this dreame. Me thought 1 was, 
there is no man can tell what. Me thought 1 was', and me 
thoughtlhad. But man is but patchtafoole. It bee will 
offer to fay* what mec thought 1 had. Theeye of man 
hath not heard, the care of man hath not fecnc, mans 

hand 






A Mid/ommer nightes dreame. 

hand is notablccotafte, his tongue to con cciue, nor his 
hearte to report, what my dreame was, I will get Pe- 
ter Quince to write a Ballet of this dreame : it fhallba 
call’d ’Bottoms Dreame', becaufe it hath no bottome : and 
I will ting it in the latter end of aPlay,before the Duke. 
Peraduenture , to make it the more gratious, I (hall fing 
it at her death. 

Enter Quince, Flute, Thisby and the rubble. 

Quin, Hauc you fent to Bottoms houfe? Is he come 
home, yet? 

Flut, Hce cannot be heard of. Out ofdoubt he is trans- 
ported. 

Fhyf. if hee come not, then the Play is mard. It goes 
not forward. Doth it? 

Quin. It is not poflible. You haue not a man, in all A- 
thens) able to difeharge Pyramus, but he. 

7 hyf. No, hee hath (imply the beft wit of any handy- 
craft man , in Athens. 

Quin. Yea, andche bsft perfonto, and hce is a very 
Paramour ,forafweete voice, 

Thif, You muff fay. Paragon, AParamour is ('Gad 
bleflc vs) a thing of nought. 

Enter Snug, the Ioyner . 

Snug. M afters, the Duke is corr»ming from theTem- 
ple, and there is two or three Lords and Ladies more 
married. If our fporc had gon forward, wee had all 
beene made men, 

T'hyf. O fweete bully Bottome, Thus hath hee loft .fix 
penceaday,during his life; hee couldenot haue fcaped 
fixe pence a day , And the Duke had not giuen him fix 
pence a day, for playing ‘Pyramus , Ue be hanged* 

He would haue deferued it, Six pence a day, in Pyramas s 
G a oe 
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or nothing. 

Bottom. 

Where arethefe lads? Where are thefc harts? 

Qui», 'Bottom, 6 moft couwgious day/O moft happy 

A / 

°Bott Matters jl am to difeourfe wonders : butaskeme 
not what, Forifl tell you , 1 am not true Athenian. I will 
tell you euery thing right as it fell out. 

Quin. Let vsheare/weetefiamw. _ 

Bot* Not a word of mee t All that l wi.i tell you,ts , that 
the Duke hath dined. Get your apparrell together , good 
firings to yourbeardcs, new ribands to yourpumpes, 
mcetc prefently at the palace.cucry manlooke ore his part. 

For, the (Lore and the long is,our play is pre'erd , 'n any 

cafe let Tbifby haue cleane linnen r and ler not him ,that 
plaies the Lyon, pare his naiiesr lor they fliali hangout 
for the Lyons clawes. And moft deare A£or«, eateno O- 
nions, nor garlicke ; for we are to vttcrfweete breath rand 
I do not doubt but to hear them fay,it is a fwcete Comedy, 
No more wordes-Away,go away. 

Ew/^Thelbus, Hyppolita, rfWPhilofirate.^ 

uip, Tis ftrange.my T&e/farjthat thefc louers fpeake of, 
rbeMovc ftraunge then true. Ineuer maybeleeuc 
Thefe antique fables, nor thele Fairy toyes* 

Louers,and mad men haue fuch Teething braines. 

Such lhaping phantafies,that apprehend more. 

Then coolereafon euer comprehcnds.Thc lunatic k. 
The louer, and the Poet areofimaginationall compact. 
One fees more diuels,then vaft hell can holder 
That is the mad man, Thelouer,all asfrantick. 

Sees Helens beauty in a brow of <ss£gypt. 

The Poets eye, in a fine frenzy, rolling, doth glance 
From heauen to eatth,from earth to heauen. And as 
Imagination bodies forth the formes of things 



A Midiommer mgntes arcame. 

Vnknownc : thePoetspenne tunes them to lhapes, 
Andeiuesto ayery nothing, a locall habitation. 

And a 'name. Such trickes hath ft tong imagination. 

That ifit would but apprehend fome roy. 

It comprehends fome brmger ofthat toy. 

Or in the night, imagining tome learc. 

How eafie is abufti iuppofd a Bcare? 

Mvp. But, all the ftory ofthe night cold ouer. 

And all their minds transfigur’d io together, 
Morewitnefleth than fancies images. 

And growesto fomething ofgreat conflancys 

But i owfoeuer, ftrange and admirable. , . 

E ter Louers \ Lyfander,Dcmemus,Hermia and 
Helena. 

vUucsc come the louers, full of ioy and mirth, 
Ioy,°cntk ftiends,ioy and trelhdaies 

^T^Comenowtwhatmaskes, what daunces fliali wee 
To weare away this long age of three hours,betweenc 
Or after fupper, & bed-time? Where isour vfuall manager 

Of mirthfWhatRcuels arc in hand?Is che«mo fpZlllntt 
To cafe the anguilh ofa torturing howerr Call Pbtlojtrntu 
Pbiloflrate. f/ere mighty Tkefeus* 

T^.Say,what abridgementhaue you for this eueningt 
Whatmaske,whac muficke?How fliali ' we beguile 

The lazy tyme,ifnoc with fome delight. 

Pbslo/J Wutbiicfc,liowm.n,IpoW.«^ 

Make c hoyce,ofwhtch your Highnefle will fee firfi, 

T^e.The battell with the centaurestobe lung. 

By an Athenia»BatMc\\e f to the Harpe? 

Wcele none of tharjhat haue I tolde my ioue. 

In glory of my kinfman Hercules , 

The ryot of the tipfie Bachanal- r, Teac 
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drcame. 

Tearing the Thracian finger, in their rage? 

That is an olde deuife : and it w as plaid. 

When I from Thebes came laft a conquerer. 

The thrife three Mufcs, mourning for the death 
OfIearning,latcdeceaft,in beggery? 

That is fome5<*Wekeene and critically 
Not forting with a nuptiall ceremony. 

A tedious briefc Scene of young 'Tyramns 
And his loue Thifby, ycry tragicall mirth? 

Merry ,andtragicall?Tedious,aiid brie(e?Thatishot lfe, 

And wodrous flrange fnow.How lhall we find the cocord 
Of this difeord? 

Thtloft , A Play there is,my Lord, fome ten vvordslong; 
Which is asbricfe,as I haueknowne a play : 

But,by ten words,my Lord it is too long: 

Which makesit tedious- For in all the Play, 

There is not one word apt,one player fitted* 

And tragicall, my noble Lord,itis.For Pyramus , 

Therein, doth kill himfelfe. Which when 1 faw 
Rehearff, I muftconfeffe, made mine eyes water: 

Rut more merry teares the paffion of loud laughcer 
Neuer fhed*. 

Theft, What are they, that doe play it? 

Phil. Hard handed men,that workein Atbenshcxcy 
Which neucrlabour’dintheirmindstilinow: 

And now haue tcylcd their vnbreathed memories. 

With thisfame Play,againd your nuptiall. 

The. And wee will heare it. 

*Phi. No,my noble Lord, it is not foryou, Ihaueheard 
It ouer,and itis nothing, nothing in the world; 

V nleffe you can finde fporti'n their entents, 

Extreameiy flretcht,and cond with cruell paine. 

To do you feruice. - 

rhe.l will heare thatplay.Forneuer any thing •>- 
Can be amiffe,when fimplenefle and duety tender it*. 

Goe 
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Goe bring them in,and take your places, Ladtes. 

Hip . I loue not to fee wretchedncffc orecharged; 
Anad«etv>inhis leruice, periling. 

TJ&e.Why,gentle fweete, you fh all fee no fuch thing* 
Hip. He layt s, they candoe nothing in this kinde. 

T he. The kinder we.togiue them thanks, for nothing. 
Ourfport fhall be,to take what they mi flake. 

And what poore duty cannot doc, noble refpeft 
Take sit in might, not merit. 

Where I haue come, great Cleikes haue purpofed 

To greetc me, with premeditated welcomes; 

Where I haue feene them fliiuer and iooke pale. 

Make periods in the midfl offenteaccs. 

Throttle their pradliz’d accent in their feares. 

And ineonclufion dumbly haue broke off, 

Not paying mee a welcome. T ruff me, fweete,. 

Out ofthis (ilence,yet, 1 pickt a welcome: 

And in the modefly of fearcfull duty, 

I read as much, as from the rattling tongue 
Of faucy and audacious eloquence* 

Loue,thcrefore,and tong-tide fimplicity. 

In leaftjfpeake moft,to my capacity. 

philofl. So plcafe your Grace, the Prologue is addreft 
JJtok. Let him approach. 

Enter the Prologue, 

Prt&C wee offend, it is with our good will* 

That you fhould thinke, we come not to offend. 

But with good will. To (lie w our Ample skill. 

That is the true beginning ofour end. 

Confidcrthen,we come but in defpight. 

We doe not come,as minding to content you, 

Our true intent is. All for your delight. 

Wee are not here. That you fhouldheic repentyou, 
TheAtlorsare athand and, by cheirlhowe, 
Youfoallknowah, that you are like to knoyve, 
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A ivnaiomineniigwics uicttuic. 

t/icThis fellow doth not ftand vpon points* 

LyC He hath ridhis Prologue, 1 ike a rough Colte : hee 
knovves not the Hoppe, A good moralr my Lord . It »s not 

enough to fpcake; but to lpeake true. 

Hyp Indeed he hath plaid onthts Prologue, like a child 
on aRecorder, a found; but not in gouernement. _ 
rhe. His fpeach was like a tangled Chaine; nothing ira- 
paired,but all difordercd. Who is next? 

£»ter Pyratnus, ^Thisby, and Wall,WMoone- 
fhine,4»dLyon. 

Prologue . Gc nclcs,pcrch ance you wonder at thislhow. 
But, wonder on,till truthc make all things plainc. 

This man is P^rawwdfyou would knowe: 

This beautious Lady Tbfby is certaine. 

This man, with lyme and roughc aft, doth prelent 
Wall,that vile wall,which did thefclouers funder: 

And through wals chinke, poote foulcs,they arc content 
To whifper. At the which ,let no man wonder. 

This man,with lanterne, dogge,andbufh ofthorne, 
Prefenteth moone-lhine.For ifyou will know. 

By moone-lhine didthcfe louersthinke no fcorne 
To meete at ATmtftombe, there, thereto wooe.* 

This grizly beaft(which Lyonhight by name) 

The trufty comming firft by nighr, .» 

Did fcarre away, or rather did affright: 

And as fhefledjher mantle fhe did fall: . o»- 

Which Lyon vile with bloody mouth did ftaine. 

Anon comes Pyrumus, fweete youths and tall. 

And findcs his trufty Thifbyei mantle flaine: 
Whereat a with blade,with bloody blamefull blade. 

He brauely broach t his boyling bloody breaft. 

And Tkifby, tatying in Mulberry fhade. 

His dagger drevve, and dyed. For all the reft. 

Let Lyon, Moone-JbiueJVaU, and louers twaine, 
Atlarge dilcourfe, while here they doe remaine, 
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AMidlommefnigntes areamc. 

” DyA *£«'Lyo n ,Th r by,WM<.o K (hine. 

tfA l. In thisfame enterlude it doth befall. 

That I, one Flute ( by name) prefent a wall: 

And fuch a wall, as I would haue you chimce 
Thathad in it a cranied hole or chinke: 

Through which the louers, and i ntsbj, 

Did whifper often, very fecretly . „ 

This lome, this roughcaft,and this flone doth fhowe, 

That I am that fame wall : the truthis lo. 

And thisthe cranie is, right and limiter, 

Throueh which thefearefulllouersare to whifper. 

T 7^ S Wouldyou defire lime andhaire tofpeake be ter? 
‘Deme.lt is the wittiefl partition, thateucrihcarddi - 

C °TfeSiw°^rawes neare the walkfilencc. 

Pv. O grim lookt nighr, o night,yvich hue fo blacke, 

O night, which euer art, when day is not: 

0 night,0 night, alackc,alackf, alacke, 

1 feare my Thisbyes promife is forgot. 

And thou b wall, 6 fweete, olouely wall. 

That ftandftbetweeneher fathers ground and mine. 
Thou wall, 6 wall, O fweete and loudy wail, 

Showe mee thy chinke, to blink through,wich mine eyne f 
Thankes cutteous wall Je^efhield thee well,for this. 

But what fee I ? No Thifbj doe 1 lee. 

O wicked wall, through whome l fee no blilie, 

Curftbethy ftones, for thus deceiuing mee, . 

-the. The wall mee thinkes, being fenfiblc,fliould cmlc 

a ¥Jr No,in truth Sir,he ftiould no tSDeceium mee is 
Thifbyes cue ;(hc is coenternow,andl amwjpy 
Her through the wall. You (hall feeitwillfoH p 
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— /riviKiionmi^rniglTfes d reame. 

Pat as I told you : yonder fhe comes* Snterxhffiy, 

xhif,0 wall, full often haft ihouheard my moncs, 
Forparting myfairc Pyramtu, and mee. 

My cherry lips haue cften kill thy ftoncs; 

Thy ftone-s, with lime and hay ire knit now again?, 

PyraA fee a voice : now will I to the chinke. 

To fpy and I can hcarc my Thijbyes face.T hyjhy? 

T bif My loue thou art, my loue I thinke. 

Py.Thinkc what thou wilr,I am thy louers Graces 
And, like Lim cinder, am I trufty fti/1, 
t hi/, Andl, like Helen, nil the fates mekiil, 

V}ra. Not Shafalusy to pr 0 cr«r,was fo true. 
xhtj. As S hafalus to prccrus, I to you. 

Tyr % O kiffe nice, through the hole of this vilde wall* 
xhif) Ikiffe the wallesholejnotyourlipsatall, 
pyr.Wilt thou, at /Vi»«;Vrtombc,mc ete meftraightway? 
T^j-.Tidc life, tyde death, I come without delay, 

WaI, Thus haue I , Wall, my part difeharged fo; 

And, being done, thus wall away doth goe, 

-Dw^.Nowis theMoon vfed between the two neighbors, 
Beme. No remedy,my Lordjwhen wals arc fo wilfull,to 
heare without warning. 

Dutch, This is the lillieft ftuffe,that euerlheard, 
i Duke, The be ft, intbiskinde, are but fhadowes : and 
the worft are no worfc, ifimagination amend them. 
Dutch, 1 1 muft be your imagination,then;& not theirs. 
Duke. If we imagine no worfe ofthem,th en they of the- 

.eluesjthey may paffe for excellent men. Here come two 
noble beafts, in a man and a Lyon. 

Enter L yon, <tt?dMoone-fhine, 

Lyon. You Ladies,youf whofc gentle hearts do feare 
lhcfnialleftmonfhousmoufc > thatcreepeson floore) 
May now,pcrchance, both quake and tremble here, 
When Lyon rough, in wildeft rage, doth roarc. 

1 hen know that J, as Snug theloynerani 
' h 



— - f\ Miaiommer mgritcsurcduic, 

A Lyon fell, nor elfe no Lyons damme, 

For,if I fhou!d,as Lyon, come in flrifc. 

Into this place, ’twere pitty on my hf e. 

T) u u A very gentle beaft . and ofa good confeience. 
Pewe.Thevcrybeftat abeaft,myLord,thatere Ifavv. 
Lyf. This Lyon is a very fox/or his valour. 

2)«k» True: and a-goofe for his diferetion, 

De.Not fo my Lord.For his valour cannot carry his di(« 
cretion 7 and the fox carries the goofc, 

Duk Hisdifcretion,Iamfure,cannotcarryhts valour. 

For thegoofe carries not the fox. It is well .-leaue it to his 
difcretion,and let v* liftcnto the Moone. 

Moone.This lanthorne doth the horned moone prefent. 
D em , He fhould haue worne the hornes,on his head. 
Da^He is nocrefcent,andhis homes are inuihble,withr 
in the circumference. - . 

Moone, This lanthorne doth the horned moone prelent. 
My felfe,the manith Moone,doe feeme to be, 

Pa^f.This is thegreateft errour of ail the re ft -,the man 
fhould be put into the lanthorne, How is it elfe the man ith 

Moone? , r , n r ■ 

j)eme, He dares not come there s for the candle . i or, 

you fee, it is already in fnufte. (change, 

Dutch, I am aweary of th is Moone » W ould hee woulde 
Duke, It appcares,by his fmalllight of diferetion , that 
hee is in the wane : but yet in curtefie, in all reafon,wec 
muft flay the time, 

Ljfitu, Proceede, Moone* . 

Moon, All that I haue to fay,is to tell you, that the lan- 
shorneisthe Moone,! themanith Moone,this tho&nebufh 
my thorne bufh, and this dogge my dogge, 

Deme, Why?All thefefhould be in the lanthorne : for all 
thefe ate in the Moone, But filence there comes Th/by, 
Enter Thifby, 

T/?,This is ould NM(t tumbe. Where is my loue?Ly«»,Oh, 

H 2 Demetrius 
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Pat as I told you : yonder fhe comes, SnterUhijky^ 

rhif.O wall, full often haft ihouheard my moncSj 
Forparting myfaire Pyramtu, and mee. 

My cherry lips haue often kifl thy ftones; 

Thy ft onc-s^withlime and hay ire knit now again?, 

Pyru. I fee a voice : now will I to the chinke. 

To fpy and I can hearc my Thiffyes face.T by (by? 

Tbif. My loue thou art, my loue I thinke. 
vy. Thinke what thou wilr, I am thy louers Graces 
And, hkc Limander , ami trufty ft ill, 
t kif> Andl,like Helen, t,\][ the fates mekill, 
vyra. Not Sbafalusy to precrutyWiS fo true. 

Tbtf, As Shafalusto prccrus , I toyou. 

Tyr % O kiffe nice, through the hole of this vilde wall* 
rbiftlkiffc the walJesholejnotyourlipsatall, 
pyr.Wilt thou, at Afr»«/>.rt©mbc,meete meftraightway? 
T^.Tidc life, tyde death, I come withoutdelay. 

W, d, Thus haue I , Wall, my part difeharged fo; 

And, beingdone, thus wall away doth goe, 

-Dw^.Nowis theMoon vfed between the two neighbors, 
Deme. No rensedy,my Lord* when wals arc fo wiKull,to 
heare without warning. 

This is the fillieft ftuffe,that euerlheard, 

Duke. The beftj inthiskindej are but fhadowes: and 
tb e worft are no vvorfe, ifimagination amendthem. 
Dutch. It tnuft be your imagination,then;& not theirs. 
Duke. If we imagine no worfc ofthem,th en they of the- 
! clues., they may pafte for excellent men. Here come two 
noble hearts, in a man and a Lyon. 

Enter Lyon, <m,Moone-fhinr, 

Lyon. You Ladies,youf whofc gentle hearts do feare 
1 he fmalleft monftrous moufe,that creepes on floore) 
May now,pcrchance, both quake and tremble here, 
When Lyon rough, in wildeft rage, doth roarc. 

Ihcn know that!, zsSmg theloyner am 
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A Mia iommer nignrcsxrrc^rne. 

A Lyon fell, nor elfe no Lyons damme. 

For, if I fhou!d,as Lyon, come in ftnfe, 

Intothisplace/twerepittyonmylile. 

Duk. A very gentle beaft . and ofa good confcience. 
Deme. The very beft at a beaft,my Lordjthatere I law. 
Lyf. This Lyon is a very fox/or his valour. 

2 )/»kTruc:andagoofeforhisdifcretion. 

D^Not fo my Lord.For his valour cannot carry his diU 
erttion t and the fox carries the goofc* 

Duk. His diferetion, I am fure, cannot carry hts valour. 
For the goofe carries not the fox. It is well .-leaue it to his 
difcretion,and let vs liften to the Moone. 
A/uowe.Thislanthornedoththe horned moone prefent. 
Deme. He Ihouldhaue worne the hornes^on his head. 
Duk. He is nocrefcent,andhis homes are inuifible,withr 
in the circumference. 

Moone, This lanthorne doth the homed moone prelent. 
My felfe,the manith Moone,doe feeme to be, 

Duke. This is thegreateft e rrou r of ail th e re ft -,the man 
fhould be put into the lanthorne, How is it elfe the man ith 

^ Deme. He dares not come there,for the candle .For, 
you fee, it is already in fnufte* (change, 

Dutch , I am aweary of th is Moone . W ould hee woulde 
Duk*% ft appeares,by his fmalllight of diferetion , that 
hee is in the wane :but yet in curtefic, in all reafon,wec 
muft flay the time, 

L^K.Proccede, Moor.e« 

Moon, All that I haue to fay,is to tell you, that the lan- 
shorneistheMoone,! the manith Moone,thistho»nebufii 
my thorne bufh, and this dogge my dogge, 

Deme. Why/All thefeihould be in the lanthorne : for all 
thefe are in the Moone, But (Hence: here comes Tbifby, 
Enter Thifby, 

ti»,This is ould NiftifS tumbe.Wherc is my loue?Lyo»,Oh, 

H 2 Demetrius 
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AMidiommer nightes dreaiiic. 

Dem, Well roard, Lyon. 

D#%, Well \mt\e,rhi[by % 

DatcheJJe.Wdl (hone -Mw»e.Truly,the Moonc Haines, 
with a good grace. 

ZDuky Well mouz’d, Ljo» % 

Detn. And then came Pyretmttt. 

Lyf, And lb die Lyon vanifht. 

Enter Py ramus. 

Pyr . Sweete Moone, I thankc thee/or thy funny beams, 
i thanlce thee, Moone, rorfhining now fo bright. 

For by thy gratiousjgoldcn, glittering beames, 

I trull to take oftruclLa^/^Higbti-- — 

But (lay ; oTpTght/ but marke,poore knight, 

What dreadfull dole is here? 

Eyes do you fee/ How can it bee* 

O dainty duck, o dcare/ 

Thy mantle good, what, (laind with blood? 

Approach ye Furies fell, 

O fates come, come, cut thread and thrummed 
Quatle,crufh, conclude, and quell, 

Duke. This pafllon,& the death of a deare friend would 
goe necre to make a man lookc fad, 

Dutch. Befhrewe my heart, but I pitty the man* 

Pyr. O, wherefore, Nature,did ft thou Lyons frame? 
Since Lyon vilde hath here dc flour’d my deare. 

Which Js,no, no : which wasthefaireftdame 
That lin'd, thatlou’d, that hk’t,that lookt with cheere. 
Come tearcs,confound,outfword,and wound 
The pappe of Pyramusi 
I, thatleftpappe, where heart doth hoppe. 

Thus dy I, thus, thus, thus. 

Nowamldead, now amlfled,.myfouIeis in the skyv 
Tongueloofe thy light, Moonetake thy flight. 

No w dy, dy, dy,dy, dy. 

•Dm„NoDie,but anacefor him.Forhc is but one, 

W 



» ■ • 







william Shakespeare Midsummer Night’s Dream (stc 22302 ) 



A Midlommer nigntes urcauic. 

T r T pfl e then an ace.man. For he is dead,he is nothing. 

PMf^Whh the helpeofaSurgeon,he might yet tcco- 

C ^«^S'Wml^ar«.lighr.I^ed| 

ferf " cl1 

' II will he hriefe* 




which xhnby'^ - 

fi S/sihath^ed him already,with thofe fweeteeyes, 

m y doue? 

22E52E Qa' lte aumbe? Dead, dead? A tumbe 
Muft couerthy fweete eyes. 

Thefe Idly lippes, this cherry noie, 

Thefe yellow cowflippe cheekes 
Are gon, are gon : loners make monc : 

His eyes were greene, as leekes, 

O fillets three,come,corne,tomee. 

With hands as pale as milke. 

Lay them in gore,finceyouhaue fhore 
With fticerefjhis threede of filke. 

Tongue, not a word : cometrufty fword. 

Come blade, my breaft imbrews 

A nd farewellfriends : thus xbjfby ends: 
**%$^™J^** ^^arclefttobutythe dead, 

Lyon* No,l aflitre you, the wall is downe, that parted 
. L ?°?\ L j .to fee the Epiloeue,or to 
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Duke, No Epilogue, Iprayyou. For yourPIay needs no 
exculc, Neuer excufc: For when the Play ers are all deade, 
there neede none to be blamed, Mary, ifh ec that writ it, 
had played TyrAmtts, and hangd himfelfein Thifeier gar- 
ter, it wouldhauebeenc a fine Tragedy ; and foit is truely, 
and very notably dilcharg’dJBut come your Burgontaskc; 
let your Epilogue alone. 

The iron tongue of midnight hath toldc twelue. 

Louersto bed,tisalmoft Fairy time, 

I feare we lhalloutfleepe the comming morne, 

Asmuch as wee this nighthaue ouerwatcht. 

This palpable grofle Play hath well beguil’d 
The heauie gate of night. Sweete friends, to bed. 

A fortnight holdc we this folemnitie, , 

In nightly Reuels, and new iollity. Exeunt* 

Enter Pucke, 

7W£,Now the hungry Lyons roares. 

And the wolfe beholds the Moone; 

Whilft the heauie ploughman fnores. 

All with weary taske foredoone. 

Now the walled brands doe glowe, 

Whilft the fcricch-owle,fcrieching low'd. 

Puts the wretcb,that lyes in woe. 

In remembrance of a fhrowde. 

Now it is the time of night, J 

That the graues, all gaping wide, 

Euery one lets forth his fpnght. 

In theChurchway patbsco glide. 

And wee Fairies, that docrunne. 

By the triple Hecates tcame, 

From the prefence of theSunne, 

Following darkenefle like a dreame, 

Now are frollicfc.-not a mou f e 
Shall dillurbe this hallowed houfe. 

1 am fcnt,with broom e, before, 

To 






A Midfommer niglites dreame. 

To fweepe the duft,behinde the dore. 

Enter King And Queene of Fairies-, with all their t rat ne „ 
(^.Through the houfe giuc glimmering light. 

By the deadand drowfie fier, 

Eucry Elfe and Fairy fpright. 

Hop as light asbirdefrom brier, . . . .) 

Andthisdittic af:ermec,Smg,and daunce it trippingly, 
T/trf.Firftrehearfeyourfong by rote, 
to each word a warbling note. 

Hand in hand,with Fairy grace. 

Will we ling and bleffe this place. 

Oh. Now,vntill thebreakc of day, 

Through this houfe,each Fairy ftray. 
to thebeft bride bed will wee: 

Which by vsfhallblefledbe: 

And the ifliie,chere create, 

Euer fhall be fortunate: 

So fhall all the couples three 
Euer true in louing be: 

And the blots of natures hand 
Shall not in their ifluc Hand . 

Neuer mole, hare-lippe,nor fcarre. 

Nor matke prodigious, fuch as are 
Defpifedin natiuitie. 

Shall vpon their children be. 

With this field deaw confccrate, 

Euery Fairy take his gate. 

And each feuerall chamber blefle. 

Through this pa!ace,with fweetepeace 3 
Euerfnall in fafety reft. 

And the owner of it bleft* 

Trippe away : make no flays 

Mecte me all,by breake ofday. Exeunt, 

Robin. \i we lhado wes h aue offended, 

Thinke but this (and all is mended^ 
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That youhauebucflumbred here. 

While ihefe vi lions d:d appeare* 

And this wcake and idle theame. 

No more yield ing but a dreame 
Gentles, doe not reprehend. 

If you pardon, wee will mend, 

And,aslam anhoneftTac^, 
if we haue vnearned luck. 

Now to fcape the Serpents tongue. 

We will make amends, ere longs 
Elfe,tlie Tuck * Iyer call. 

So, good night vntoyou all. 

Giuemeyour hands, ifwcbefriends; 

And Robm fliall reflore amends, 

. 
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The comical! Hiftory of the Mer- 
chant of Venice^. 

Enter zAnthonio, Salary no, and Salanio. 

footh I know not why I am fo fad, 
wearies me, you fay it wearies you 5 
But how I caught it, found it, or came by it. 
What ftuffc tis made of, whercofit is borne, 
I am to learne : and luch a want-wit fadnes 
makes of mce, 

That I haue much adoe to know my felfe. 

Salarino. Your minde is tolling on the Ocean, 

There where your Argofics with portlie feyle 
Like Signiors and rich Burgars on the flood, 

Or as it were the Pageants of the tea. 

Doe oucr-peere the petty traffiquers 
That curfie to them do them reucrcnce 
As they flie by them with theyr wouen wings. 

Salanio. Beleeue mee fir, had I fuch venture forth, 

T he better part of my affections would 
Be with my hopes abroadc. I ffould be ftill 
Packing the graffe to know where fits the wind, 

Piring in Maps for ports, and peers and rodes : 

And euery obieft that might make me feare 
Mif-fortunc to my ventures, out of doubt 
Would make me (ad. 

Salar. My wind cooling my broth, 
would blow me to an ague when I thought 
vvhat harmea winde too great might doc at fea. 

1 ihou.d not fee the fiindie howrc-glafle runne 
But I ffould thinke offhallowes and offlatts. 

And fee my wealthy Andr<n» docks in fand 

A 2. 
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The comical! 8i?hric of 
Vavlinghcr his.1i top lower then her ribs 
To kifle her burial) ; fiiould I goeto Church 
And fee the holy edifice of done , 

And not bethinkc me firaight of dangerous rocks, 
which touching but mv gentle veflels fide 
vvould fcatter all her fpices on the 11 tea me, 

Enrobe the roring waters with my hikes, f 
And in a-word, but eucn now worth this, 

And now worth nothing- Shall i haue the thought 
To thinke on this, and (ball 1 lack the thought 
That fitch a thing bcchaunc’d would make me fad 5 
But tell not me, 1 know tsfntbonio 
Is fad to thinkc vpon his merchandize. 

Anth. Beleeue me no, I thanke my fortune for k 
My ventures are not in one bottome trailed, 

Nor to one place $ nor is my whole eftate 
Vpon the fortune of this prefent veere : 

Therefore my merchandize makes me not fad. 

Sola. Why then you are in loue. 

Antk Fie, fie. 

Sola. Not in loue neither : then let vs fay you are fad 
Becaufc you are not merry; and twereas eafie 
For you to laugh and icape, and fay you are merry 
Becaufe you are not fad. Now by two-headed lama. 
Nature hath framd (Irangefellowes in her time : 

Some that will euermore peepe through their eyes, 

And laugh like Parrats at a bagpyper. 

And other offuch vinigar afpeft. 

That theyle not fhew theyr teeth in way of fmile 
Though T^ejlor fwearethe id! be laughable. 

° Enter r Baffanio, Lorenfo , and Gratiano. 

Sola. Here comes Haffanio your mod noble kinfman, 
gratiano, and Lorenfo. Faryewell, «. 

Weleaucyou now with better company. 

Sal*. I would haue ftaid till I had made you merry. 
If worthier friends had not preuented me. 

Antk Your worth is very deere in my regard. 
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the Merchant of Venice. 

I take it your ownc bufines calls on you, 

And you embrace th’occafion to depart. 

Sal. Good morrow my good Lords. 

%ajf. Good figniors both when fhal vve laugh ? lay, when ? 
You grow exceeding ftrange : mull it be fb ? 

Sal. Weele make our leyfures to attend on yours. 

Exeunt Salarino, and Solanio. 

Lor. My Lo>rd 'Bajfanio, dnec you haue found Anthonio 
W -j two will leaue you. but at dinner time 
I'^ray you haue in mindc where we mull meete. 
f/Bajf. I will not faile you. 

!> Grat. You lookc not well fignior Anthonio , 

You haue too much refpett vpon the world : 

They loofe it that doe buy it with much care, 

Beleeue me you are meruailoufiy changd- 
Ant. I hold the world but as the world Gratiano , 

A Page, where euery man mull play a part. 

And mine a fad one. 

Grad. Let me play the foole. 

With mirth'^nd laughter let old wrinckles come. 

And let my liuer rather heate with wine 
Then my hart coole with mortifying grones. 

Why fhould a man whole blood is warme within. 

Sit like his grandfire, cutin Alablafler ? 

Sleepc when he wakes ? and creepe into the Iaundics 
By beeing peeuifh ? I tell thee what esfnthonio, 

I loue thee, and tis my loue thatfpeakes : 

There arc a fort of men whole vifages 
Doe creameand mantle like a Handing pond. 

And doe a wilful ftilnes entertaine. 

With purpofe to be dreft in an opinion 
Of wifedome. grauitie, profound conceit. 

As who Ihould fay, I am fir Oracle, 

And when I ope my lips, let no dogge barke. 

O my Anthonio I doe know of thefe 

That therefore onely arereputed wife 

■A 3. j? or 
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Tf- The comcall Hiftorie of 

For ravin" nothing •, when I am very furc 
If they ihould fpeake, would almoft dam thofe eares 
which hearing them would call their brothers -coles, 
lie tell thee more oftbis another time. 

But fifh not with this melancholy baitc 
For this foole gudgin, this opinion : 

Come "ood Lorenfo , faryewcll a while, ^ 

He cnd'mv exhortation after dinner. 

' Loren- Well, we will leaue you then till dinner time. 

1 muft be one of thefe fame dumbe wife men, 

For Gratiano neuer lets me fpeakc. 

Gra Well keepe me company but two yeeres moe 
Thou (halt not know the found of thine owne tongue. 

An. Far you well, He grow a talker for this gearc. 

Gra. Thanks yfaith, for filence is onely commendable _ 

Itia neates togue dried, and a mayde not vendable. Exeunt. 

„ An Tt is that anv thins; now. 

Baif. 'gratimo fpeakes an infinite deale of nothing more then any 

man in all Venice, his reafons are as two grames of wheatc bdm 

two bufncls ofchaffe : you (hall feeke all day ere you finde them, 
and when you hauc them, they are not worth the fcarch. 

An. V Veil, tell me now what Lady is the lame 
To whom you fwore a fecrete pilgrimage 
That you to day promifd to tell me of. 

'Balf. Tis not vnknowne to you tsftithmt 
How much 1 haue dilabled mine cftate, 

By fomething fhowing a more fwclhng port 
Then my faint roeanes would graunt continuance: 

Nor doe I now make mone to be abndg d 
From fuch a noble rate, but my chcefc care 
Is to cofne fairely of from the great debts 
wherein my time fomething too prodigal! 

Hath left me gagd : to you Anthonio 
I owe the moft in money and in loue, 

And from your loue I haue a warrantie 
To vnburthen all my plots and purpofes 

tt nwe. 
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An. T pray you good Baffanio let me know it. 

And if it Hand as you your felfe ftill doc, 
within the eye of honour, be aflurd 
My purfe, my perfon, my extreamefl: meanes 
Lie all vnlockt to your occafions. 

'Bajfl In my fchoole dayes, whenlhadloftoncfliaft, 

I fhot his fellow of the felfe fame flight 

The felfe fame way, with more aduifed watch 

To finde the other forth, and by aduenturingboth, 

I oft found both : I vrge this child-hood proofc 
Becaufe what followes is pure innocence, 

I owe you much, and like a wilfull youth 
That which I owe is lofl, but if you pleafe 
To fhoote another arrow that felfe way 
which you did fhoote thefirft, I doe not doubt, 

As I will watch the ayme or to find both, 

Or bring your latter hazzard bake againe. 

And thankfully reft debter for thefirfi. 

nsfn. You know me well, and heerein fpend but time 
To wind about my loue with circumfhnce, 

And out of doubt you doe me now more wrong 
In making queftion of my vftermoft 
Then if you had made waft of all I haue : 

Then doe but fay to me what I ftiould doe 
That in your knowledge may by me be done. 

And I am preft vnto it : therefore fpcake. 

Ba(f. In 'Belmont is a Lady richly left, 

And flic isfaire, and fairer then that word. 

Of wondrous vertues, fometimes from her eyes 
I did receaue faire fpeechlefle meflages : 

Her name is Portia, nothing vndervaHewd 
To Catos daughter, Brutus 'Portia, 

Nor is the wide world ignorant of her worth. 

For the fbure winds blow in from euerv coaft 
Renowned futors, and her funny locks' 

Han" on her temples like a golden fleece, " 

which makes h er feat of Belmont Cholchos {Iron d, 

c ? And 
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Aitd many lafons come in quefi: of her. 

0 my tsf 'nthonio, had 1 but the meancs 
To hold a riuall place with one of than, 

1 haue a tninde prefages me fuch thrift 
That I fhould queftionlefle be fortunate. 

Jnth. Thou knowft that all my fortunes are at lea. 

Neither hauej money, nor commoditie 

To ratfc a prefent fumme, therefore goe form 
Try what my crcdite can in Venice doe. 

That fliall be rackc euen to the vttermofl; 

To furnifli thee to Belmont to fatre Ports*. 

Goe prefentiy enquire and Co will I 

where money is, and 1 no queftion make 

To haue it of my trull, or for my fake. Exeunt. 

Enter ‘Portia with her way ting woman Nemjfa. , 

‘Portia. By my troth Nerrijfa. my little body is awearie oftmS 

great world. . . . 

Ner. You would bcfwect Madam , ifyour roifenes werein the • 
fame aboundancc as y our good fortunes are: and ypt for ought I 
fee, thev are as fickc thatfurfeitc with too much, as thev thatfiaruc 
with nothing*, it is no meanchappincs therfore to be feated .m the 
tncane, fuperfluitie comes fooner by white baircs , but competen- 
ce liues longer. , 

Portia. Good fcntences. and well pronounc d. 

Ner. They would be better if well followed. 

Portia. If to do were as eafie as to know what were good to do, 
Chappcls had beenc Churches, and poore mens cottages Princes- 
Pallaccs.it is a good diuinc that followes his owne mliruftion » 
can cafier teach twentie what were good to be done, then to be one 
of the twentie to follow mine owne teaching : the braine may dc* 
uifelawes for the blood , but a hote temper leapes ore a coke de- 
cree, fuch a hare is marines the youth , to skippe ore the 
good counfaile the cripple*, but this reafonmg is not m thefaflon 
to choofe mce a husband , 6 mee the word choofe , I may neythcr 
choofe who t would, no, refufe who 1 difiikc, Co is the will . 

u;n» daughter curbd by thc will of a dcade father! 



the Merchant of Venice. 

J 

Nerrifta, tliat I cannot choofe one, nor refufc none. t •* 

Ner. Your Father was euer vertuous , arid holy men at tneyr 
death haue good infpirations, therefore the lottrie that he hath de- 
uifed in thefe three chefts of gold, filucr, and leade, whereof who 
choofes.his meaning choofes you , will no doubt neuer be chofen 
by any rightlie , but one who you fhall rightly louc : But what 
warmth is there in your affe&ion towardes any of thefe Princclic 
futcrsthatarealreadycomef 

epor, I prav thee ouer-name them, and as thou nameltthem, 1 
will deferibethem, and according to my defeription leuell at my 
affe&ion. 

Ner. Firft there is the Neopolitanc Prince. 

Tor. I thats a colt indeede : ,for he doth nothingbut talkc of his 
horfe, & he makes it a great appropriation to his owne good parts 
that he can fhoo him himfelfc : I am much afeard myLadic his 
mother plaid falfe with a Smyth. 

Ner. Than is there thc Countie Palentine. 

Tor. Hcc doth nothing but .&6wne (aswho Hiould fay, &you 
will not haue me, choofe, he heares merry tales and fmiles not , I 
feare hee will prooue the weeping Phylofopher w'hen hee growes 
old,beeing fo full of vnmannerly fadnes in his youth,) I had rather 
be married to a deaths head with a bone in his mouth , then to ey- 
ther of thefe : God defend me from thefe two. 

Tier. How fay you by the French Lord, Mounfier Le Tome ? 

For. God made him, and therefore let him pafTe for a roan , in 
truth I Icnowe it is a finne to be a mocker, but hee, why hee hath a 
horfe better then the Neopolitans, a better bad habite of frowning 
then the Count Palentine, he is euery man in no man, if a TrafTell 
fing, he falls ftraght a capring, he will fence with his owne fhadow. 
If I friould marry him K I fhould marry twenty husbands : if hee 
would defpife me, / would forgiuc him, for if he louc me to mad- 
nes, / fhall neuer requite him. 

TS(er. What (ay you then to Fauconbridgc , the young Barron 
of England ? 

Tor . You know Ii av nothing to him, for hee vndejjftands not 
me, nor / him : he hath neither Latinc, French, nor /talian, & yon 
will come into thc Court and fweare that / haue a poore pennic- 

B. worth 








The cmic&ll Hifforie of 

worth 'in the Englifli : hec is a proper mans pi&ure, but alas who 
can conuei fc with a dumbe (how ? how odly hee isfuted, /thinke 
he bought his doublet in /talie, his round hofe in Fiaunce^is bon- 
nefin Gerrnanie, and his behauiour cuery where. 

Tferrtfsa. What thinke you of the Scotrifh Lorde his neigh- 
bour c 

C pcrtia> That hee hath a neyghbourlie charitie in him, forhee 
borrowed a boxeofthc care of the Englishman , andfworehee 
would pay him againc when hewas able : 1 think the Frenchman • 
became his furetie, and feald vnder for another. 

How hke you theyoung Germaine, the Duke ofSaxo- 
nies nephew ? 

For . Very vildlie in the morning when hee is fober, and mod 
vildly in the afternoone when he is drunke : when he is beft, he is' 
a little worfe then a man, & when he is worft he is little better then 
a bead, and the worft fall that euer fell, Ihope Ifhall makefhifc 
to goe without him. 

Ner. Yfhee fhoulde offer to choofe, and choofe the right Cat 
ket,you fhould refufe to performeypur Fathers will,ifyou fhouid 
refufe to accept him. 

Portia . Therefore for feare of the worft, /pray thee fet a deepe 
glaffeofReyniiTcvvineon the contrarie Casket , fprifthedeuill 
be within, and that temptation without, Jknowehee will choofe 
it . I will doe any thing Nerriffa ere / will be married to a fpunge. 

Nerriffa, You neede not feare Ladle the hailing anie of thefe 
* Lords, they haue acquainted me with theyr determinations, which 
isindeedeto returneto they r home, and to trouble you with no 
more fute, vnlefte you may be wonne by fome other fort the your 
Fathers impoficion, dependingon the Caskets. 

( Por. Yf 1 hue to be as old asSibilla, /will dicas chaft as Diana, 
vnlefte I be obtained by the maner of my Fathers will : I am glad 
this parcell of wooers are fo reafonableTor there is not one among 
thenrbut I doate on his very abfence; & /pray God graunf them . 
a faire departure. 

Nerrijfa. Doe you not remember Lady in your Fathers time, a 
Venecian a Scholier & a Souldiour that came hether in companie 
©ftheMarquefie ofMountferrat ? 

e PoriU> 
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Per tut. Yes, yes , it was Bafitnio, as I thinke fo was he calld. 

‘jS(er. True maddatn , hee of all the men that euer my foolidi 
eves look’d vpon, was the bell deftruing a faire Ladie. 

‘ Portia . I remember him well, and /remember him worthie of 
thy prayfe. 

How nowe, yvhat newes ? 

Enter a Seruingman. 

Ser. The foure firangers feeke for you maddam fo take theyr 
Jeaue: and there is a fore-runner come fromafift, the Prince of 
C Msroco, vyho brings Word the Prince his Maifter will be hecrc to 



night. 



‘fey. Yf I could bid the fift welcome with fo good hartas/can 
bid the other foure farewell, /fhouid bee glad ofhisapproch :if 
he haue the condition ofa Saint, and the complexion of a deuiil, I 
had rather he fhouid fhriue mcc then wiue nice. Come Nerriffa, 
firra goe before : whiles we (hut the gate vpon one wooer.another 
knocks at the doore. “ . Sxetmt, 

Enter Bajjmio with Shylocke the lew# 

Shy, Three thoufand du cates, well 
Baff. I fir, for three months. 

Shy, For three months, well. 

BaJJc For the which as I told you, 

Anthonie flialbe bound. 

Shy, Amhonio flhall become bound, well. , 

: Hajfi May you fled me i Will you plcafure me ! 

Shall / know your aunfwere. 

Spy* Three thoufsnd ducats for three months, 

and Anthonio bound. 

Baf Your aunfwere to that. 

Shy, *Anthomo is a good man. 

ffj- Haue you heard any imputation to the contrary. 

^.(7 oc%g. Ho no , no 3 r*o , no i mv meaning in faying hee h 
3 good man, is to haue you vnderftand mee that hee isVufficii n*- 
yet hi S mcanes arc in fitppoGrion, hec hath an Argofie bound 
foTripous another to the Indies, I vnderfiand moreouervtj 
en die Kyalta, hee Mia thir d at Mexico , a fourth for En»land,- 

and 
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and other ventures he hath fquandred abroade, but fhtps are but 
boordcs, Saylers but men, there be land rats, and water rats, water 
theeues, and land theeues, / mcanc Pvrats, and then there is the 
perrill of waters, windes, and rockes : the man is notwithstanding 
Sufficient, three thoufand ducats, 1 thinke / may take his bond. 

r Ba(. Bealliirdycu may. - . 

lew. /will be afford /may: and that / may bee allured , / will 

bethinke nice, may / fpeake with tAmkonio ? 

Baft. Yf it pleafe you to dine with vs. 

lew. Yes, to fmell porke, to eate of the habitation which your 
Prophet the Nazarit coniured the deuill into : / wil buy with you, 
fell with you, talke with you, walke with you , and fo following: 
but / will not eate with you, drinke with you , nor pray with you, 
What newes on the Ryalto, who is he comes heere 3 
Enter tsLnthonio . 

£af This is fignior tAnthonio. 

J ew . How like a fawning publican he lookes. 

1 hate him for he is a Chridian : 

But more, for that in low fimplicitie 
He lends out money gratis, and brings downe 
The rate of vfance heere with vs in Venice. 

Yf/ can catch him once vpon the hip, - 
/ will feede fat the auncient grudge / beare him. 

He hates our facred Nation, and he raylcs 

Euen there where Merchants mod doc congregate* 

On me, my bargaines, and my well-wone thrift, 
which hee calls interred : Curfed be my T rybe 
if / forgiue him. 

Baff. Shy loch. doeyouheare. 

Shyl. f am debating of my prefent dore. 

And by theneere gefle of my memoric 
/.cannot indantly "raife vp the grodc 
Offull three thoufand ducats : what of that, 

Tttball a wealthy Hebrew of my Tribe 
Will furniffi mi; but foft, bow many months 
Doe you defire 3 Red you faire good fignior. 

Your worlhip was the lad man in our mouthes. 
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t^n. Shylocke, albeit 1 neither lend nor borrow 
By taking nor by gluing of exccfle. 

Yet to fupply the ripe wants of my friend, 

/le breake a cudomc : is hee yet polled 
How much ye would 3 

Shy. J, /, three thou (and ducats. 
is4nt. And for three months. 

Shyl. /had forgot, three months, you told me fo. 
Well then, your bond : and let me fee, but heare you 
Me thoughts you faid, you neither lend nor borrow 
Vpon aduantage. 

Ant. / doe neuer vfe it. 

Shy. When Jacob grazd his Vncle Labans Sheep 
This Jacob from our holy iAbram was 
( As his wife mother wrought in his behalfe) 

The third podeder 5 /, he was the third. 

Ant. And what of him, did he take interred 3 
Shyl. No, not take intered, not as you would fay 
Direftly intred, marke what Jacob did. 

When Laban and himfelfe were compremyzd 
That all the eanelings which weredreakt and pied 
Should fall as Jacobs hier, the Ewes being ranck 
7n end of Autume turned to the Rammes, 

And when the worke of generation was 
Betweene thefe wolly breeders in the aft. 

The skilful dieepheard pyld me cerfainc wands> 
And in the dooing of the deede ofkind 
He duck them vp before the fulfome Ewes, 

Who then conceauing, did in eaning time 
Fall party-colourd lambs, and thofe were Jacobs. 
This was a way to thriue,and he was bled : 

And thrift is blcffing if men deale it not. 

This was a venture fir that Jacob ferud for, 
A thing not in his power to bring to paffe, 

But fwayd and faffiiond by the hand of heauen. 

Was this inftrted to make interred good 3 
Or is your gold and filucr ewes and rammes i 

B 3 . 
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To buy his fauour, I extend this friendihip, 

Yf he wil take it, fo, if not adiew, 

And for my louc I pray you wrong me not. 

Jn. Yes Shylocke, I will feale vnto this bond. 

Shy Then meete me forthwith at the Notencs, 

Gme him direction for this merry bond 
And I will goe and purfe the ducats ftraite. 

See to my houfe left in the fearefull gai d 

Of an vnthriftie knaue : and prefently . 

’S': gentle fa. TheHebrewrflmnte 

Chriftian, he growes kmde. 

Balfa. I like not faire termes, and a villaincs minde. 
tAn. Come on, in this there can be no dnmay, 

_ . i mp HaV. 



Enter CWorochus a tawnie Moore all in white, and three 
orfoure followers accordingly, with Portta, 
Nerriffa, and their traine. 
c JMorocho . Miflikc me not for mv complexion. 

The fliadowed liuerie of the burniflit funne, 

To whom lama neighbour, and neere bred. 

Brine me the feyreft creature North-ward borne, 

- Where Phabm fire fcarce thawes the yficles, 

And let vs make incyzion for your loue, 

To prouc whofe blood is reddefl, his or mine. 

I tell thee Lady this afpeft of mine 

Hath feard the valiant, (by my louc 1 fweare) 

The belt regarded Virgins of our Clyme 
Haue lou’d it to : I would not change this hue. 

Except to ftcale your thoughts my gentle Queene. 

Portia. In termes of choyfc I am not foly led 
By nice dircflion of'a maydens eyes : 

Bcfides, the lot trie of my deftenie 
Barrs me the right of voluntary choofing J 
But ifmy Father had not fcanted me, 
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And hedgd me bv his wit to veeld my felfc 
His wife, who winnes me by that meanes I told you, 
Your felfe (renowned Prince)than ftoodc as faire 
As any commer I haue look’d on yet 
For my affe&ion. 

Mor. Eden for that I tbankc you, . 

Therefore I pray you leade me to the Caskets 
To try my fortune : By this Symitare { 

That flewe the Sophy, and a Perfian Prince 
That wone three fields of Sultan Solyman, 

I would ore-dare the derned eyes that lookc • 

Out-braue the hart mod daring on the earth : 

Pluck the young fucking Cubs from the fhc Beare, 

Yea, mock the Lyon when a rores for pray 
To win the Lady . But alas, the while 
If Hercules and J Lychat play at dice 
Which is the bettet-man, the greater throw 
May turne by fortune from the weaker hand : 

So is Chides beaten by his rage, 

Anclfo may I, blind Fortune leading me 
Mifrc that which one vnworthicr may attains, 

And die with greeuing. 

Portia . You mud take your chaunce. 

And ey ther not attempt to choofc at all, 

Or fweare before you choofe, if you choofe wrong 
Ncuer to fpcakc to Lady afterward 
In way of marriage, therefore be aduiPd. 

Mor.. Nor will not, come bring me vnto my chaunce. 

Portia . Fird forward to the temple, after dinner 
Your hazard fliall be made. 

• Mor . Good fortune then, 

To make me bled or curftd’fl: among men. 

Exeunt, 

^ Enter the Cloyvnc alone . 




lav 



Clor&ne. Certainely, my confciencc will feruc me to runne from 
this Iewc my Maider : the fiend isat mine elbow, and tempts me, 
faying to me, Uhbe>lamcdet Jobbe, good Lamcelet, or good lobbe , 

C . or 
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or good Launcclet lobbe, vfe your Jcggcs, take the ftarf, runner 
way, myconfcience fayesnos fake heede boneft Launcelet, take 
heede honed Iobbe , orasafore-faidehoneft LamceletJobbe , doc 
not ratine, fcorne running with thy heeles 3' well the moftcora- 
gious fiend bids me packed fayes the fiend, away Caves the fiend* 
for the heartens roufe vpa brauc minde (ayes the fiend, and runne* / 
well, my confidence banging about the necke of my heart, {ayes 
very wifely to mee : my honeft friend Lamcelei beeing an honeft 
mansfionne, or rather an honeft womans fonne, fbrindeedemy 
Father did fiomething fimacke, fiomething grow to 5 he had a kindc 
of tail ) well, my confidence fayes lamcelei houge not, bouge (ayes 
the fiend, bouge not fayeS my conficience, conference lay I you 
counfiiile wcl,fiend fay I you counfaile well, to be mid by my con- - 
fcience, Ifhould ftay with the Iewemy Maiftcr, (who God bleffc 
the marke) is a kindc of dcuiil 5 and to runne away from the Iewe I 
fhould be ruled by the fiend, who fauing your reuerence is the de- 
uill hmrfelfie : ccrtainely the Iewe is the very deuill incarnation, and 
in my confidence, my conficience is butakinde of hard confci- 
ence, to offer to counfaile mee to ftay with the Iewe*, the fiend 
giues the more friendly counfiaile: I will runne fiend, myheeles 
arcatyourcommaundemenr, I will runne. 

Enter old Gobbo with a basket* 

<johbo. Maifter young-man, you I pray you, which is the way 
to Maifter Icwes ? 

Lamcdtt. O heauens, this is my true begotten Father.who be- 
ing more then (and blindc, high grauell blinde> knowes me not, I 
will try confufions with him. 

t jvfift i' oun § Gentleman,! pray you which is the way 

Lmtncelep, Turne vp on your right hand at the next turning 
but at die next turning ofail on your left-, many at the very next 

turning tame ofnohand, but turne downe indiredly td the lewes 
noufe. ' 

gabbo. Be Godsfontics twill be a hard way to hit, can you tell 
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net whether one Latmelet that dwels with him, dwell with him 

0 t Umcdet. Talke you ofyoung Maifter marke mee 

„owe, nowe Willi raife the waters-, talkc you of young Mailter 

Launcslet. _ , 

Gobbo. No Maifter fir, but a poore mans Sonne, his father 
though I fay’t is an honed exceeding poore man , and God bee 
thanked well to iiue. 

Laume. Well, let his Father be what a will, wee talke oryoung 
Maifter Lamcslst. 

Gob. Your worfhips friend and Lamaist fir. 

Lames. But I pray you ergo oldcman,ergol befcech you, talke 
you ofyoung Maifter Laume let. 

Gob. Of Lamcslst ant pleafe your maifterfhip. 

Lames. Ergo Maifter Lamcdeh talke not of maifter Lamcelst 
Father, for the young Gentleman according to fates anddefte- 
nies, and fuch odd layings, the lifters three, and fuch Braunches of 
, learning, is indeede deccalcd, or as you would (ay in plaine tenues, 
gone to hcauen. 

gobbo. Marry God forbid, the boy was the very flaffc of my 
age, my very prop. 

Latmelet, Doe Hooke likeacudgellorahouellpoft, aftafte, 
or a prop s doc you know me Father. ' 

Gobbo. Alacke the day, lknowe you not young Gentleman, 
but I pray you tel! mee, is my boy GOD reft his (oule aliiie or 

dead. 

Lamcslst. Doc you not know me Father. 

Gobbo, Alack fir I am (and blind, I know you not. 

Lamceht. Nay, in deedc if you had your eyes you might fayle 
of the knowing mee? it is a wife Father that knowes his ovvne 
ehilde. Well, olde man, I will tell you newes ofyour (onne, giue 
mce your blcfting, trueth will come to light, muder cannot bee 
Fickle long, a marines Sonne may, but in the ende trueth will 
out. , 

Gobbo, Pray you fir ftand vp, lam (urc you arc not Lamaist 
my boy. 

✓ 

C 2, Lama. 
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Larnce, Pray you let’s haue no more fooling, about if, but ghre 
mee your bleffing : I am / auncelet your boy that was> your fonne 
that is, your child that ftiall be. 

(job. I cannot thinke you are my fonne. 

Lame. 1 know not what I (hall think of that : but I am Launce- 
/<tfthe Iewes man, andlanifurc w<? your wife is my mo- 

ther. 

Gob. Her name is Margerte in deede, ile be fworne if thou bee 
Launcelet, thou art mine owne flefhand blood: Lord worfhipt 
might he be, what a beard haft thou got $ thou haft got more hairc 
on thy chinne, then Dobbin my phiihorfe hafe on his taile. 

Lattnce. Itftiould feeme then that Dobbins taile growes back- 
ward. Iamfurehcehad more hair e of his taile then I haue of my 
face when I loft (aw him. 

(job. Lord how art thou changd : how dooft thou and thy Ma- 
tter agree, 1 haue brought him a prefent $ how gree you now ? 

Larnce . Well, well, but for mine owne part, as I haue fet vp my 
yeft to runneaway,(b 1 will not reft till I haue runne fome ground*, 
my Maifter’s a very lewe, giuc him a prefent, giue him a halter, I 
am famifiit in his feruice. You may tclleuery finger I haue with ■ 
my ribs : Father I am glad you are come, giuc me your prefent to 
one Maifter Haffamo, who in deede giucs rare newc Lvuories, if I 
ferue not him, I will runne as farreas God has any ground. O rare 
fortune, heere comes the man, to him Father, for 1 am a lewe if I 
ferue the lewe any longer. 

Enter Baffimio with a follower or two. 

*BaJf You may doe fo, but let it be fo hafted that (upper be rea- 
dy at the fartheft by fiue of the clocke : fee thc(e Letters dehuered, 
put the Lyueriesto making, and defil e Graiime to come anone to 
my lodging. 

Lamce. To him Father. 

fjob. God bleffe your worfliipt 

Mtff Gramercie, wouMft thou ought with me. 

6 obbe. Heere’s my (onne fir, a poore boy. 

Lamce. Not a poore boy fir, but the rich Iewes man that would' 
fir as my Father (halt fpecifie.. 

G ob»" 
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Gob. He hath a great infeaion fir, as one would fay fo 

Lou. Indeede the fhorc and the long is, I ferue the lewe A hauc 

a defire as my Father fhall (pecifie. , 

Gob. Hu Maifter and he (fauingyour worfhtps reuercnce) a; e 

^Lau. To bebriefe, the very truth is, that the lewe hauing done 
me wrong, dooth caufe me as my Father being I hope an old man 

fll Sl m ih!ueh°eLe U adifti ofDoues that I would beftowvppon 
your worlhip, and my futeis. 

7 Lau. In very briefe, the fute is impertinent to my felrc, as your 
worlhip (hall knovve by this honeft old man, and though 1 fay it, 
though old man, yet poore man my Father. 

Baf. One fpeake for both, what would you 5 
Lam. Serueyoufir. 

Gob. That is the very defeeft of the matter fir. 

~'Baf I know thee well, thou haft obtaind thy fafe, 

Shylocke thy Maifter fpoke with me this day, 

And hath preferd thee, if it be preferment 
To leaue a rich Iewes feruice, to become 
The follower offo poore a Gentleman. 

Clowne. The old prouerb is very well parted betweene my Mai- 
fter Shylocke and you fir, youhaue the grace of God fir, andhee 
hath enough. 

Bajf. Tliou fpeakft it well-, goe Father with thy Sonne 
Take leaue of thy old Maifter, and enquire 
My lodging out, giue him a Lyucrie 
More garded then his fellowes : lee it done. 

flowne. Father in, I cannot get a feruice, no , I haue nere a tong 
in my head, wel : if any man in Italy haue 3 fayrer table which 
dooth offer to fiveare vponabookc, I fhall haue good fortune; 
goe too, heere’s a fimple lync of life, heeres a fmall tryfle of wiues, 
alas, fifteenc wiues is nothing, a leuen widdowes and nine maydes 
is a fimple commingin for one man, and then to (cape drowning 
thrice, arid to be in pcrrill of my life with the edge of a featherbed, 
heere are fimplefcapes: well, if Fortune be a woman fhe’s a ®ood 
wench for this gere : Father come, ile take my leaue of the lewe "in 
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the twinkling. Exit Clmm, 

'Buffi i pray thee good Leonardo thinke on this, 

Thcfe things being bought and orderly bellowed 

Returns in haft, for I doe feaft to night \ 

My beft efteemd acquaintance, hie thee goe, 

Leon. My beft endeuours fhall be done hserein, Exit Letnardt, 
Enter Gramm, 

Graft Where's your Maifter. 

Leonar. Yonder fir he walked 
Graft. Signior Bajfanio. 

Bajf. Cjratiano. 

Gra. lhauefutctqyou. 

Batf. Youhaueobtaindit. 

Gra. You muft not deny me, I mu jtgoewith you to Belmont. 

- Baf Why then you muft but hcare thee grat'mc. 

Thou art to wild, to rude, and bold ofvoyce, 

.Parts that become thee happily enough, 

And infuch eyes as ours appcarc not faults 

But where thou art not knownc $ why there they fliow 

Somfhing too liberal!, pray thee take pains 

To allay with fome cold drops of modeftie 

Thy skipping fpirifjleaft through thy wild bihauiour 

7 be mifeonftred in the place 1 goe to, 

And loofc my hopes. 

Gra. Signor Baffitm, hcare me, 

Yfl doc not put on a (bb'er habite, 

Talkc with refpeft, and fiveare but now and than, 

Weare prayer bookes in my pocket, looke demurely, 

Nay roore^whilc grace is faying hood mine eyes 
Thus with my hat, and fij»h and lay amen ? 

V fc all the obferuance ofciuiHtfy 

Like one well ftudied in a fad oftent 

To pleafe his Grandam, newer truft me more, 

Bajf Well, vve fhall fee your bearing. 

, Gra. ■ Nay but I barre to night, you fhall not gage me 
what we doe to night. * * 

No that were pitty, 

Iwould 
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/wouldintreate you rather to put on , 

Your boldeft fute of mirth, for wc haue friends 
That purpofe merriment : but far you well, 

Ihauefomebufines. ' 

Gra. And I muft to Lorenfi znathtxcix, 

But wc will vifitc you at fupper time. Exeunt. 

Enter Ieftica and the Clovtme. 

Jcflica. 1 am forty thou wilt leaue my Father fo. 

Our houfe is hell, and thou a merry deuili 
Didft rob it of fome taft of tedioufnes, 

But far thee well, there is a ducat for thee,' 

And Launcelet, foone at fupper lhalt thou fee 
Loxenfo , who is thy new Maifters gueft, 

Giue him this Letter, doe it fecrctly, 

And fo farwell : I would not hauc my Father 
Sec me in talke with thee. s 

(Jl owne. Adicw, teares exhibitmy tongue, moft beautifull Pa- 
gan, moft fweete Icwe, ifaChriftian doe not play the knaue and 
get thee, /am much dcceaucd > but adiew,thefe foolifh drops doe 
fomthing drownc my manly fpirit : adiew. 

'jejfica. Farwell good Launcelet. 

Alack, what heynousfinne is it in me 
To be afhamed to be my Fathers child. 

But though I am a daughter to his blood 
I am not to his manners : 6 Leren/o 
Yfthoukeepe pro mile //hall end this ftrife. 

Become a Chriftian and thy louing wife. Exit. 

Enter Cjratiano, Lorenfi , Salaryno, andSalanio, 
l eren . Nay, we will flinke away in fupper time* 

Difguife vs at my lodging, and returne all in an hourc. 
gratia. Wc haue not made good preparation. 

Salari. Wc hauc not fpokevs yet of Torch-bearers, 

S olimio. Tis vile vnlefie it may be quaintly ordered. 

And better in my minde not vndertookc. 

Loren. Tis now but foure of docke, wc haue two houres 
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To furnifh vs $ friend Launcelet whats the newes. Sinter Launcelet. 

L dunce let. And it fhal pleafe you to breake vp this, it fhal feeme 
to fignifie. 

Loren. I know the hand, in faith tis a faire hand, 

And whiter then the paper it writ on 
3s the faire hand that writ. 

Gratia. Loue, newes in faith. 

Larnce. By your leaue fir. 

Loren. Whither go eft thou. 

Lame. Marry fir to bid my old Maifter the /ewe to (up to night 
with my new Maifter the Chriftian. 

Loren. Hold lieere take this, tell gentle Iejftca 
/will not faile her, fpeake it priuatly, 

Goc Gentlemen, will you prepare you for this maske to night, 
/am prouidedofa Torch-bearer. Exit flame, 

Sal. I marry, ilc be gone about it ftraite. 

Sol. And fo will /. 

Loren. Meete me and CJratiano at G ratianos lodging 
Some hourc hence. 

Sal. Tis good we doe fo. Exit. 

Gratia. Was not that Letter from faire Iejftca. 

Loren. I muftneedes tell thee all, fhe hath dne&cd ^ 

How I (hall take her from her Fathers houfe, 

What gold and iewels fheisfurniiht with. 

What Pages fute fne hath in readincs, 

Yfcrc the Iewe her Father come to heauen, 

Yt will be for his gentle daughters fake, - 
And ncuer dare misfortune erode her footc, 

V nlelfe fhe doe it vnder this excufc. 

That fhe is iftue to a faithlefle Icwe : 

Come goe with me, pcrvfe this as thou goeft, 

Faire fejftca ihall be my T orch-bearer. Exit, 

Enter / ewe and his man that was the Clowne. 

Iewe. Well, thou (halt fee, thy eyes (ball be thy iudge. 

The difference of old Shylocke and Baflanio j 
• What Iejftca , thou lhalt not gurmandize 
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As thou haft done with mec : what Iejftca, 
and fleepe, and fnore, and rend apparraile out. 

Why IeJJica I fay. 

. Clowne. Why IeJJica. 

Shy. Who bids thee call 5 I doe not bid thee call. 

Clow- Your vvorfhip was wont to tell me, 

I could doc nothing without bidding. 

Enter Iejftca. 

Iejftca. Call you ? what is your will i 
Shy. I am bid forth to fupper Iejftca, 

There are my keyes : but wherefore fhould I goe ! 

I am not bid for loue, they flatter me. 

But yet He goe in hate, to feede vpon 
The prodigall Chriftian. Iejftca my girle, 
looke to my houfe, I am right loth to goe, 

There is fbmc ill a bruing towards my reft, * 

For I did dreame of money baggs to night. 

(Jlcwne. I befeech you fir goe, my young Maifter 
doth expeft your reproch. 

Shy. So doe /his. 

Clowne. And they haue confpired together , 7 will not fay 
youfhallfccaMaske,butifyouaoe, then it was not for nothing 
that my nofe fell a bleeding on black monday laft, at fixe a clocke 
kh morning, falling out that yeere on afhwcnfday was foure v ecre 
In thafternoone. 1 , 

Shy. What are there maskes ? heare you me IeJJica, 
lock vp my doores, and when you heare the drumme 
' and the vile fquealing of the wry-neckt Fiffc 
clamber not you vp to the cafements then 
Nor thruft your head into the publique ftreete 
To gaze on Chriftian fooles with varnifht faces : 

But flop my houfes eares, 1 meanc my cafements, 
let not the found of fhallow fopprie enter 
my fbber houfe. By Jacobs ftafife I iweare 
/haue nominde offeafting forth to night : 
but f will goe : goe you before me firra, 
lay / will come. 



' ir-v 






n 















i ne eowucM Mtttprie of 

CUvfie. I will goe before fir. 

MiUres looke out at window for all this, 
there will come a Chriftian by 
will be worth a Icwes eye. 

Sbyl. What fiiycs that foole of Hagars ofspring ? ha. 
lejjica. His words were farewell miftris, nothing els. 
Shy. The patch is kinde enough, but a huge tender, 
Sliaile flow in profit, and he fleepes by day 
more then the wild-cat: drones hiue not with me, 
therefore / part with him and part with him 
to one that 1 would haue him helpc to waft 
his borrowed purfe. Well iejftca goe in, 
perhaps /will i eturne immed/atlie, 
do as 1 bid you.lhut dores after you, faft bind/aft find, 
a prouerbe neucr ftale in thrifiic minde. Exit. 

Jef. Farewell, and iftny fortune be not croft, 

I haue a Father, you a daughter loft. Exit. 

Enter the maskers, Gratiano and Salerin'o , . 
Gr itt. This is the penthoule vnder which Lorenzo 
dclired vs to makeitand. 

Sal. His liowrc is almoft paft. 

Gra. And it is meruaile he out-dwells his hovyre, 
for louers cuer runne before the clocke. 

Sal O tenne times fafler Venus pidgionsflic 
to feale loucs bonds new made, then they are wont 
to keepe obliged faith vnforfaited. 
gra. That cuer holds : who rifeth from a fcaft 
Vvith that keene appetite that he fits downe ? 
v,vhcrc is the horfc that doth vntread againe 
his tedious meafures with the vnbated fire 
that he did pace them fir ft; all things that arc 
are with morefpirit chafed then eniovd. 

How like a younger or a pro.^gall 
theskarfed barke puts fi onxher.n^g^ebay ,j\ 
fiugd and embraced by the (trumpet wind, >y > 
how like the prodigal! doth (he rcrurne 



vvith 



toe JXUrcDam CJ v emce* 
vvifhouer-wetherd ribbs and ragged failes 
Icane, rent, and beggerd by the ftrumpet wind ? 

Enter Lorenzo* 

Sal. Hcerc comes Lorenz# , more ofthis hercaftero 
Lor . Sweet fieend$,your patience for my long abode 
not I but my affaires haue made you waite : 
vvhen you (hall pleafe to play the theeuesfor wiues 
He watch as long for you then : apprqch 
here dwels my father lew. Howe whofe within ? 

lejjica abouc. 

lejf. Who arc you ? tell me for more certainty, 

Albeit lie fwearc that I doc know your tongue. 

Lor. Lorenzo and thy loue. 
leffica. Lorenzo certainc, and my loue indeed, 
for who loue I fo much ? and now who knowes 
but you Lorenzo whether I am yours * 
a Lor . H^auen & thy thoughts are witnes that thou art* 
Ief. Hcerc catch this casket, it is worth the paines* 

I am glid tis night you doc notfooke on me, 
fori am much afhamde of my exchange: 

But loue is bliude, and louers cannot fee 
The pretty follies chat themfelues commit, 
for if chey could, G/Whimfelfe would blufH 
to fee me thus tranf formed to a boy. 

Lor. Defcend, for you muft be my torch-bearer, 

Jef. What, mufti hold a candle to my fhames* 
they in themfelues goodfooeh are too too light. 

Why, tis an office of difcouery loue, 
snd I fiiould be ohfcurd. 

Lor o So areyou fweet 

eucn in the louelv gnrniffi of a boy, but come at ©nee* 
for the clofe night doth play the runaway, \ • 

and wc are ftaid for at *Bajfamojr feaft. 

J*f I will make faft the doores & guild my felfo 
with fomc mo ducats, and be with you ftraight. 
gra. Now by my hoode a gentle, and no lew. 

Lor. Befhrowoie but! loue her hartilie, • 

Da, 
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The comical 

For flic is wife, if / can iudgeof her, 
and faire flic is,if that mine eyes be true, 
and true (he is, as (lie hath proou’d herfelfe : 

And therefore like herfelfe, wife, faire, and true, 

(hall flic be placed in my conflant foulc. Enter lejfica. 
What, art thou come, on gentleman, away, 
our masking mates by this time for vs (lay. 

Enter Anthonio. 

<tAn. VVhofe there? 

Cjra. Signior zsfnthonio i 

Anth. Fie, fie Gratiano, where are all the reft ? 

Tis nine a clockc, our friends all flay for you, 

No maske to night, the wind is come about 
Tajfamo prcfently will goe abor'd, 

I haue fent twentie out to fcekc for you. 

Gra. I am glad ont, I defire no more delight 
then to be vnderfiiile, and gone to night. Exeunt, 
Enter Portia with Morrocho and both 
theyr traines. 

‘Tor. Goe, draw afide the curtaines and difcouer 
the feuerall caskets to this noble Prince : 

Now make your choyfe. 

Mor. This firft of gold, who this infcription bearcs. 
Who choofeth me, (hall gaine what many men dcfirc. 
The fecond filuer, which this promife carries, 

Who choofeth me, (hall get as much as he deferues. 
This third, dull lead, with warning all as blunt. 

Who choofeth me, muft giue and hazard all he hath. 
How (hall I know if I doe choofe the right ? 

Por. The one of them containes my picture Prince, 
if you choofo that, then J am yours withall. 

CMor. Some God direct my iudgement, let me fee, 

I willfuruay th’infcriptions, back againc, 

What (aies this leaden casket ? 

Who choofeth me, muft giue and hazard all he hath, 
Muft giue, for what ? for lead, hazard for lead ? 

This casket threatens men that hazard all 
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doe it in hope of faire aduantages; 

A -olden minde ftoopes not to (howes of drolle, 
Ilc°hen nor giue nor hazard ought for lead. 

What fayes the filuer with her virgin hue . 

Who choofeth me, lhal get as much as he deferues. 
As much as he deferues, paufe there UWorocho, 
and weigh thy valew with an euen hand, 

If thou beeft rated by thy eftimation 
thou dooft deferue enough, and yet enough 
May not extend fo farre as to the Ladie i 
And yet to be afeard of my deferuing 
were but a weake difabling of my felfe. 

As much as / deferue, why thats the Ladie* 

) doe in birth deferue her, and in fortunes, 
iff»races, and in qualities of breeding : 
but more then thefe, in loue / doe deferue, 
what if / ftraid no farther, but chofe hcere ? 

•Lets fee once more this faying grau’d in gold : 

Who choofeth me (hall gaine what many men defire 
Why thats the Ladie, all the world defires her. 

From the foure corners of the earth they come 
to kiflfe this (hrine, this mortall breathing Saint. 

The Hircanion dcfert$,and thevaftie wildes 
Of wide Arabia are as throughfares now 
for Princes to come view fair e Portia. 

The waterie Kingdome, whole ambitious head 
Sptts in the face of heauen, is no barre 
To flop theforrainefpirits,but they come 
as ore a brooke to fee faire ‘Portia . 

One of thefe three containes her hcauenly piflure. 
/ft like that leade containes her, twere damnation 
to thinkc fo bale a thought, it were too grofle 
to ribb her fcrecloth in the obfeure graue. 

Or (hall I thinkc in filuer (bees immurd 
beeing tenne times vndervalewcd to tridc gold, 

O finful thought, neuerfo rich a It m 
was fet in worfe then gold. They hauc in England 

D3 * 
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The comcallHiftorie cf 
A coync that bearcs the figure ofan Angel) 
ftampt in gold, but thats infculpt vpon i 
But heere an Angell in a golden bed 
lies all within. Deliuer me the key : 
heere doc I choofe, and thriue I as I may. 

Ter. There take it Prince, and if my forme lie there 
thenT am yours? 

Afor. O hell ! what haue wee heare, a carrion death 
within whofc emptie eye there is a written fcroulc 
llereade the writing. 

tsdll that glitters is not gold* 

Often haue you heard that told* 

Many a man his life hath fold 
"But my outfide to behold \ 

Guilded timber doe rvormes infold : 

Had you beene as wife as bold \ 

Tomg in limbs , in uidgemenl old 5 
Tour amf were had not be one infer old, 
TareyctmclUyour ftUe is cold, 

Aior. Cold indeede and labour loft, 

Then farewell heate, and welcome froft % 

Tortia adiew, 1 ha,uc too greeu’d a hart 
To taken tedious leauc: thus looftrs part 

Tor. A gentle riddance, draw the curfaines, go. 

Let all of his complexion choofe me fo. £xem* 

Enter Salarino and Sclanio. 

Sal. Why map I law Taffanio vndcr fayie, 
with him is Gratiano gene along $ 
and in theyr flap I am fure Lorenzo is not. 

Sola. The villainc lew with outcries raifd the Duke, 
who went with him to fcarch Tajfamos fhip. 

Sal. He came too lafe, (he fhip was vnderfaile, 

But there the Duke was giuen to vnderfiand 
that in a Gondylo were feene together 
Loretizo and his amorous lejfica. 

Bcfides, ustfmhonio certified the Duke 
they were not with Tsatfamo jn his fhip. 
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Sol. 1 neuer heard apafsion foconhifd. 

So Hrangc, outragious, and fo variable 
as the dogge lew did vtter in the Hrects, 

Mv daughter, 6 my ducats, o my daughter, 

Fled with a ChriHian, 6 my ChriHian ducats, 

Iufiicc, the law, my ducats, and my daughter, 

A fealed hag, two fealed bags of ducats 

of double ducats, Holne from me by my daughter, 
and lewek two Hones, two rich and precious Hones, 
Stolne by my daughter : iullicc, find the girle, 

Ihee hath the Hones vpon her, and- the ducats. 

Sal. Why all the boves in Venice follow him, 
crying nis Hones, his daughter, and his ducats. 

Sola. Let good Antbomo lookc he kcepe his day 
or he fhalt pay for this. 

Sal. Marry well remembred, 

I veafond with a Frenchman y eflerday, 
who told me, in the narrow feas that part 
the French and Engiifh, there mifcaricci 
a velTell of our country richly fraught? 

I thought vpon Aatbonio when he told me, 
and wifht in filencc that it were not his. 

Sol. You were beH to tell Antbomo what you hearc, 
Y et doe not fuddainelv, for it may greeue him. 

Sal. A kinder gentleman treades not the earth, 

I faw Baffanio and vA'nthonio part, 
r Ba(fanio told him he would make fome fpeede 
of his rcturnc : he aunfwered, doe not fo, 

Humber not bu fines for my fake 'Bajfamo,. 
but Hay the very riping of the time, 
and tor the /ewes bond which he hath ofme 
let it not enter in your minde of loue : 
be merry, and imploy your cheefefl thoughts 
to com tfiiip, and fuch faire oHents ofloue 
as fhall conucniently become you there. 

And euen there his eye being big with teares, 
turning his face, he put his hand behind him, 
andwith affe&ion wondrous fencible. 







i ne cormcau Histone of 

He wrung Pafamshand, and Co they parted. 

Sol. I i hinke hce onely loues the world for him, 
I pray thee let vs goe and finde him out 
and quicken his embraced heauines 



with fome delight or other 
Sal. Docwefo. 



Exetnt t. 



Enter T^errijfa and a Seruiture. 

Ner. Quick, quick / pray thee, draw the curtain ftraif, 
The Prince of Atragon hath tane his oath, 
and comes to his election prcfently. 

Enter eArrogon, his trayne, and Portia. 
‘Tor. Behold, t here Ban d the caskets noble Prince, 
vf you choofe that wherein I am containd 
ilraight fhall our nuptiall rights be folemniz’d s 
but ifyou fade, without more fpcech my Lord 
you mull be gone from hence immediatly. 

tArra. I am enioynd by oath to obferuc three things, 
Firft, neuer to vnfold to any one 
which casket twas I chofe ; next, if I faiie 
of the right casket, neuer in my life 
to wooe a tnaide in way of marriage t 
laftly, if/doe faiie in fortune of my choyfe, 
immediatly to leaueyou, and begone. 

Tor. To thefe iniunftions euery one doth lweare 
that comes to hazard for my worthleflefelfe. 

<tArr. And fo haue I addrefl: me, fortune now 
To my harts hope : gold, filuer, and bafe lead. 

Who choofcth me, muff giue and hazard all he hath. 
You fhall looke fairer ere I giue or hazard. 

What faies the golden cheft, ha, let me fee. 

Who choofcth me, fhall game what many men defire, 
What many men defire,that many may be meant 
by the foole multitude that choofe by fhow; 
not learning more then the fond eye doth teach, 
which pries not to thintcriour, but like the Martlet 



builds 
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Builds, in the weather on the outward wall, 

Euen in the force and rode of cafualty. 

/ will not choofe what many men defire, 

Bccaufe I will not iumpe with common fpirits, 

And ranke me with the barbarous multitudes. 

Why then to thee thou filuer treafure houfe, 

Tell me once more what title thou dooft bcare ; 

Who choofeth me fhall get as much as he deferues, 

And well fayde to 5 for who fhall goe about 
To cofcn Fortune, and be honourable 
without the ftampe of merrit, let noneprefumc 
To wcare an vndeferued dignity : 

0 that eflates, degrees, and offices, 
were not deriu’d corruptly, and that cleare honour 
were purchafl by the merrit of the wearer, 

How many then fhould couer that Band bare? 

. - How many be commaunded that commaund ? 

How much low peafantry would then be gleaned 
From the true feede of honour ? and how much honour 
Pickt from the chaft and ruin of the times. 

To be new varnift 5 well but to my choife. 

Who choofeth me fhall get as much as he deferues, 

1 will afTume defert; giue me a key for this. 

And inflantly vnlockc my fortunes hecre. 

Portia. Too long a paufe for that which you finde there. 
sArrag. What’s heere, the pourfrait of a blinking idiot 
Prefenting me a ffiedule, I will reade it : 

How much vnlike art thou to Tor tin ? 

How much vnlike my hopes and my deferuings. 

Who choofeth me, fhall haue as much as he deferues ? 

Did I deferue no more then afoolcs head. 

Is that my prize, are my deferts no better ? 

Tortia. T o offend and iudge are diftinft offices. 

And of oppofed natures. 
eArrag. What is hecre? 

The fierfeauen times tried this, 

Semen times tried that mdement is, 

£• That 

. . *c. • ; :_v .•— ... ... \__ • x- > ■ ,. ^ 
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That did neuer choofe amis. 

Some there be that fhadowes hiy* 

• Such haue but a fbadowes bli$ : 

There befooles dime Iwts 

Stluerd ore, and Jo was tht *, l 

T ake what wife you will to bed \ 

f will euer be your head : 

So be gone y y oh are fped . 

e Arrag. Still more foole I fhall appears 
By the time I linger heere, 

With one fooles head 1 came to woo> 

But I goe away with two. 

Sweet adiew, ile keepe my oath* 

Pacicntly to beare my wroath. 

4 Portia . Thus hath the candle fingd the moath % 
O thefe delihcrate fooles when they doe choofe. 
They haue the wifedome by their wit to loofe. 

Nerrijf. The auncient faying is no herifie*. 
Hanging and. wiuing goes by deftinie. 

Portia . Come draw the curtaine Nerrijfa, 

Enter LMeJJenger. 

CMeJf. Where is my Lady. 

* Tortia . Hcerc, what would my Lord ? 

Afejf. Madame, there is a-lighted at your gate 
A young Venetian, one that comes before 
To fignifie th’approching of his Lord, 

From whom he bringeth fenfibleregrectsj 
To wit, (befides commends and curtious breath) 
Gifts of rich valiew y yet I haue not feene 
So likely an EmbafTadorofloue. 

A day in Aprill neuer came fofweetc 
To fhow how.eoRly Sommer was at hand; 

As thisforc-fpurrer comes before his Lord. 

Portia. No more I pray thee, I am balfe a-feard 
Thou wilt fay anone he is feme kin to thee, 
Thoa/pendft fuch high day wit in prayfmg him : 
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Come come 7<ierryjfa, for I long to fee 
Quick Cupids Pod that comes fo mannerly. 

JSerrjJ SBajfamo Lord, loue if thy will it be. Exeunt. 

Solanio and S alarino . 

Solanio. Now what newes on the Ryalfo ? 

Salari. Why yet it hues there vnchcckt.that Antbomo hath a (nip 
of rich lading wrackt on the narrow Seas; the Goodwins 1 thinke 
thev call the place, a very dangerous flat, and fatall, wheie the car- 
cades of many a tall (hip lie buried, as they fay, if my goffip report 
be an honed woman of her word. 

Solanio. I would (he were as lying a goflip in that, as euer knapt 
Ginger, or made her neighbours beleeuc (he w'ept for the death of 
a third husband: but it is true, without any flips of prolixity, or 
croffing the plaine high way of talke , that the good Antbonio, the 
hon edtUnthomo ; 6 that /had a ty tie good enough to keepe his 
name company. 

" Sa!an. Come, the full flop. 

Solanio. Ha, what fayed thou,wliy the end is, he bath loft a (hip. 

Salari. I would it might proue the end of his lodes. 

Solanio. Let me fav amen betimes, lead; the deuil erode my prai- 
er,for heere hecomesin thclikenesofa /ewe. How now Shylocke, 
what newes among the Merchants ! Enter Shylocke. 

Shy. You knew, none fo well, none fo well as you, of my daugh- 
ters flight. ' 

Salari. Thats certaine,/ for my part knew the Taylor that made 
the wings (he flew vvithall. 

Sc An. And Shylocke for his own part knew the bird was flidge, 
and then it is the complexion of them all to leaue the dam. 

Shy. She is damndforit. 

Safari. Thats certaine, if the deuill may be her Iudge. 

Sky. Mv owne flefh and blood to rebell. ' , 

Sola. Out vpon it old carrion, rebels it at thefe yecres. 

S by. I fay my daughter is my flefh and my blood. 

Salari. There is more difference betweene thy flefli and hers, 
then bet wcene^ct and uorie, more betweene your bloods, then 
there is betweene red wine and rennifh : but tell vs, doc you hcare 
Whether Antbonio bauc had any lode at fea or no? 

E a Shy. There 
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Shy. There I haue another bad match, a bankrout, a prodigall, 
who dare fcarce ffiewe his head on the Ryalto , a begger that was 
vfd to come fo fmug vpon the Mart : let him lookefo his bond, 
he was wont to call me vfurer, let him lookc to his bond, bee was 
wont to lende money for a Chriftian curfie , let him.looke to his 
bond. 

Sal an. Why I am fure if he forfaite,thou wilt not take his flefh, 
what’s that good for 3 

Shyl. To baite fifli witli all, if it will feede nothing elfe , it will 
feede my reuenge*, hee hath difgrac’d me. and hindred me halfe a 
million, laught at my lolles, mockt at my gaines, feorned my Na- 
tion, thwarted my bargaines, cooled my friends, heated mine ene- 
mies, and whats his reafon, I am a Iewe : Hath not a Tcwe eyes, 
hath not a Iewe hands, organs, dementions, fences, affeflions, paf- 
fions, fed with the fame foodc, hurt with the lame weapons, fub- 
iett to the fame difeafes, healed by the fame meanes, warmed and 
cooled by the fame Winter and Sommer as a Chriftian is : if you 
pnckevsdoewenotblcede, if you tickle vs doc wee not laugh, if 
you poyfon vs doe wee not die, and if you wrong vs fhall wee not 
relienge,if we are like you in the re If we will referable you in that. 
Ifa Iewe wrong a Chriftian, wliatishis humillity, reuenge 3 If a 
C hriftian w'rong a Iewe, what ftiould his fufferance be bv Chrifti- 
an example, why reuenge 3 The villanie you teach me 1 will exe- 
cute, and it fhall goe hard but I will better the inftru&ion. 

Enter a mart from Anthonio. 

Gentlemen, my roaifter Anthonio is at hishoufe, and defires to 
fpeake with you both. 

S alert. We haue beene vp and downc to fccke him. 

Enter Tubal!. 

So/anto. Hcere comes another of the Tribe, a third cannot bee 
snatcht, vhlefle the deuill himfelfc turne Iewe. Exeunt Gentlemen. 

Enter Tuball. 

Shy. Hownow Tuball , what nevyes from Gcnowa, haft thou 
found my daughter 3 

Tuball. I often came where I did hearc ofhcr, but cannot find* 
her,. 

' Shy. 
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-ft- 

on lofle, the theefc gonewith fo much, and fo but 
theefe, and no fatisfaflion, no reuenge, nor no 11 luck* Ihirmg bu 
what lights a my fhoulders, no fighs but a my breathing, no teams 

^rS^esfother men haue ill lucke to-, Anthonio as I heard 
in Genowa ? 

Shy. What, what, what, ill lucke, ill lucke. .. 

Tuball. Hath an Argofiecaft away comming from inpoiis. 
Shy. I thank God,/ thank God, is it true, is it tiue. 

-* Tuball. /fpoke with fome of the Savlers that efcaped the wrack. 
Shy. I thank thee good T ttball, good newes,good newes : ha ha, 

heere in Gcnowa. . , 

Tuball. Your daughter fpent in Genowa, as I heard, onenignt 

fourefcore ducats. „ ., 

Shy. Thou ftickfta dagger in me, I fhall ncuer fee my gold a- 
oaine. foure fcorc ducats at a fitting, foure fcore ducats. 

° Tuball. There came diuers of * Anthonies creditors in my com- 
. pany to Venice, that fweare. he cannot choofe but breake. 

Shy. I am very glad ofit, lie plague him , lie torture him, 7am 
glad ofit. 

Tuball. One of them fhewed mee a ring that hec bad of your 
daughter for a Monky. 

Shy. Out vpon her, thou tortured vnecTuball, it was my Tur- 
kies, lhad it of Leah when I was* Batcbeler: I would not haue 
giuen it for a Wildernes of Monkies. - -•;> 

Tuball. But tsfnbhonio is certainly vndone. 

Shy. Nay, that’s true, that’s very true, goc Tuball fee me an Offi- 
cer, befpeake him a fortnight before, 1 will haue the hart of him if 
heforfeite, for were he out of Venice I can make what merchan- 
dize Iwill : goc Tuball, and meete meat our Sinagogue, goc good 

E 3 Tubal 7, 
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Tuball, at our Sinagogue T uktll. > Exeunt, 

Enter Bajftnio, * Fortin , (jrntitmt, And ail 
their trayxes. 

Portia, I pray you tarry, paufe a day or two 
Beforeyou hazard, for in choofing wrong 
/loofe your companic } therefore forbeare a while, 
Theresfomething tells me (butitisnotloue) 

I would not looleyou, and you know your felfe, 

Hate counfailes not in fuch a quallity 5 
But leaftyou fliould not vnderrtand me well. 

And yet a may den hath no tongue, but thought, 

/ would detaineyouheere foine moneth or two 
before you venture for me. I could teach you 
how to choofe right, but then I am forlwornc. 

So will I ncuer be,fo may you mifle me, 

But ifyou doe, youlc make me wifh a finne. 

That I had beene forfworne : Bcfhrow your eyes, 

They haue ore-lookt me and dcuided me, 

One halfc of me is yours, the other halfe yours, 

Minp owne I would fay : but if mine then yours, 

And fo ail yours •, 6 1 hefc naughty times 

puts barres betweenc the owners and their rights 

And fo though yours, not vours, (prouc it fo) 

Let Fortune goc to hell for it, not I. 

I fpeakotoofong, buttis to peize the time. 

To cch if, and to draw it oue in length, 

T 0 ftav you from election. ^ 

Tajf. Let me choofe. 

For as / am, ] hue vpon the racke. 

'Tor. Vpon the racke Bafptnio, then confefle 
what treafon there is mingled with your loue. 

Stiff. None but that vglytreafon of miftruft, t 

which makes me fearc th’inioying of my Loue, 

There may as well be amity and life 
Tweenefnow and fire, as treafoti and my loue. 

Por. I but I fearc you fpeake vpon the racke 
where men enforced doefpeake any thing. 
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Bajf. Promife me life, and ile confefle the truth, 
Portia. Well then, confefle and liue. 

Bajf. Confefle and loue 
had beene the very fum of my confeffion : 

O happy torment, when my torturer 
doth teach me aunfweres for deliuerance : 

But let me to my fortune and the caskets. 

Portia. Away then, I am locktin one ofthem, 
Ifyou doe loue me, you will finde me out. 

Nerryjfa and the reft, ftandali aloofe. 

Let mufique found while he doth make his choyfc. 
Then if he loofe he makesa Swan-likd end. 

Fading in mufique. That the comparifon 
may ftand more proper, my eye fhallbc the ftreame 
and watry death-bed for him : he may win. 

And what is mufique than ? Than mufiqae is 
■men as the flourifh, when true fubiefts bowe 
to a new crowned Monarch : Such it is. 

As are thofc dulcet foundsin breake of day, 

That crccpc into the dreaming bridc-groomes earc ; 
And fummon hitn to marriage. Now he goes 
with no lefle pretence, but with much more loue 
Then young Alcidcs, when he did redeeme 
The virginc tribute, payed by howling Troy 
To the Sca-monfter : I ftand for facrificc. 

The reft aloofe arc the Dardanian vviucs: 

With blearid vilages come forth to view 
Theiffucofth’cxploit: Goc Hercules, 

Liue thou, I liuc with much much more difinay, 

I view the fight, then thou that mak’ft the fray. 

■ Song the whilst Bajfamo comments on the caskets 

to himfelfe. 



T ell me where is f ancle bred. 
Or in the hart , or in the head,. 
How begot, how nostrijbed ? 



Tfeplie, rep lie. 
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* -77 7'he com call ffitforie of 

Jtii engendredin the eye, ' 

With gating fed, and Fancie dies: 
fti the cradle where it lies 
J et vs all ring Fancies knell. 

lie begin it. 

‘Ding, dong, bell. 

All. Ding, dong, bell. 

'Bajf. So may the outward fhowes be lead thcmfclucs, 
The world is {fill deceau’d with ornament 
Ini ,aw, what plea fo tainted and corrupt, 

But being feafon’d with a gracious voyce, 

Obfcures the (how of euill. In religion 
What damned error but fomc fober brow 
vvill blefle it, and approue it with a text. 

Hiding the grofnes with faire ornament : 

There is no voyce fo fimple, but affumes 
Some tnarkcofvertue on his outward parts ; 

How many cowards whole harts are all as falle 
As (layers offand, wearc yet vpon their chins 
The beards of Hercules and frowning CMars, 
vvho inward fearcht, haue lyuers white as railke, 
AndtheCe aflTume but valours excrement 
To render them redoubted. Looke on beauty, 

And you ("hall fee tis purchafl by the weight, 
vvhich therein works a miracle in nature, 

Making them lighted that wearc mod ofit : 

- So are thofc crifpcd (haky golden locks 
which maketh fuch wanton gambols with the wind 
V pon fuppofed fairenes, often knownc 
To be the dowry of a fecond head; 

The fcull that bred them in the Sepulcher. 

Thus ornament is but the guiled (hore 
To a rood dangerous fea : the beautious Icarfe 
vailing an Indian beauty ■, In a word, 

The feeming truth w'hich cunning times put on 
T o intrap the wifed. Therefore then thou gaudy gold, 
Hardfoodfor (JHidas, I willnone of thee, 

• it . ' 
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Nor 
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Nor none of thee thou pale and common drudge 
tweene man and man : but thou, thou meager lead 
vvhich rather threatend then dod promife ought, 
thy palenes moues me more then eloquence, 
and heere choofe I, ioy be the confequence. 

‘Dor. How all the other paffions fleet to ayre, 

As doubtfull thoughts, andjafh imbrac’d defpaire i 
And (hyddring feare, and greene-eyed iealoufie. 

0 loue be moderate, allay thy extafie, 

In roeafure raine thy ioy, (cant this cxcefle, 

1 feele too much thy bleffing, make it lefle 
for feare /furfeit, 

Baf What fin del heere? 

Faire Tortias counterfeit. What demy God 
hath come fo neere creation i moue thefe eyes J 
Or whither riding on the balls of mine 
^ feemc they in motion ? Heere are fcuerdlips 
patted with (liget breath, fo fweet a barre 
(hould (under fuch (weet friends: heere in her haices 
the Payneer places the Spydcr, arid hath yvouen 
$ golden meih ty ntrap the harts of men 
fader then gnats in cobwebs, but her eyes 
how could he fee to doe them l hauing made one, 
me thinkes it (hould haue power to deale both his 
and leauc it fclfe vnfurnifht t Y ct looke how (arre 
the fubftance of my praife doth wrong this fhadow 
in vnderpryfing it, fo farre this (hadow 
doth limpe behind the (iibdance. Hcercs thcfcroule* 
ihe continent and fummarie of my fortune. 

You that'choofi not by the view 
Chamceasfaire, and choofe as true; 

Since this fortune falls to you, 

He content, andfeeke no new. 

If you be well pleafd with this , 
md holdyour fortune for your blip, 

Turns yon where your Lady is, 
tsfnd claims her with a lotsing kfs. 






The comicaliHiHone of 

A gentle feroute : Fairs Lady, by your leaue, 

1 come bv note to giue, and to receaue. 

Like one of two contending in a prize 
That thinks he hath done well in peoples eyes : 
Hearins; applaufe and vniuetfall Ihoute, 

Giddy fn fpirU, frill gazing in a doubt 
whether thofe peales of praife be his or no, 

So thrice faire Lady fland I cuen fo, 

As doubtfull whether what 1 lee be true, 

Yntill confirmd, fignd, ratified by you. 

Tor. You fee me Lord Baffanio where I ffond, 
fuch as I am *, though for my. felfe alone 
I would not be ambitious in my with 
to with my felfe much better, yet for you, 

I would be trebled twcntic times my felfe, 
a thoufand times more faire, tenne thoufand times 
more rich, that onely to (land high in your account, 

I might in verrues, beauties, liuings, friends 
exceede account : but the full fumme of me 
is fume of fomething : vv hich to termc in grofle, 
is an vnlefTond girle, vnfchoold, vnpraftized, 
happy in this, fhe is not yet fo old 
but fhe may lcarne : happier then this, 
fhee is not bred fo dull but fhe can lcarne J 
happieft of all, is that her gentle fpirit 
commits it felfe to yours to be directed, 
as from her Lord, her gouernour, her King. . 

My felfe, and what is mine, to you and yours 
is now conuerted. But now I was the Lord 
of this faire manfion, maifter of my feruants, *■ 
Queene ore my felfe : and cuen now, but now, 
this houle, thefe feruaunts, and this fame my felfe 
arc yours, my Lords, I giue them with this ring, 
which when you part from, loofc, or gipe away, 
let it prefage the ruine of your louc, 
and be my vantage to exclaime on you. 

Taftl Maddam, you haue bereft me of all words, 



the Merchant of Venice. 

onely any blood fpeakes to you in my vaines, 
and there is fuch confufion in my powers, 
as after fome oration fairely fpoke 
by a beloued Prince, there doth appeare 
among the buzzing pleated multitude. 

Where eucry fomthing beeing blent together, 
turnes to a wild ofnothing.faue ofioy 
exprefl, and not exprefl : but when this ring 
parts from this finger, then parts life from hence, 

6 then be bold to fay Taj famos dead. 

Ner, My Lord and Lady, it is now our time 
that haue floode by and fecneour wifhes profper, 
to cry good ioy.good ioymy Lord and Lady. 

Gra. My Lord 'Bajfanio, and my gentle Lady, 

I wifh you all the ioy that you can with? 
for I am furc you can wifh none from me : 
and when your honours meane to folemnize 
the bargain? of your fay th : I doe befcech you 
men at that time I may be married to. 

Bajf. With all my hart, fo thou canfl get a wife. 

Gra, I thankc your Lord/hip, you haue got me one. 
My eyes my Lord can looke as fwiftas yours : 
you faw the milfres, I beheld the mayd s 
You lou’d, /lou’d for interiniflion, 

Ho tnorc pertaines to me my lord then you 5 
your fortune flood vpon the caskets there, 
and fo did mine to as the matter falls : 

for wooing heere vntill /fwet againe, 

and (wearing till my very rough was dry 
with oathes of loue.at laft, ifpromife laft 
X ^t a promife of this faire one heere 
to haue her buc : prouided that your fortune 
atchm d her miflrcs. 

Tor, Is this true ftterriflk f 
N or. Maddam it is, fo you 
Taf And doe you gratiano 
Gra, Yes faith my Lord, 

F 
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i be comuiiatnorte oj 

Bait Ourfeaft (halbe much honored in your manage. 

Gra. Wcle play with them the firft boy for a thouland ducats, 

‘Ner. What and flake downe? , 

Gra. No, wc (hall nerc win at that fport and flake downe. 
But who comes heere ? Lorenzo and his infidell ? 
what, and my old Venecian friend Salerio l 

Enter Lorenzo, Jejfica, and Salerio a meflengei 
from Venice. 

*Baffa. Lorenzo and Salerio, welcome hether, 
if that the youth of my newc intrefl heere 
haue power to bid you welcome : by your leauc 
1 bid my very friends and countrymen 
fweet Portia welcome. 

Par. So doc I my Lord, they arc intircly welcome. 

Lor, lthanke your honour, for my part my Lord 
my purpofe was not to haue feene you heere, 
but meeting with Salerio by the way 
he did intreate me part all faying nay 
to come with him along. 

Sal. I did my Lord, 

and I haue reafon for it, Signior Anthonio 
commends him to you. 

Bajf. Ere I ope his Letter 
I pray you tell me how my good friend doth. 

Sal. " Not ficke my Lord, vnlefle it be in mind, 
nor well, vnlefTe in mind : his letter there 
vvill fhow you his eftate. open the letter . 

gra. Nerrijfa, cheere yond ftrangcr,bid her welcom. 
Your hand Salerio, what’s the newes from Venice ? 

How doth that royall Merchant good Anthonio ? 

3 know he will be glad of our fuccefle. 

We are the lafons, we haue woije the fleece. 

Sal. I would you had won the fleece that he hath loft. 

Tor. There are fome (hrowd contents in yond lame paper 
That fteales the colour from Bajfanios cheekc. 

Some deere friend dead, elfe nothing in the world 
could turnc fo much the conftitution 
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the Merchant of Venice, 
of any conftant man : what worfe and worfe i 
With leaue Baffanio I am halfe your felfe, 
and I muft freely haue the halfe of any thing 
that this fame paper brings you. 

Bajf, O fweete Tortia, 
heere are a few of the vnplcafant’ft words 
that euer blotted paper. Gentle Lady 
when I did firft impart my loue to you, 

I freely told you all the wealth I had 

rannein my vaines, I was a gentleman, 

and then /told you true : and yet deere Lady 

rating my felfe at nothing, you lhall fee 

how much / was a Braggart, when I told you 

my ftate was nothing, 1 fhould then haue told you 

that /was worfe then nothings for indeedc 

I haue ingag’d my felfe to a deere friend, 

ingag’d my friend to his meere enemie 

to feede my meanes. Heere is a letter Lady, 

the paper as the body of my friend, 

and euery word in it a gaping wound 

ifluing life blood. But is it true Salerio 

hath all his ventures faild, what not one hit, 

from Tripolis,from Mexico and England, 

from Lisbon, Barbary, and /ndia, 

and not one veflell (cape the dreadfull touch 

of Merchant-marring rocks ? 

Sal. Not one my Lord. 

' Befides, it fhould appeare, that if he had 
the prefent money to difeharge the lew, 
hee would not take it : neuer did / know 
a creature that did beare the fhape of man 
fo kecneand greedie to confound a man. 

He plyes the Duke at morning and at night, 
and doth impeach the freedome of the ftate 
if they deny him iuftice. Twentie Merchants, 
the Duke himfelfe, and the Magnificoes 
ofgreateft port haue all perfwaded with him, 
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The comtcAii titnorte of 

but none can driue him from the enuious plea 
of forfaiture, of suffice, and his bond* 
leffi.' When I was yvith him, 1 haue heard him iweat€ 
to Taball and to C hu, his country. men, 
that he would rather haue xAnthonios flefb 
then twentie times the value of the fumme 
that he did owehim s and 1 know my lord, 
if law, authoritie, and power denic not, 
it will goe hard with poorc xAnthonio. 

Tor. Is it your decrc friend that is thus in trouble ? 

Bajf: Thcdeereft friend to me, the kindeft man, 
the beft conditiond ancf vnwearied fpirit 
in dooingcurtcfies : and one in whom 
the auncient Romaine honour more appcarcs . 
then any that drawes breath in /talie, 
p 0 r. What fumme owes he the lew 3 
Pair. For me three thoufand ducats. 

Tor. What no more, pay him fix thoufand, & deface the bond; 
double Hxe thoufand,and then treble that, 
before a friend of this difeription 
fhall lpfe a hairc through Baflkms fault, 
jirft goc with me to Church, and call me wife, 

and then away to Venice to your friend; ,, 
forneuer fhallyou lie by Pprtias fide 
with an vilqutet fotiltf. bn fhalLkauc gold . 
to pay the petty debt twenty times ouer. 

When it is payd, bring your true friend along, 
my may d Nemjfa, anc! my felfe meane time 
will liue as maydes and widdewes* come away, 
for you (hall hence vpon your wedding day ; 
bid your freends welcome, fhow a merry cheerc, 
fince you are deere bought, I will loue you dee re. 

But let me heare the letter of your friend. 

Sweet Raflanio , my Jbips haue all ntifearied , my Creditors grows 
cruelly my eUate ii very low, my bond to tne lews is forfait t , and face its 
payine it, it is impofsibic 1 fhould hue, alldtbtt arecleerd between yen 
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and nf I might but fee you at my death : mtmhttatu&ngvfi your plea* 
Jure, if your loue do not perjwade you to come , let not my letter . 

Tor. O loue ! difpatch all bufines and be gone. 

Baff. Since /haue your good leauc to goe away, 

I will make haft 5 but till I come againe, 
no bed fhall ere be guiltie of my ftay, 
nor reft be interpofer twixt vs twainc. 

Exeunt, 

Enter the lew, and Salerio, and xAnthonh, 
and the laylor. 

lew. laylor, looke to him, tell not me of mercie, 
this is the foole that lent out money gratis. 

Jaylor, looke to him. 

*A»t. Heare me yet good Shylock. 

lew. lie haue my bond, fpeake not againft my bond, 

1 haue fworne an oath, that I will haue my bond s 
thou call’dft me dogge before thou hadft a caufc, 
but fince I am a dog, beware my phanges, 
the Duke fhall graunt me iufticc, /do wonder 
thou naughtie /aylor that thou artfo fond 
to come abroade with him at his requeft. 
xAn. I pray thee heare me fpeake. 
lew. lie haue my bond. I will not heare thee fpeake, 

He haue my bond, and therefore fpeake no more, 
lie not be made a foft and dull eyde fbole, 
to fhake the head, relent, and figh, and yecld 
to chriftian interceflcrs : follow not. 

He haue no Ipeaking, / will haue my bond. 

Sol. It is the mod impenitrablc currc 
that euer kept with men. 
tAn. Let him alone. 

He follow him no more with bootlcffe prayers, 

he* 





TVe ccmicAllHMoYie of ' 
kcs my life, his reafon well / know.* 
j on dcimerd From his forfeytures 
many that haue at times made mone to me, 
therefore he hates me. 
ixtl. I am fare the Duke will ncuer grant 
this forfaiture to hold. 

The Duke cannot denie the courfc of law t 
for the commoditie that ftrangers haue 
with vs in Venice, it it be denyed, 
will mqch impeach theiuftice of the Hate, 

fince that the trade and profit of the citty } 

confiftfth of all Nations. Therefore goe, 
thefe griefes and lofies haue fo bated me 
that /ihall hardly fparc a pound of fiefa 
to morrow, to my bloody Creditor. 

Well /aylor on., pray God Bajfamo come 
to fee me pay his debt, and then / care not. 2 tetmu 

Enter Portia , Nsrrijfa , L^ertKo, lejjica , and a 
man of Toniat. 

. Lor. Maddara, although 1 fpeake it in your prcfcnce, 
you haue a noble and a true conccitc 
of god-like aroitic, which appeares moft ftro ngly 
in bearing thus the abfence of your Lord. 

But if you knew to whom you fhow this honour 
how true a gentleman you fend relcefe, 
how decre alouer of my Lord your husband, 

! know you would be prouder of the worke 
then cuftomarie bountie can enforce you. 

'Per, I neuer did repent for dooing good, 
nor (hall not now s for in companions 
that doe conuerfc and waft the time together, 

' vvhofcfoules doe beare an cgall yoke ofloye, 
there muft be needes alike proportion 
oflyniamcnts, of manners, and offpirit $ 
which makes me thinke that this tAntkonk 
beeing the boforoe louer of my Lord, 
muft needes be like my Lord. If it be fo, 
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How little is the coft 1 haue beftowed 
in purchafing the femblance of my foule j 
Frriro out the ftate of hcllifii cruelty, 

This comes too neere the praifing ofmy (elfc, 

Tbcreforeoo more ofit ; hcere other things 
Lorenfo I commit info your hands, 

The husbandry and manna^e of my houfc, 

Vntill my Lords rpturnc s ror mine owne part 
I haue toward heauen breath’d a fecret vowe. 

To liuc in prayer and contemplation, 

Onclv attended by ?{errij[ahcets, 

Vntill her husband and my Lords returne, 

There is a Monaftry two miles off * 

And there wc will abide. I doe defire you . 
not to denie thissmpofition, 
the which my louc and fomc nccefficy 
.now Jayes vpon you. 

Lorenf. Madame, with all my hart, 

I (ball obey you in all faire commaunds. 

Per, My people doe already know my mind, 

And will acknowledge you a ndfefftca 
in place of Lord 2 fytjfamo and my felfe. 

So far you well til! we (hall raecte againe. 

Lor, Faire thoughts and happy houres attend on you, 
lejfi. 1 wifh your Ladifhip all harts content. 

Tor, I thank you for your wifh, and am well pleafd 
to wifh it back on you : far you well uffica, Sxtmt. 

Now Tialthafir, as I haue euer found thee honeft true, 

So fet me find thee fti!l : take this lame letter, 
and vfe thou all th'indeuour of a man. 

In fpeede to Mantua , fee thou render this 
into my cofin hands Doctor Te/ario, 

And looke what notes and garments he dotli giue thee, 
bring them /pray thee with imagin'd fpeede 
vnto the Trane£V, to the common Ferric 
which trades to Venice s waft no time in words 
but gefihee gone,! ihallbe there before thee. 

G. ' Balth*, 
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Sakha. Madam, 1 goe with all conuenient fpcede, 

Pont a Cbme on A enijfa, I haue vvorke in hand 
Thar you yet know not of J weele fee our husbands 
before they thinke of vs ? 

Nerriffa. Shall they fee vs ? 

Portia. They fliall T^ernjfa : but in fucb a habitc* 
that they fliall thinke wc are accoinplifhed 
with that we lacke $ He hold thee any wager 
when we are both accoutered like youngWn, 
ile proue the prettier fellow of the two, 
and weare my dagger with the brauer grace, 
and fpeake between e the change of man and boy, 

Tvirh a reede voycc, and furne two minfing fteps 
>nto a manly dridcs and fpeake offrayes 
like a fine bragging youth : and tell quaint lyes 
how honorable Ladiesfought my loue, 
which I denying, they fell ficke and dyed. 

I could not doe withall : then ile repent, 
and wifli for all that, that I had not killd them * 

And twenty of thefe punie lies ile tell, 
that men fliall fweare I haue difeominued fchoole 
abouc a twelue-moneth : I Haiic within my minde 
a tboufand raw tricks of thefe bragging lacks, 
which I willpraftife; 

Nemjf. Why, fliall we turne to meq ? 

Toma. Fie, what a queflion’s that, 
jfthou wert nere a lewd interpreter : 

But come, ile tell thee all my my whole deuicc 
when I am in nn- coach, which flayes for vs 

at the Parke gate •, and therefore halt away, 

for wc mull meafure twenty miles to day. Exeunt. 

L nt er Clowne and^ejjlca. 

i'lcvme. Yes truly, lor looke you, the finnes of the Father are to 
belaid vponthe children, therefore I promife you; Ifcareyou.I 
was alwaics plaine with you, and fo now I fpeake ir,v agitation of 
the matter: therefore be a good chere, for truly I thinke you are 
damnd, there is but one hope in it that can doe you any good, and 

that 
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that is but ak’mde of baflard hope neither. 

Jejjica. And what hope is that I pray thee ? 

Clotvne. Marry you may partly hope that your Father got you 
not, thftt you are not the Iewes daughter. 

'fcjftca. That were a kind of baflard hope in deeds, fo the finnes 
of my mother fhould be vifited vpon me. 

Qowne. Truly then I feare you are damnd both by father and 
mother; thus when I ftiun Seilla your father, 1 fall into Canbdts 
your mother •, well, you are gone both wayes. 

' lejftca. I foal! be fau'd by my husband, he hath made me a Chri- 
ftian ? / 

flomte. Truly the more to blame he, we were Chriftians enow 
before, in as many as could well liue one by another : this making 
of Chrj A ians will raife the price of Hogs.if we grow all to be pork 
eaters, we (hall not Ihortly haue a raflier on the coles for mony. 
Enter Lorenzo. 

Jejfi. lie tell my husband Lnuncelet what you (ay, here he come? 
Loren. I fliall grow icahous ofyou fhortly Launcelet, ifyou thus 
get my wife into corner s l 

'fejjtca. Nay, you ucede not feare vs Lorenzo, Launcelet and I arc 
out, he tells ir>e flatly' there's nomercy for mccin heauen, becaule 
lama Iewes daughter t and he fayes you arc no good member of 
the common- wealth, form conuerting Iewes to Chriftians, you 
raife the price ofporke. 

Loren. I fhall aunfwcrc that better to the common-wealth than 
you can the getting vp of the Negroes belly : the Moore is with 

.child by you Lemncelet! 

Clowns. It is much" that the Moore (hould be more then rea- 
fon : but iffhe be lefie then an honclf woman,ihe is indeede mote 
then I tooke her for, 

Loren. How euety foole can play vpon the word I thinke the 
'bell grace of wit will fliortly turne info filence, and difoourfe grow 
commendable in none onely butParrats: goc in firra , bid them 
prepare for dinner ? 

(lotsne. That is done fir, they haueallflomacks? 

Loren. Goodly Lord what a wit fnapper are you, than bid them 
prepare dinner ? 

G i- - Clcrtne, 
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Qowne. That is done to fir, onely coucr is the word. 

Loren. Will you coucr than fir 3 
Clowrte. Not Co fir neither, I know my duty. 

Loren . Yet more quarrelling with occafion, wilt thou fliewe 
the whole wealth of thy wit in an inftant; 1 pray thee vnderfland a 
plaine man in his plaine meaning: goe to thy fellowes, bid them 
couer the table, feme in the meate, and we will come in to dinner. 

(lorene. For the table fir, it (hall beferu’din, for the meate fir, it 
fliall be couerd, for your comming in to dinner fir, why let it be as 
humors and conceitcs (hail gouerne. Exit £ lowne. 

Loren. O dear e diferetion, how his words are futed. 

The foole hath planted in his memorie 
an Armie of good words, and I doe know 
a many fooles that fland in better place, 
garnilht like him, that for a trickfic word 
defic the matter : how cherfl thou lejftca. 

And npw good (vveet fay thy opinion, 

How dooft thou like the Lord Tajfanios wife ? 

* Jejji. Part all exprefling, it is very meetc 
the Lord T^ffamo hue an vpright life 
For hauing fuch a bleffing in bis Lady, 
he findes the ioyes ofheauen heere on earth, 

And ifon earth he doe not meane if, it 
in reafon he fhould neucr come to heauen ? 

Why, if- two Gods fhould play fome heaiienly match, 
and on the wager lay two cai thly women, 

And T ortU one : there muff be fomthing clfe 
paund with fhe-other, for the poore rude world 
hath not her fellow. 

Loren . Euen fuch a husband 
had thou of me, as fhe is for wife. 

.hjfi' Nay, but aske my opinion to of that ? 

Loren . < I will anone, fir ft let vs goe to dinner ? 

.leffi. Nay, let me praife you while J haue a llomack f 
7 oren ;. No P r ay thee, let it ferue for table tallce, 

I hen how fo mere thou fpeakft mong other things, 

I ihall difgeftiti, a 

leflT. 
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JeJJt. Well, ilefet you forth. f xtt - 

Enter the ‘Duke, the Magnificoes , Anthmo,BaJJamo> 
and Gratiano. 

Duke. What, is Anthomo heere i 

Antho. Ready, fopleafe your grace? 

Duke. I am forry for thee, thou art come to aunfwcre 
a ftonie aduerfarie, an inhumaine wretch, 
vncapable ofpitty, voyd, and empty 
from any dram of mercie. 

Antho. I haue heard 

our grace hath tane great paines to quallifie 
is rigorous courfe*, but fincc he ftands obdurate. 

And that no lawfull meanes can carry me 
out of his enuies reach, I doe oppofe 
my patience to his furie, and am armd 
to fuffer with a quietnes of fpirit, 
the very tiranny and rage of his. 

Duke. Goe one and call the lew into the Court. 

Salerio. He is ready at the dorc, he comes my Lord. 

■ £ nter Shylocke. 

Duke. Make roome,and let him fland before our face. 
Shylocke the world thinks, and I thinke fo to 
that thou but leaded this fafhion of thy mallice 
to the lafl houre of aft, and then tis thought 
thowlt (hew thy mercy and remorfe more ftrangc, 
than -is thy Orange apparant cruelty ; 
and where thou now exafts the penalty, 
which is a pound of this poore Merchants flefh, 
thou wilt not onely loofe the forfeiture, 
but toucht with humaine gentlcncsand louc: 

Forgiuc a moytie of the principal!, 
glauncing an eye ofpitty on his lodes 
that haue of late fohudled on his backe, 

Enow to prefle a royall Merchant downe } 

And pluck comiferation of this (fates 

from bra (lie bofomes and rough harts of flints, 

from ftubbome T urkes, and T arters neuer traind 

G3 



to 




The comical! Hiflorie of 9 

to offices of render curtcfie : 

We aii expeft a gcnrle aunfwcre lews ? 

ltroe. I haue poileft your grace ofwhat I purpofo, 
and by our holy Sabaoth haue I fwornc 
to haue the due and forfet of my bond, 
if you deny it, let the danger light 
vpon your charter and your Ciffies frecdome ? 

Y ouic aske me why I rather choofe to haue 
a weight of carrion flefh, then to rCceauc 
three thoufand ducats : lie not aunfwcr that J 
B u t fay it is my hu mour, is it aunfwerd ? 

\V hat if my houfo be troubled with a Rat, 
and 1 be pjcafd to giueten thou/and ducats 
to haue it baind ? what, are you aunfwerd yet J 
Some men there are loue.not a gapina; piggs J 
Some that arc mad if they behold a Cat i 
And others when the bagpipe lings itb nofc, 
cannot containc their vrine for affeftion. 
h4aifters ofpaflton fwayes it to the moode 
of what it likes or loathes, now for your aunflver s 
As there is no firme reafbn to be/endred 
why he cannot abide a gaping p'tggc 4 
why he a harmeleffo ncccflarie Cat ? 
why he a woollen bagpipe : but of force 
muft yceld to fuch in editable flsamc, 
as to offend himfeffc being offended > ■ 

So can I giue no reafon,nor I will not, 
more then a iodgd hate, and a ccrtaine loathing 
I beare vfntkmo, that / follow thus 
a loofing lute agatnlf him ? are you annfwercd 3 
Miijj. I nis is no aunfwcr thou vnfecling man, 
to exeufo the currant of thy cruelty } 

noc kound toplcafc thee with nwanfwers? 
yw* y? c Wen kill fhc things they doe not loue ? 

Aw. Hate* any man the thing he would not kill i 
ffajj. fcucrv oftcncc is not a hate at firfi ? 
hm ' wha * would!! thou haue a forpcnc Ring thee twice ? 






the Merchant of Venice, 
tsinth. I pray* you think you queflion with the /ewe, 
you may as well goe ftand vpon the Beach 
and bid the maine flood bate his vfuall height, 
you may as well vfo queflion with the Woolfe 
why he hath made the Ewe bleake for the Lambc.” 

You may as well forbid the mountainc of Pines 
to wag their high tops, and to make no noife 
when they arc fi etren with the gufts of heauen: 

You may as well doe any thing moft hard 
as fecke to /often that then which what’s harder : 
his /ewith hart ? therefore / doe befoechyou 
make no moc offers, vfe po farther meancs, 
but with all briefeand plainc conueniencie 
let me haue iudgement, and the /ewe his will ? • 

Ba[f. For thy three thoufand ducats heerc is'fixe ? 
levee, /feuery ducat in fixe thoufand ducats 
v vere in fixe parts, and euerv part a ducat, 

/would not draw them, / would haue my bond ? 

Duk. How /halt thou hope for mercy rendring none ? 

'I ewe. What judgment fliall /dread doing no wron»? 
you haue among yoiT many a purchafl flaue, 
which like your Afles, and your Dogs and Mules 
you vfe in abiefl and in flauilh parts, 
becaufe you bought them, fliall / fay to you, 
let them be free, marry them to your heircs ? 
why fweat they vnder burthens, let their beds 
be made as foft as yours, and let their pallats 
be foafond with fuch viands, you will aunfwcr 
the flaues are ours, fo doe I aunfwer you : 

The pound of flefh which / demaund of him 
is deerely bought, as mine and 1 will haue it : 
if you deny me, fie vpon your Law,. , 

there is no force in the decrees of V enice : 

1 ftand for iudgement, aunfwer, fliall I haue it ? 

YDuke. Vpon my power /may difinifle this Gourf, 
vnlefle Bellario a learned Doffor, 
whom 1 haue font for to determine this 
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me cmicau Hffimte oj 

Comehecretoday ? 

Sdtm. My Lord, hccrc ftayes without 
a meflenger with letters from the Doftor, 
new come from Padua J 
‘Duke. Bring vtthe letters ? call the Meflenger i 
'Baft. Good c nitre Anthonio > what man, courage yet t 
The lew ftrall haue my flefh,blood,boncs and ali, 
ere thou (halt loof c for me one drop of blood ? 

zAr.tho. /am a tainted weather of the flocks, 
meeteft for death, the weak eft kind offruite 
drops earlieft to the ground, and lb let sic? 

Y ou cannot better be imploy d Baftamo, 
then to hue ftill and write mine Epitaph ? 

Enter Nerrijja. 

Duke. Came you from Padua from Bt’dario ? 

Ner. From both? myL. Beltane greet c$ your grace ? 
‘Baft. Why dooft thou whet thy knife fo earneftly ? 
Iewe. To cutthe forfaiture from thatbankrout there? 
Gratia. Not on thy foule ; but or. thy foule harfh lew 
thou makft thy knife keene : but no metteli can, 
no, not the hangmans axe beare halfe the kceneneffc 
of thy lharpe enuie : can no prayers pearce thee ? 
lew. No, none that thou haft wit enough to make. 
Gratia* O be thou damnd, incxecrable dogge. 

And for thy life let iuftice be accufd 5 
Thou alraoft mak’ft me vvauer in my fait!i a 
to hold opinion with Pythagoras, 
that fouics of Animalls infufe themfelucs 
into the trunks of men ; Thy cumfh fpirit • 
gouernd a Woolfe, who hangd for huma’me daughter 
cuen from the gallowes did his fell foule fleets, 
and whiieft thou layeft in thy vnhallowed daroi 
infufd it felfe in thee .* for thy defires 
are woluifh, bloody, flam'd, and rauenous. _ 
lew. Tilt thou cinft rails the fealeftom off my bond. 
Thou but offend ft thy lungs to fpeake foloud : 

Rcpaire thy wit good youth, or it will fall 
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to clireleffe mine. 1 (land heere for law. 

<J)nke. This letter from Bellario doth commend 
a young and learned Doctor to our Court : 

Where is he? 

Ker. Heattendefh herehardby 
to know your aunfwer whether youie admit him. 

Duke. With all my hart : fome three or fourc of you 
goe giue him curteous conduft to this place, 
nieane time the Court (hall heare Bellarios letter. 

Your Grace fhall vnderftand , that at the receit of your letter I 
am very ficke, but in the inftant that your meflenger came, in lo- 
lling vifitation was with me a young Doctor of Rome, his name is 
Balthanerx /acquainted him with the caufe in cotrouerfic between 
the 7cw and Anthonio the Merchant , wee tumd ore many bookes 
together, hee is furniftied with my opinion , which bettered with 
his.ownc learning, the greatnes whereof I cannot enough com- 
mend, comes with him at my importunific , to fill vp your graces 
requeft in my ftead. /bcfeech you let his lacke of ycercs be no im- 
pediment to let him lacke a retierend eftimation, ror/neuer knew 
fo young a body with fo olde a head s I leauc him to your gracious 
scccptance, whole tryall fhall better publifh his commendation. 

Enter c Torrid for TSalthaa.fr, 

Duke. You h care the icarnd 'Bellario what he writes, 
and heere I take it is the do&or come. 

Giue me your hand, come you from old Bellario l 
Portia, f did my Lord. 

‘Duke, You are welcome, take your place t 
are you acquainted with the difference 
that holds thisprefent queftion in the Court. 

Bor. / am enformed throughly of the caufe, 
which is the Merchant here ? and which the 7ew? 

Duke, vtinthmo and old Shyloche , both fraud forth. 

Per. Is your name Shy locks t 
Jm. Shyhckeys rny name. 

Bor. Ofaftrange nature is the fufe you follow, 
in fuch rule, that the Venetian law 

H. 
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cannot impugne you as you doc proceed. 

•You ftand within his danger, doc you not. 

*s4n. I,fo he (ayes. 

Tor. Doe you confefTe the bond ? „ 

*sfn. Idoe. 

Tor. Then mud the /cw be mercifuil. 

Shy. On what compulfion mull I, tell me that. 

Por. The quahtie of mercie is not ftraind, 
it droppefh as the gentle rainefiom heaUen 
vpon the place beneath : it is tvvife bled, 
it blelleth him that giues, and him that fakes, 
tis mightied in the mightied, it becomes 
the throned Monarch better then his crowne. 

His (cepterfhowes the force of tcmporail power, 
the aitnbuf to awe and maieftic, 
wherein doth fit the dread and fe are of Kings r 
but mercie is aboue this (ceptred fway, 

« is enthroned in the harts of Kings, 

if is an attribut to God himfelfcj 

and earthly power doth then fhow liked gods 

when mercie feafons iulhce: therefore few, 

though iullicc be thy plea, confider this, 

that in the couife ofiudice, none of vs 

fihould fee faluation : vve doe pray for mercy, 

and that fame prayer, doth teach vs all to. render 

the deedes of mercie. I hauefpoke thus much 

to mittigate the iudice of thy pica, 

vvhich if thou follow, thjs drift Court of Venice 

mufl needes giue fentence gaind the Merchant there. 

Shy. My deeds vpon my head, I craue the law, 
the penalty and forfaitc of my bond. 

For. Is he'not able to difeharge the monev ? 

Taff. Y es, heere I tender it for him in the Court, 
yea, twife the fumme, if that will not fuffife, 

I will be bound to pay it ten times ore 
on forfait of my hands, my head, my hart, 
if this will not fuffife, it mudappeare 
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that malice bum downe truth. And /bcfecch you 
' vrred once the law to your authentic, 
io doe a great right, doe a little wrong, 

3 nd curb? this cruell deuill of his will. 

Por. h mud not be, there is no power in Venice 
gan altar a decree cdablilhed s 
twill be recorded fora precedent, 
and many an errour by the fame example 
syill rufij into the date, it cannot be. • ‘ 

S hy._ A Daniel! come to judgement t yea a DaniclL 
O wife young Judge how / doe honour thee. 

Per, ipray you let me looke vpon the bond. 

Shy, Heere tis mod reuerend doftor, here it is. 

Tor, Shylocks thcrei thrice thy money offred thee. 
Shy. An oath, an oath, I hauc an oath in heauen, 
ma\\ I lay penang vpon my foule ? 

Hot not for Venice, 

P or, VV hy this bond is forfait, 
and lawfully by this the lew may ciaime 
0 pound of fifth, to be by him cut off 
neered the Merchants hart s be merciful!, 
fake thrice thy money, bid me tme the bond. 

When it is payd, according to the tenure. 

It doth appears you are a worthy judge, 
you know the law, your expofifion 
hath beene mod found t /charge you by fhe law, 
y vhereor you arc a well deferuing pider, 

Braeeedc to Judgement 1 by my fouls I fweare, 
is no power in ffte tongue of man 
t& a, ter me, f day here on my Bond, 

M©ft hariftie / doe bcfecch the Court 
fejme the judgement, 

Per, Why than thus it w, 
you mud prepsreyour bofome for his knife, 
i hy ‘ 2 n °We/«dgc, 6 excellent young man, 

« */» 5nt «« and purpofeofthclaw 

nathfii)! to 
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which heere appeareth duevpon the bond. 

j eW . Tis very true : 6 wife and vpnght Judge, 
how much more elder art thou then thy lookes. 
for. Therefore lay bare your bofotne. 
few. I,his bread, 

fo fayes the bond, doth it not noble Judge ? 

Ncereft his hart, thofe arc the very words. 

For. It is fo,are there ballance here to weigh the fieth? 
Jew. 1 hauc them ready. 

Per. Haue by fome Surgion Shylocke on your charge, 
to flop his wounds, lead he doe bleede to death. 

Jew. Is it fo nominated in the bond? 

Tor. Itisnotfoexpred,butwhatofthat ? 

Twere <mod you doe fo much for charitie. 
jew. °i cannot finde it, tis not in the bond. 

Tor. You Merchant, haue you any thing to fay ? 
Ant. But little •, /am armd and well prepard, 
oiue me your hand Baffamo, far you well, stii 
greeue not that / am falne to this for you : d 

?or heerein Fortune fhowes her felfe more kind 
then is her cudome : it is dill bet. vfe 
to let the wretched man out-liue his wealth, ' 
to view with hollow eye and wrinckled brow 
an ao-e ofpouertie : from which lingring pennanec 
of fuch mifery doth (he cut me of. 

Commend me to your honourable wife, 
tell her the procede of Anthonios end, 
fay how I loud you, fpeake me faire in death : 
and when the tale is told, bid her be Judge 
whether Baflanio had not once a loue : 

Repent butyou thatyou fhall loofc your friend 
and he repents not that he pay es your debt. 

For if the It w doe cut but deepe enough, 

/le pay it indantly with all my hart. 

Taff. t^Anthonio, 1 am married to a wife 
which is as deere to me as life it felfe, 
but life it felfe, my wife, and all the world, 
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are not with me edeemd aboue thy life. 

1 would loofe all, I facrifize them all 

heere to this deuill, to deliueryou. f . 

For . Your wife would giue you little thankes tor ?»ia 
if file were by to heareyou make the offer. 

Gra. I haue a wife who / proted I loue, 

/would (he were in heauen, fo lhe could 
intreate fome power to change this currifh Tew. 

ft[er. Tis well you offer it behind her back, 

the wifh would make elfe an vnquiet houfe. 
lew. Thefe be the chridian husbands,/ haue a daughter 
would any ofthe docke of Barrabas 
had bcene her husband, rather then a Chridian. 

We trifle time, /pray thee purfuc fentcnce. 

Tor. A pound of that fame Merchants flefh is thine, 
the Court awards if, and the law doth giue it. 
few. Mod rightfull Iudge. 

Por. And you mud cut this flefh from off his bread, 
the law alowes it, and the court awards it. 
few. Mod learned Iudge, a fentcnce, come prepare. 
Tor. Tarry a little, there is fome thing elfe, 
this bond doth giue thee heere no iote of blood, 
the words exprefly are a pound of flefh : 
take then thy bond, take thou thy pound of flefh, 
but in the cutting it, if thou doofl fhed 
one drop of Chridian blood, thy lands and goods 
are by the lawes of V enice confifcate 
vnto the date of Venice. 

Gra. O vpright Iudge, ^ 

Markc lew, 6 learned /udge. 

Shy. Is that the law / 

Por. Thy felfe fhalt fee the Aft : 
for as thou vrgefl iuflicc, be affurd 
thou (halt haue iuflice more then thou defirft. 

Gra. O learned iudge, mark It w, a learned iudge. 
lew. I take this offer then, pay the bond thrice 
and let the Chridian goe. 

H. 3* 
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lor: Soft, the lew fbal haue all iufHcc/oft ne JiaH, 
he ftiall haue nothing but the penalty. 

(yra. O lew. an vprighc ludgc.a learned lodge, 
Per. - Therefore prepare thc<f o cut of the fie/h, 
Shed thou no blood, nor cut thou lefte nor mors 
but iuft a pound of ffefji : if thou fak’ft more 
or idle then a iuft pound, be it hue fb much 
as makes it light or heauy in the fubftanee, 
or the dcuifion of she twentith part 
of one poors fcruple, nay if the fcale doe turne 
but in the eftimation of a hayre, 
thou dyeft, and all thy goods are confifcate. 

Gra. A iecond Daniel], a Daniel] Ie'w, 
now infidel! /haucyouon the hip. 

Port Why doth the lew paufe, take thy forfeiture 
Shy. Gmc me my principal!, and let roe goe. 

Saij, I haueit ready for thee, here if is, 

Tor. Hee hath refufd it in the open Court, 
hcc iball haue mcercly iufticc and his bond. 

Gra. A Daniell Hill fay /, a fccond Daniel!, 

I thankc thee /ew for teaching me that word 
Sty. Shall / nor haue barely my principal! ? 

Per. Thou (halt haue nothing but the forfeiture 
to fee fo taken at thy pcrril! lew. 

Sty. Why then the deuiligiue him good ofkt 

lie (lay no longer queftien. 

Tar. Tarry lew', 

thdaw hath yet another hold on you. 

It is enacted in the lawes of Venice, 

- if it be proued a^ainf! an alien, 
that by dirc$, bfctndircft attempts 
hefeeke the life'efany Citffeen, 
the party gainftthe which he doth contriue, 
fliall feaze ope halfe his goods, the other halfe 
comes to the priuie coffer of the State, 
and the offenders life lies in the mercy 
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of the Duke oncly, gainft all other voyce. 

In which predicament I fay thou ftandft : 
for it appeares by manifeft proceeding, 
that indirectly, and directly to 
thou haft contriued againft the very life 
of the defendant : and thou hats incurd 
the danger formerly by me rehearft. 

Downe therefore, and beg mercie of the Duke. 

" Gra. Beg that thou maift haue leaue to hang thy fclfe, 
and yet thy wealth beeing forfait to the ftate, 
thou haft not left the value of a cord, 
therefore thou muft be hangd at the ftates charge. 

Duke. That thou fhalt fee the difference of ourfpiri* 
I pardon thee thy life before thou aske it .* 
for haife thy wealth, it is zA. nthonios , 
the other halfe comes to thegenerall ftate, 
which humblenes may driue vntq a fine. 

Tor. I for the ftate, not for Anthonie. 

Shy. Nay, take my life and all, pardon not that, 
you take my houfe, when you doe take the prop 
that doth fuftaine my houfe : you take my life 
when you doc take the meancs whereby /liue. 

For. What mercy can you render him tsfntbonio ? 
Gra. A halter gratis, nothing clfc for Godfake. 

Anth. So pleafe my Lord the Duke, & all the Court 
to quit the fine for one halfe ofhis goods, 

I am content : fo he will let me haue 
the other halfe in vfe, to render it 
vpon his death vnto the Gentleman 
that lately ftole his daughter. 

Two things prouided more, that for this fauour 
he prefently become a Chriftian : 
the other, that he doe record a gift 
hecre in the Court of all he dies pofleft 
vnto his fonne Lorenzo and his daughter. 

Duke. He fhall doe this, or elfe I doe recant 
the pardon that I late pronounced hecre. 
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Tor. Art thou contented lew ? what doft thou fay ? 
Shy. I am (foment. 

Tor. Clarke, draw a deedc of gift. 

Shy. 1 pray you giue me leaue to goe from hence, 

1 am not well, fend the dcede after me, 
and I will figne it. 

Duke ■ Get .thee gone, but doe it, 

Shy. In chrillning lhalc thou haue two Godfathers, 
had I beenc iudge, thou fhouldft haue had ten more, 
to bring thee to the gaildwes, not to the font. £ xit 

Duke. Sir I entreate you home with me to dinner. 
Tor. I humbly doe defirc your Grace of pardon, 

1 mull away this night toward Padua, 
anefit is meete I prefently fet forth. 

Duke^ I am lorry that your leyfure lerues you not 
a Anthonie , gratifie this gentleman, 
for in my mind you arc much bound to him, 

, Exit Duke and his traine. 

7s a f Moft worthy gentleman,. I and my friend 
haue by your wifedoroe been this day aquitted 
of greeuous penalties, in lewe whereof, 
three thouland ducats due vnto the few 
wee freely cope your curtious paines withal!. 

An. 'And Hand indebted oucr and aboue 
in loue and feruice to you euer-more. 

For. Hee is well pay d that is well fatisfied, 
and I delivering you, am fatisfied, 
and therein doe account my fclfc well payd, 
my mindc was ncucr yet more mcrcinaric. 

I pray you know roc when yve meete again®, 

I wilii you well, and fp I take my leauel’ 

73a([. Deere fir, of force / mull attempt you further, 
take feme remembrance of vs as a tribute, • 

not as fee ; graune me two things I pray you, 
not to deny me, and to pardon me. ' . 

‘For. You pretTe me rarre, and therefore /wilyceld, 
glue mee your gloucs, fie wcare them for your fake, 
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and for your loue ile take this ring from you, 
doe not draw back your hand, He take no more, 
and you in loue fliall not denie me this ? 

Bajf. This ring good fir, alas it is a trifle, 

I will not lhame my felfe to giue you this ? f. 

'■For. I will haue nothing elfe but onely this, 
and now me thinks I haue a mindc to it 3 

Faff. There’s more depends on this then on the valevv, 
the dcareft ring in V cnice will I giue you, 
and finde it out by proclamation, 
onely for this I pray you pardon me 3 
For. I fee fir you are liberall in offers, 
you taught me firfl to beg, and now me thinks 
you teach me how a begger fhould be aunlwerd. >'■ 

Buff. Good fir, this ring was giuen me by my wife, 
and when fire put it on, flic made me vowe 
-that I fhould neither fell, nor giue, nor loofe it. 

‘For. That leufe ferues many men to laue their gifts, 
and if your wife be not a mad woman, 
and know how well I haue deferu’d this ring, 
fhe would not hold but enemy for eucr 
for giuing it to me.* well, peace be with you. Exeunt. 

Anth. My L .Bajfam, let him haue the ring, 
let his deferuings and my loue witball 
be valued gaiiill your wiues commaundcment. 

Ta(f, Go sCjmimo, runne and oucr*take him, 
giue him the ring, and bring him if thou canft 
vnto Anthamos liouft, away, make haft. Exit Cmiauo. 
Come, you and l will thither prefently, 
and in the morning early will we both 
flie toward Belmont, come Anthonie. ' 

Exeunt. 

Enter 7^erri[pt. 

‘For. Enquire the /ewes houfe out, giue him this deed, 
and let him figne if, vvceleaway to night, 
and be a day before_oui husbands home : 
this deede will be well wclcopie to Lorenzo ? 

h 
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The comicall Hiftorie of 

Enter Gratiano • 

Grad. Fairc fir, you are well ore-fanc : 

My L. 'Bajfanid vpon more aduice, 

bath fent you heerc this ring, and doth intreate 

your company at dinner. 

For . That cannot be 5 
his ring I doe accept moll thankfully, 
and fo I pray you tell him : furthermore, 

I pray you fhew my youth old Shjlockes houfe. 

Cjra . That will I doe. 

Ner . Sir, / would fpeakc with you : 

He fee if / can get my husban ds ring y 

which I did make him fweare to keepe for euer. 

For . Thou maift I warrantee fhal hauc old fwearing 
that they didgiue the rings away to men $ . 
but wele out-face them, and out- fweare them to; 
away,make haft, thou knowft where I will tarry. 

Ner . Come good fir,will yov fhew me to this houfe. 

Enter Lorenzo and fejfica. 

Lor . The moone (bines bright.In fuch a night as this* 

■when the fweet windc did gently kifle the trees, 
and they did make nonoyfe, in fuch a night 
Troylm me thinks mounted the Troian walls, 
and figlf d his foule toward the Grecian tents 
where (reffedhy that night. 

Jejji. In fuch a night 
did Tbifbie fearefully ore- trip the dewe, 
and law the Lyons fhadow ere him felfe, 
and ranne difmayed away. 

Loren. In filch a night 
flood oDido with a willow' in her hand 
vpon the wilde fea banks, and waft her Loue 
to come againe to Carthage. 

Icjfi. In fuch a night 

cMedea gathered the inchanted heart s * 
that did renew old Ejon. 

Loren. ,In fucha night 

did 
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did Uffiu fteale from the wealthy lewe, 

and with anvnthrift Joue did runne from Venice, 

asfarreas Belmont. 

I e/p. In fuch a night 

did young LortnKo Iweare he loued her well, 
ftealing her (oule with many vowes offaith, 
and ncre a true one. 

Loren In fuch a night 
did pretty Je/pca (like a little fhrow) 
founder her Loue. and he forgaue it her. 

le/ft. I would our-night you did no body fonaes 
But harke, I hearc the tooting of a man. 

Enter a ALeffenger. 

Loren. Who comes fo fall in filence of the night ? 

GMcffen. A friend ? 

Loren. A friend, what friend, your name I pray you friend ! 

- Mefll Stephnnoh my name, and I bring word 
my Miflres will before the breake of day 
be hcere at Belmont, Hie doth (fray about 
by holy crollcs where (he kneelesand prayes 
for happy wedlock houres. 

Loren. Who comes with her i 
CWefl', None but a holy Hermit and her roayd s 
1 pray you is my Maifterycprctumd ? 

Loren. He is nor, nor we haue not heard from him, 

But goe wc in l pray thee JeJpcA, 
and cereruoniouHy let vs prepare 

fome welcome for the Miftres of the houfe. Sttter Qmne. 

Cleme. Sola, fola t wo ha, ho fola, fola. 

Loren, Who calls? • 

0o, Sola, did you fee M , Lorenzo fola, fola. 

Loren, Leane hollowing man,hcerc. 

C Uvene. Sola, where, where ? e 

Loren, Hecre? 

C(«n>. T eil him ehere*S a Poll come from my Maifter, with hi* 
borne full of good newc*, iny Maifter will be hcere ere morning 
fweetefeulc. 

1 1 Loren* ■ 

i ■ _ . \ M' 
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The comicall Htslorie of 

Loren. Let’s in, and there expcft their comming. 

And yet no matter : why fhould we goe in. 

JVly friend Stephen, fignifie / pray you 
within the houfe, your miftres is at hand, 
and bringyour mufique foorth into the -ay re. 

How fwect the moone-light fleepes vpon this bankc* 
heere will we fit, and let the founds of mufique 
crcepe in our eares foft flilnes, and the night 
become the tutches of fweet harmonie : 
fit \ejfica, looke how the floore of heauen 
is thick inlayed with pattens of bright gold, 
there’s not the fmalleft orbe which thou beholdfl: 
but in his motion like an Angell fings, 
ftill quiring to the young eyde Cherubins*, 
fuch harmonie is in immortall foules, . 
but whilft this muddy vefture of decay 
dooth grofly clofe it in, we cannot heare it : 

Come hoe, and wake ‘Diam with a himne, 

with fwecteft tutches pearce vour miftres care, 

and draw her home with mufique. play Muficjae* 

IeJJi. I am neuer merry when I heare fweet mufique. 

Loren. The reafbn is, your fpirits are attentiue : 
for doe but note a wild and wanton heard 
or race of youthful] and vnhandled colts 
fetching mad bounds, bellowing and neghing Ipude, 
which is the hore condition of their blood, 
if they but heare perchance a trumpet found, 
or anv avre of mufique touch their eares, 
you fhall perceaue them make a mutuall ftand, 
their fauage eyes turn’d to a model! gaze, 
bv the fweet power ofmufique : therefore the Poet 
did faine that Orpheusdrcw trees, ffones, and floods. 
Since naught fo AockiAi hard and full.of rage, 
but mufique for the time doth change his nature, 
the man thathafh nomufique inhimfelfe’ 
nor is not moued with concord of fweet founds, 
is fit for. treafons, flratagems, and fpoiles* 
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the motions of his (pirit are dull as night, 
and his affeCtions darkc ^Terebta ; - 

let no filch man be trufted : marke the mufique. 

Enter Tortia and Nerriffa. 

Por . That light we fee is burning in my hall : 
how farre that little candell throweshis bcames, 
fo Alines a good deedc in a naughty world. 

Ner . When the moone fhone we did not fee the candle ? 
Tor. So dooth the greater glory dim the lefle, 
afiibflitute Alines brightly as a King 
/ vntill a King be by, and then his ftate 
empties it felfe, as doth an inland brooke 
into the maine of waters : mufique harke. 

Ner. It is your mufique Madame of the houfe ? 

Tor . Nothing is good I fee without refpeft, 
me thinks it founds much Tweeter then by day ? 

Ner. Silence beflowes that vertue on it Madam ? 

Tor. The Crow doth fing as fweetly as the Larke 
when neither is attended : and I thinke 
the Nightingale if flie fhould fing by day 
when euery Goofe is cackling, would be thought 
no better a Mufition then the Renne ? D 
How many things by feafon, feafond arc 
to their right prayfe, and true perfection : 

Peqce, how the moone fleepes with Endimion, 
and would not be awaked. 

Loren . That is the voyce, 
or I am much dcceau’d of Portia. 

Por. He knowes me as the blind man knowes the Cuckoe 
by the bad voyce ? 

Loren. Deere Lady welcome home ? 

For. We haue bin praying for our husbands welfare 

which fpced we hope the better for our words : ? 

are they return’d? 



Loren. Madam, they are not yet: 
but there is come a Meflenger before 
to fignifie their comming ? 
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Ter, Got in Nerriffa, 

Giue order to my leruants, that they take 
no note at all of our being abfcnt hence, 
nor you Lorenzo, fejfica nor you. 

Loren. Your husband is at hand, I hears his trumpet, 
we are no tell-tales Madame, fcare you not. 

For. This night me thinks is but the day light ficke, 
itlookes a little paler, tis a day, 
fuch as the day is when the funneis hid. 

Enter Safftnio, Ant homo, Gratiano, and their 
fo/lcwert. 

Bajf. We Ihould hold day with the Antipodes, 
ifyou would walke in abfcnceofthc funne. 

"Tor. Let me giue light, but let me not be light, 
for a light wife doth make a hcauic husband, 
and neuer be Bajfamo fo for me, 
but God fort all : you are welcome home my Lord. 

Sajf. I thank you Madam, giue welcome to my friend, 
this is the man, this is Anthonie, 
to whom Iamfo infinitely bound. 

Tor. You fiiould in all fence be much bound to hint, 
for as I heare he was much bound for you. 
zsfHtb. No more then I am well acquitted o£ 

For. Sir, you are very welcome to our houfe j 
it mull appeare in other wayes then words, 
therefore I leant this breathing curtefie. 

gra. By yonder moonc I fweare you doe me wrong, 
infaitb I gaue it to the /udges Clarke, 
would he were gelt that had it for my part, 
fince ypu doe take it Louc fo much at hart. 

For. A quarrel! hoealready , what’s the matter i 
G rati. Aboutgphoope of gold, a paltry ring 
that fire did giue me, whofc pofie was 
for all the world like Cutlers poetry 
vpon a kni Fete Lotte me, and leant 
S(er. What talke you of foe pofie or the Valew i 
You (wore to me when I did giue you, 
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that you would weare it till your hourc of death, 
and that it fiiould lie with you in your grauc, 
though not for me, yet for your vehement oathes, 
you fiiould haue beene refpefliue and haue kept it. 
Gaue if a Iudges Clarke: no Gods my Iudge 
the Clarke will nerc weare haire ons face that had it. 
Gra. He will, and if he liue to be a man. 

Nerrijfa. I, ifa woman liue fo be a mam 
<jra. Now by this hand I gaue it to a youth, 
a kind of boy, a little drubbed boy, 
no higher then thy felfe, the Iudges Clarke, 
a prating boy that begd it as a fee, 

I could not for my hart deny it him. 

For. You were to blame, I mud be plaine with you, 
to part fo (lightly with your wiues firft gift, 
a thing duck on with oaths vpon your finger, 
and fo riueted with faith vnto your fle/h. 

1 gaue my Louc a ring, and made him fweare 
neuer to part with it, and hcere he ftands : 

I dare be fworne for him he would not lcaue if, 
nor pluck it from his finger, for the wealth 
that the world maifters. Now in faith gratiano 
you giue your wife too vnkind a caufe ofgric fe, 

and twere to me I Ihould bemad at it. 

‘Baff. Why I were bed to cut my left hand off, 
and fweare I lod the ring defending it. 

Gra. My Lord Baffanio gaue his ring away 
vnto the / udge that begd it, and indeede 
deferu’d it to: and then the boy his Clarke 
that tooke fomc paines in writing, he begd mine, 
and neither man nor roaiderwould takeou^ht 
but the two rings. b . . {i 

Tor. What ring gaue you my Lord ? 

Not that I hope which you reccau’d of me. 

Bajf If l could add a lie vnto a faulty 
I would deny it .* but you fee my finder 
hath not the ring vpon it, it is gonef 
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The comicall Hiftorie of 
For. Eucn fo voy d is your falfe hart of truth. 

By hearten I will nerc come in your bed 
vncill / fee the ring ? 

T-(er. Not' I m yours 
till I a ®;aine fee mine ? 

Bajf. Sweet Portia , 

if you did know to yvhom I gaue the ring, 
jfyou did know for whom /gaue the ring, 
and would conceaue for what / gaue the ring, 
and how vnwiliingly I left the ring, 
when naught would be accepted but the ring, 
you Would abate the ftrength ofyour difpleafure ? 

For. Ifyouhad knowne the vertue of the ring, 
or halfe her worthincs that gaue the ring, 
or your owne honour to containe the ring, 
you would not then baue patted with the ring : 
what man is there fo much vnreafonable 
if you had pleafd to haue defended it 
with any termes of zeale: wanted the modeily 
to vrge the thing held as a cercmonie : 

Nerrtjfa teaches me what to beleeue, 
ile die for’t, but fome woman had the ring ? 

JSajf. No by my honour Madam, by my foule 
no woman had it, but a ciuil! Doffor, 
which did refufe three rhoufand ducats ofme, 
and begd the ring, the which I did denic him, 
and fufferd him to goe difpleafd away, 
eucn he that had held vp the very life 
of my deerc friend. What fhould I fay fweet Lady, 

I was inforc’d to fend it after him, 

I wasbeftt with fhame and curtefie, - - 

my honour would not let ingratitude 
fo much befrncrc it : pardon me good Lady, 
for by tliefj^>!efTed candcls ofthe night, 
had you been there, 1 think you would haue begd 
the ring of me to giue the worthy Doctor ? 

Por. Let not that Dodtor ere come ncerc my houft 
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finct lie hath got the iewell that I loued, 
and that which you did fweare to keepe for me, 

I will become as liberal! as you, 
lie not deny him any tiling I haue, 
no, not my body, nor my husbands bed : N 
Know him I fhall, I am well furc of it. 

Lie not a night from home. Watch me like Argos, 
if you doe not, if I be left alone, 
now by mine honour which is yet mine owne, 
ile haue that Dodtor for mine bedfellow. 

2{eni([a. And I his Clark: therefore be welladuifd 
how you doeleaue me to mine owne protection. 

Gra. Well doe you fo: let not me take him then, 
for if I doe, ile mar the young Clarks pen. 

Anth. I am th’vnhappy fubieft of theft quarrells. 

For. Sir,grceue not you, you arc welcome notwithftanding. 

'Bajf. Portia, forgiue me this enforced wrorg^ 
and in the hearing of theft many friends 
1 fweare to thce,euen by thing ovyne faire eyes 
wherein X fee my felfe. . 

Tor. Marke you but that? 
in both my eyes he doubly fees himftlfe : 

In each eye one, fweare by your double felfe, 
and there’s an oath'ofcrcditc. 



I ncucr more will breake an oath with thee. 

, Anth. I once did lend my body for his wealth, 

'which but for him that had your husbands ring 
had quite mifearied. 1 dare be bound againe, 
my foule vpon the forfet, that your Lord 
will neuer more breake faith aduiftdly. 

Tor. Then you fhall be his furety : giue him this, 
and bid him keepe it better then the other. 

Antbo. Here Lord Bajfam, fweare to keepe this ring. - 
Taff. By h cauen it is the fame I gaue the Dodtor. . v - . 

P or. I had it of him : pardon me Bajfanip, 

K. • for 



jay, but neare me. 

Pardon this fault, and by my foule I fweare 
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for by this ring the Doctor lay with me. 

Aernfa. And pardon me my gentle gratiano, 
for that famefcrubjbed boy the DoAors Clarke 

in licvv of thisjaft night did lie with me. 

Grati. W hy this is like the mending of high waves 
in Sommer where the waves are fail e enough J 
What, are we cuckolds ere we baue deferu’d it. 

For. Speake not fo grofly, you are all amaz’d ; 
fieerc is a letter, reade it atyour leafurc. 

It comes from Padua from Bellano, 

there you (hall finde that Portia was the Do Aor ' 

A errtjfa there her Clarke. Lorenzo hcere 
llrall witnes I let foorth as fbone as you, 

- and eucn but now returnd : /hauenofyet 
enterd mv houfe./e^w^p^wyou are welcome, 
and I haue better newes in ftoreforyou 
than you exfpeA: vnfeale this letter foone, 
there you fhall finde three ofyour Aro-ofies 
are richly come to harbour fodainly. ° 

J lnr % oc hnow.by whatftrang^accidenc 
x chaunced ' • * 

ssfnt'ho. /am dumb \ 

Baft. Were you the DoAor, and /knew you not * 
Ora. Were you the Clark that is to make me cuckold, 

wf ’i 7 r Ut the C1 f kc t,iat neuer meancs to doe it? 
vnlefle he hue vncill he be a man. 

Baft (S wee t DoAor) I you (ball be my bedfellow, 
when I am abfent then lie with my wife. 

frfh' ^! Veet . L r dy ) you haue § iucn rae l»fc and lyuin®; 
* f° r ke 5 :re 1 re ade for certaine that my fhms } ° 

ar^fafely come to Rode. r 

How now Lorenzo ? 

my Clarke hath fomegood comforts to for you. 

and ilegiuc them him vyithout a fee. 

1 here doc LgHffo you, and lejfwa 
from the rich /ewe, a fpeciall deede of<nfc 
after his death, of all he dies polled off 



Loren. 
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Loren. Faire Ladies, you drop Manna in the way 
©fftarued people. 

c Por. h is almoft morning, ' 

and yet J am fure you are not latisfied 
of thefe euents at full. Let vs goe in, 
and charge vs there vpon intergorories, 
and we will aunfwcr all things faithfully. 

Gra. Let it be fo, the firfl intergotory 
that my Nerrifta fhall be Iworne on, is, 
whether till the next night fhe had rather flay, 
or goe to bed now being two hourcs to day : 

But were the day-come, / fhould wifh it darke 
till / were couching with the DoAors Clarke. 

Well, while /liuc, ile feare no other thing 
fo fore, as keeping fafe JS! enijfas ring. 
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Snter Leonato gmernour Imogen h^mj e> Hero 

hi* daughter, and Beatrice his neec£ 3 xtuh a 
Mejfengen 

Leonato , 

f ^carnc iii this Icttjpr , that don Pctdrof ArraVoti 
I comes this night to Medina. 

mmt, M 'f S tis ver y by this, he was not three 

leagues off when I left him. 

Ze^How many gentlemen haueyou loft in this aftion? 
(JIf< dj. But few of any fort, and none of name. 

Leon*. A victory istwice it felfe, when die atchiuer brings 
home ful numbers: I find here, that don Peter hath beftowed 
much honour on a yong Florentine called Claudio. 

Much cieferu tS on Ius part, and equally remembred 
b) don Pedro .be hath borne htmfelfe beyond the promife of: 
h.sage.domg m the figure ofa lamb, the feats of a lion he hath 

totll yt^how tCl ^ CXpeftatlon thcn >' ou mu{ > expert of me 

2ladofit Hehath “ VnCkk hCfe hlMcffina wiI1 be very much 

De.fr«L, ? i: aUe nI i CacIy t r, W ed him,ettcrs > and there ap- 
p . res muchioy m h.m,eu\n fo much, that ioy could not drew 

ttf-emodeft enough, withWa badge ofbittcmeile. 

Uo ' L ?d nc breake out into teares? 

M 4- In great meafuie. 

A 2 Leo, 
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<^7vi uch adoe 

Leo . A kind ouerflow ofkindnefTe.there arc no faces truer 
th en thofe that are fo wafht, how much better is it to weepe at 
ioy,then to ioy at weeping? 

Beatr. I pray you, is Signior Mountanto return d from the 
wanes or no? 

Mejfen. I know none of that name, ladie, there was non? 
fuch in the army of any fort. 

Leonato W hat is he that you askc for neece? 

Hero My cofcn meanes bignior Benedicke of Padua. 

t Jfifejj. O hee’s returnd, and as pleafanfas euer he was, 

Bca. Hefetvp his bills here in Medina, and challengdc 
Cupid at thcFlight, and myvnclcsfoole reading the chalen°e 
fubfcribdefof Cupid, and challengde him at the Burbolt: I 
pray you, how many hath he kild and eaten in thefe wanes? 
but how many hath he kild ?for indeede I promifed to eate all 
ofhis killing. 

Leo. Faith neece you taxe Signior Benedicke too much, 
but heele be meet with you,I doubt it not. 

Mejf. He hath done good feruice lady in thefe wanes, 

Beat. You had mu fiv vittaile.and he hath holpe to eate it, 
he is a very valiaunt trencher man , he hath an excellent fto- 
macke. 

Mejf. And a’goodfouldier too, lady. 

Beat. And a good fouldiour to a Lady, but what is he to a 
Lord? 

UWetf. A lord to a lord, a man to a man,ftufft with al hono- 
rable vertues. 

Beat. Iris (o indeed, he is noleffe then a Huffman, but for 
the fluffing wel,wc are al mortall. 

Leo. \ oumuft not, fir, miftakc my neece, there is a kind 
©fineiy warre betwixt Signior Benedicke and her, tlieyneuer 
meet blit there’s a skirmifti of wit betweerie them. 

Beat. Alas he gets nothing by that, in our Jaft confli<ft,4 ofhis 
flue wits went halting off, and flow is the whole man gouernd 
with one.fb that if he hnue wit enough to keep himielfwarn), 
let him beare it for a difference between himfclfand his horfc, 
for it is all the wealth that he hath left, to be known a reaforn- 

bb 




ble creature, who is.his companion now?he hath euery month 
a new fworne brother. 

Mejf. 1ft poffible? 

Beat. Very eafilypoffible, he weares his faith but as the fa- 
shion ofhis hat.it euer changes with the next blocke. 

Mejf. I fee lady the gentleman is not in your bookes. 

< Beat. No, and he were, I w'ould burne my ffudy but J pray 
you who is his companion? is there no vong fejuarer now that 
will make a voyage with him to the diuell? 

Mejf He is mod inthe companie of the right noble Clau. 
dio. 

Beat. O Lord, he will hang vpon him like a difeafe, heeis 
fboner caught than the peftilence, and the taker runs prefent- 
lymadde, God help the noble Claudio, ifbehaue caught the 
13enedift,it will coff him a thoufand pound ere a be cui ed. 
Mejf. I will holde friends with you Ladie. 

Beat. Do good friend. 

. Leon. You will neuerrunnemadde niece. 

Beat. No, not till a hotc January. 

Mejf. Don Pedro is approacht. 

Ent er don Bedro, Claudio, Benedicke, Balthafar 
and Iohn the hafeard. 

Vetro Good fignior Leonato, are you come to meet your 
troub.e : the fafhion of the world is,toauoydcoft,and you in- 
counter it. 

Leon. Neuer cametrouble to my licufe, inffie likencfle of 
your grace, for trouble being gone, comfort ffiould remaine: 
but when you depart from mee, forrow abides, andliappines 
takes hrileaue. r 

Pedro You embrace your charge too willingly : I thincke 
this is your daughter. 

Leonato Her mother hath many times tolde me fo. 

Bsned. Were you in doubt fir that you askther? 

Leotkito Signior Benedicke, no, for then were you a child. 
Pearo i ou bane it foil Benedicke, wee may ghefle bv this. 
Mat you are , being a man, truely the Lady fathers her felfe: 

A l be. 
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he happy Lady , for you are like an honourable father, 

'Be lfSignior Leonato be her father, foe would not haw 
his head on lier fooulders for all Medina as like him as foe is 
. Beat. I wonder that you will ftill be talking, figmor Bene- 
dicke, no body markes you. 

•Sene: What my deere lady Difdainei areyou yet liumg? 
Bea Is it poffible Difdaine foould die, while foe hath luck 
meetc foode to feede it, as figmor Benedicke? Curtefie ufelfe 
tnii ft conuert to Difdaine, if you come inker prefence. 

Time. Then is curtefie a tume-coare , but it is ecrtainel am 
loued ofall Ladies, onelteyou excepted: and I would I could 
finde ill mv heart that I had not a hard heart, for tiue y 1 louc 

Beat. A deere hnppinefie to women, they would clfeliaue 
bfenc troubled with a pernitious filter, I thankc God and my 
cold blood, I am of your humour for that, 1 had rather heaie 
my do tT barke at a crow, than a man fweare he loues me. 

‘Bene. God keepe your Ladifoip ftilin thatmind , fo fome 
Gentleman or other foall fcape a predeftinate fcratcht face. 

Beat. Scratching could not make it worfe , and twere fuch 
a face as yours were. 

'Bene. Weil ,vou are a rare parrat teacher. 

Beat. A bird of my tongue, is better than a bead of yours. 
■Ben. 1 would my horfehad the fpeed of your tongue, and 
fo good a continuer! but keep your way a Gods name,! haue 

‘Beat. Y ou alwayes end wida a iades tricke, 1 knowe you of 

* Pedro That is the 'fnmmeofall: Leonato, fignior Claudio* 
and fignior Benedicke, my deere friend Leonato, hath minted 
you alV, I tell him we foal! ftav here, at the leaft a moneth. and 
he heartily prates fome occafion may detaine vs longer, l due 
fweare he is no hvpocrite, burpraiesfrorn his heart. 

Leon. Tfvou flvearc, my lord, you foall not be forfworne, 

let meebidde you welcome, my lord, being reconciled tot x 
Prince'vour brother : I owe you ;i!ld«etic: . 

lain: I thankc you, I am not of many Wordes,butI than 
1 ’ Leon. 
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Leon. Pleafe it your grace leadeon? 

Pedro Your hand Leonato, we vial go togeth er. 

exeunt. Manent Benedicke & Claudio. 

pan. Benedicke, didft thou note the daughter ofSignior 

Bene. Inotedhernot,butllookteon her, (Leonato? 

Qau. Jsfoenot amodeftyongladie? 

Bene. Do you queftion me as an honeft man foould doe, 
formyfimpletrueiudgement ? or would you haue mefpeakc 
after my cuftome,asfceing a profefled tyrant to their fex? 

Claudio No, I pray thee fp rake in fbber iudgement. 

Bene. Why yfailh me thinks foecs too low for a hie praife, 
too browne for a faire praife, and too litle for a great praife, on- 
lie this commendation 1 can affoord her, that were foee other 
thenfoe is,foe were vnhanfome, and beingno othcr,but as foe 
is, I do not like her. 

Claudio Thouthinkeft I aminfport , I pray thee tell mee 
truclie how thou hk’ft her. 

Bene. Would you buie her that you enquier after her? 

Q 'audio Can the world buie fuch a iewel? 

Bene. Yea , arrda cafe to putte it into, but fpeake you this 
with a fad brow?-or doc you play theflowtingiacke, to tell vs 
Cupid is a good Hare-finder, and Vulcan a rare Carpenter i 
Come, in what key foall a man take you to go in thefong? 

Qaudio In mine eie , foee is the fvveeteft Ladie that euer I 
lookton. 

Bened. I canfeeyet without fpefbicles , and I fee no foch. 
matter : theres her cofin, and foe were not pofTeft with a fury, 
exceedesherasmuch in beautie, asthefirftofMaiedooth the 
laft of December : but I hope you haue no intent to turnehuf- 
band,haneyou? 

Claudio I would fcarce truft my felfe, though I had Tworne 
the contrafiejfHero would be my wife. 

Bened. Ift come to this ? in faith hath not theworlde on« 
man butliewill weare his cappe with fufpition ? foall I neuer 
feea batcheller of three fcore againe?go to yfaith,and thou wilt 
needesthru ft thv oeeke intoa yoke, weare the print of it, and 
figh away fundaiesdooke,don Pedro is returned tofeeke you. 

Snter 
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F'.iier don Pedro, Fohn the baslard.. 

Pedro What fecr'ct hath held you here , that you followed 
not to LconatoesJ 

Bene. 1 would your Grace would conftrainc me to tell. 

Pedro I charge thee on thy allegcance, 

Ben. Y ou hearc, Count Claudio, I can he fccret as a dumb 
man , I wouldc haue you thinkc fo ('hut on my allegiance, 
uurke you this, on my allegiance yhe is in loue, with whotoow 
that is your Graces part: mnrkehow foiorthis anfweris, with 
Hero Leonatoes fhort daughter. 

Clax. If this were fo,fo were it vttred. 

Bened. Like the olcle tale, mv Lord , it is not fo, nortwas 
not fo : butindeede,God forhid itlhould be lb, 

CLiudio jfuiy pafiion change not fhortly, Godforbidit 
fliould be otherwife. 

Pedro Amen, if you loue her , for the Lady is very well 
worthy. 

flawdio. .You fpeakc this to fetch me in, my Lord. 

Pedro By my troth I; fpeakc my thought. 

Claudio And in faith, my Lord, I fpoke mine, 

Bened. And by triy two faiths and troths, my Lorde , I 
fpoke mine. 

Clau. T hat I loue her,I feelc, 

Pedro That Hie is worthy, I know. 

Bened. That 1 neitherfeelc how Che fhould beloued , nor 
-know how Che foould be worthie, is the opinion that fire can 
not melt out of me, I will die in it at the flake. 

Pedro Thou waft euer an obftinate heretique in thede* 
fpight of Beauty. 

Clan. And ncucr could maintaine his part, but in thcforcc 
of his.wil. 

Bene. That a woman concerned me, I thankc Her : that flic 
brought me vp, I likewife giueher moft humble thankesrbut 
that I will haue a rechate winded in my forehead, or hang mV 
bugle iri an inuihblebaldrickc, all women (hall pardon mee: 
becaufe I will not doe them the wrong to miftruft any, I will 
doe my felfo the right to truft none : and the fine is , (f° r 



about HS^othing, 

which I may go the finer,) I will liue abacheller. 

Pedro I fliall fee thee ere I die,looke pale with loue. 

Bene. With anger, vtithfickenefle, or with hunger, my 
Lord, not with loue : proue that eucr I loofe more blood with 
foue then I will getagaine with drinking, picke out mine eies 
with a Ballad-makers penne,and hang me vp at the doore of a 
brothel houfc for the figne of blinde Cupid. 

Pedro W ell, if euer thou doft fall from this faith, thou wilt 
proouea notable argument. 

Bene. If I do, hangme in a bottle like a Cat, and flioote at 
me, and he that hits me, let him be clapton the fhoulder, and 
calld Adam. 

FPedro Wel!,as time foal trierin time the fauage bull doth 
bearethevoake. 

Bent. Thefauage bull may, but if euer the fenfible Benc- 
dickebcareit, plucke off the bulls homes, and fct them in my 
forehead, and let me be vildly painted , and in fuch great let- 
ters as they write,herc is good borfetohyre : let them figni- 
fie vnder my figne , here you may fee Benedrcke the married 
man. I"'' 1 --. 

Claudio If this fiiould euer happen, thou wouldft be horn 
niadde. 

Pedro Nav, ifCupid haue not fpent all his quiueria Ve- 
nice, thou wilt quake for this foortly. 

Bened. I looke for an earthquake too then. 

Pedro Well, you will temporize with the howres , in the 
meanetime, goodfigniorBenedicke, repaire to Leonatoes, 
commend me to him , and tell him I will not faile him atfup- 
per,forindeedehe hath made great preparation. 

Bened. I haue almoft matter enough in mce for fuche an 
Embaflage, and fo I commit you. 

Clau. T o the tuition of God : from my houfe if I had it. 

Tedro The fixtof Iuly : your louing friend Benedicke. 

Bened, Nay mocke not, mocke not, the body of your dif- 
courfe is fometime guarded with fragments , and the guardes 
are but fiigbtly bafted on neither, ere you flowtold ends any 
further, examine your confdence,and fo 1 leaue you. exit 

B Claudio 
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Flier don Pedro, John the bastard. 

Pedro What fecret hath heldyou here , that you followed 
not to Leonatoes? 

'Bene. 1 would vour Grace would conftraine me to tell. 

Pedro I charge thee on thy allegcance, 

Ben. Y ou hearc, Count Claudio, I can be fecret as a dumb 
man , I wouldchaueyou thinkc fo ("but on my allegiance, 
marke you this, on my allegiance jhe is in loue, with whotoov? 
that is your Graces part: marke ho w foorthis anfweris, with 
Hero Leonatoes foort daughter, 

Clau. Ifthis wcrc.fo,fo were it vttred. 

Bened. Like the oldc tale, my Lord, itisnotfo, nor (was 
not fo : butindeede,God forbid ilfoould be fo, 

Claudio If my paffion change not fhortly, God forbid it 
foould be otherwife. 

Pedro Amen , if you loue her , for the Lady is very well 
worthy. 

(taudio. .You fpeake this to fetch me in, my Lord. 

Pedro By my troth Ijfpeakc my thought. 

Claudio And in faith, my Lord, I fpoke mine. 

Bened. And by my two faiths and troths, my Lorde , I 
fpoke mine. 

Clau. T hat I loue her,I feele, 

Pedro That foeis worthy >1 know. 

Bened. That I neither feele how foe foould be loued , nor 
•know how foe foould be worthie, is the opinion that fire can 
not melt out of me, I will die in it at the flake. 

Pedro Thou waft cuer an obftinate heretique in thedc- 
fpight of Beauty. 

Clau. And ncucr could maintaine his part, but in the force 
ofhis.wil. ■ 

Bene. That a woman concerned me, I thankc her : that (Ire 
brought me vp, I likcwifc giueher moft humble thankesrbut 
that I will ha'ue a rechate winded in my forehead, or hang mV 
bugle iti'an inuifible baldrickc, all women foall pardon mee : 
becaofe I will not doc them the wrong to miftruft any, I will 
doe my fclfo the right to truft none : and the fine is , (f° r 
-s which 
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which I may go the finer,) I will liue abacheller. 

Pedro I foall fee thee ere I die, looke pale with lone. 

Bene. With anger, with fickenelTe, or with hunger, my 
Lord, not with loue : proue that cuer I loofe more blood with 
loue then I will getagaine with drinking, picke out mine eies 
with a Ballad-makers penne,and hang me vp at the doore of a 
brothel houfe for the ligne of blinde Cupid. 

Pedro Well, if euer thou doft fall from this faith, thou wilt 
prooue a notable argument. 

Bene. If I do, bang me in a bottle like a Cat, and fooole at 
me,andhethathitsmc, lethimbe clapton the fooulder, and 
calld Adam. 

FPedro Well, as time foal trieiin time the fauage bull doth 
bearetheyoake. 

Bent. The fauage bull may .but if euer the fenfiblc Bene- 
dickebeareit, pluckc off the bulls homes, and fet them in my 
forehead, and let me be vildiy painted , and in fuch great let' 
ters as they write, here is good horfe to hvre : let them figni- 
fie vnder my figne , here you may fee Benedicke the married 
man, 

Claudio If this foould euer happen, thou wouldft be bora 
madde. 

Pedro Nav, if Cupid baue not fpent all his quiuer in Ve- 
nice, theu wilt quake for this foortly. 

Bened. I looke for an earthquake tod then. 

Pedro Well, you will temporize with the howres, in the 
meane time, good fignior Benedicke , repaire to Leonatoes, 
commend me to him , and tell him 1 will not faile him at fup- 
per, for indeede he hath made great preparation. 

Bened. I haue almoft matter enough in mee for fuche an 
Etnbaffage, and fo I commit you. 

£hiu. T o the tuition of God : from my houfe if I had it. 

Bedro Thefixtof Iuly : your louing friend Benedicke. 

Bened. Nay mockc not, mocke not, the body of your dif- 
courfe isfometime guarded with fragments , and the guardes 
are hut (lightly bafted on neither, ere you flowtold ends any 
further, examine your confeience,and fo I leaue you. exit 

B Claudio 
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*y\d uch adoe 

mortifying mifchiefe:I cannot hide what I am:I muff be fad 
when i haue caufe,and fmile at no mans iefts,eate when I haue 
ftomack,and wait for no mans leifure: fleep when I am drow. 
fie, and tend on no mans bufi nefle, laugh w hen I am mery,and 
claw no man in his humor. 

Con. Yea but you muff not make the full fhow of this till 
’ you may do it without controllment , you haue of late floode 
out againft your brother, and he hath tane you newly into his 
grace, where it is impoflible you fhould take true root,butby 
the faire weather that you make your felf,it is needful that you 
frarn e thefeafon for your owne haruefh 

Iobn I had rather be a canker in a hedge, then arofeinhis 
grace, and it better fits my bloud to be difdain’d of all, then to 
falhion a cartage to rob louefrom any:in this (thogh I cannot 
be laid to be a flateringhoneft man)it muft not be denied but I 
am a plain dealing villaine,I am truffed with amufTehand en- 
fraunchifde with aclogge, therfore I haue decreed, not to ling 
in mv cage:ifl had mv mouth I would biterif I had mv liber- 
tv I would do my likmgun the mean time,let me be thatlam, 
and feeke not to alter me* 

Con, Can you make no vfe of your difeontent? 

Iobn I make all vfe ofit,for I vfe it only, 

Who comes hcre?what newes Borachio? 

Enter Borachio. 

For. Tcameyonderfrom agreatfupper , the prince your 
brother is royally entertain'd by Leonato , and I can giue you 
intelligence of an intended mariage. 

John Wil it feme for any model to build mifehiefe onjwhat 
isheforafoole that betrothes himfelfe to vncjuietnefie? 

Bor. Mary it is your bothers right hand, 

Iohn- W ho, the moft exquifite Claudio? 

'Bor. Euen he. 

Iohn A proper fquier,and who, and who,which way looks 
he? 

Bor. Mary one Hero the daughter and heire of Leonato; 

Iohn A very forward March- ducke, how came you to 
lliis? 

lion 
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B or Being entertain’d for a perfumer , as I was fmoaking a 
muftyroome, comes me the prince and Claudio , hand in 
hand in fad conference: I whipt me behind the arras, and there 
heard it agreed vpon, that the prince fhould wooe Hero for 
himfelfe , and hauing obtain’d her, giue her to Counte Clau- 
dio. 

Iohn Comc,come,let vs thither, this may proue food to my 
difpleafurc , that yong ftartvp hath all the glory of my ouer- 
throw:if I can erode him any wav,I blelle my folfe euery way, 
you are both fure,and wil a fill! me. 

( onr. To the death my Lord. 

Iohn Letvstothsgreatfupper, their cheere is thegreater 
that I amfobdued,would thecookewereamy mind, fhallwe 
go proue whats to be done? 

Bor. Weele wait vpon your lordfhip. exit. 



Enter Leonato Jois brother, his mf&,Hero his daubster, and 
Beatrice his neece,and a kinfinan. 

Leonato Wasnotcountelohn hereatfupper? 

brother I faw him not. 

Beatrice How tartely that gentleman lookes,! neuer can fee 
him hut I am heart- burn’d an hower after. 

Hero He is of a very melancholy difpofition. 

Beatrice He were an excellent man that were made iuft in 
the mid-way between him and Benedick, the one is too like an 
image and faiesnothing.amd the other too like my ladies el deft 
fonne, cuermore tailing, 

Leonato Then ha! fe fignior Eenedickes tongue in Counte 
Johns mouth, and halfe Counte Iohns melancholy in Si°riior 
Benedickesfa'ce. * ° 



..... .. guuu iuuic vncKie, ana 

money inough in his purfe,fuch a man would winne any wo- 
man in the world ifa could get her goodwill* 

Leonato By my troth neece thou wilt neuer get thee a huf- 
oandjirtnoubeio rnrevvei ofthy tongue. 
brother Infaith fhees too curft. ° 

Bernice Too curft is more then curft , I fhaU lefTen 

& 3 Gods 
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Gods fending that way, for it is faide, God fends a curft cow 
(holt homes, but to a cow too cur ft, he fends none. 

Leornto So, by being too curft, God will fend you no 

^Beatrice Iuft,ifhefend me no husband, for the which blef- 
finirj am at him vponmy knees euery morning and euening: 
Lord, I could not endure a husband with a beard on hisface,I 

had rather lie in the woollenl 

Leouato You may light onahusband that hath no beard. 
Beatrice What fhould 1 do with him, clrefte himinmyap. 
«arelt and make him mywaiting gentlewoman? he that hath a 
eard.is more thcn'a youth: and he that hath no beard, is leflc 
then a marnand he that is more then a vouth,is not for inland 
he that is lefle then a man, 1 am not for him, therefore I will 
euen take fixpence in earneftof the B error d, andleadchis 
apes into hell. 

Lenoato Well then , go you into hell. 

'Beatrice No but to the gate, and there will the diuell mcetc 
me like an old cuckold with homes on his head, and lay, get 
you to heauen Beatrice, get you to heauen, hecres no place for 
you maids ,fo deliuer I vp my apes and away to faint P etenfor 
the heauens, he ill ewes me where the Batchellers fil, and there 
liue w e as merv as the day is long. 

brother Well neece, I truft you will be rulde by your fa* 

' Beatrice Yes faith, it is my cofens duetie to make curfie and 
fay,father,as it pleafe you:butyetfor all that cofin.lethimbea 
handfome fellow, or elfe make an other curfie, and fay, fatlier, 
asitpleafeme. . , 

Leornto Well neece,l hope to Ice you one day fitted witn a 
husband, , 

! Beatrice Not til God make men of (bine other mettal the 
earth, would it not grieue a woman to be ouer-maft erdvvit 
a peece of valiant daft: to make an account of her life to a cl ° 
ofwaiward marie? no vncklc,ile none: Adams fonnes are nay 
brethren , and truely 3 holds it a finne to match inmykin- 

j- ■ - 

Leone** 
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Leornto Daughter, remember what I told you jf the prince 
do folicite you in that kind, you know your anfwer. 

'Beatrice The fault will be in the mufique cofin, if you be 
not wooed in good time : if the prince be too important, tell 
him there ismeafurein euery thing, and fo daunce out the an- 
fwer, for here me Hero, wooing, wedding, and repenting, is 
as a Scotch ijgge,a meafure.and a cinquepace: the firft fuite is 
hot and hafty like a Scotch ijgge (and ful as fantafticall) the 
wedding manerly modeft (as a meafure)full of ftate and aun- 
chentry, and then comes Repentance, and with his bad legs 
falls into the cinquepace fafter and fafter, til he fincke into his 
graue. 

Leornto Cofin you apprehend paffing fhrcwdly. 

Beatrice 1 haue a goodeicvnckle , 1 can fee a church by 
day-light. 

Leornto Thcreueilers arc entring brother, makegood 
roome. 

Snter prince ^Pedro, Claudio, and r Benedicke } attd'Balthafer i 

or dumb Iohn. 

Pedro Lady will you walke about with yourfriend? 

Hero So, you walke foftly, andlookefweetly, and lay no- 
thing,! am yours for the walke, and efpecially when I walk a- 
way. 

‘Pedro With me in your company. 

Hero I may fay fo when I pleafe. 

Pedro And when pleafe you to fay fo? 

Hero When I like your fiuour, for God defend the lute 
fhould be like the cafe. 

Pedro My vifor is Philemons roofe , within the houfe is 
Icue. 

Hero Why thenyourvifor fhould bethatcht. 

Pedro Speake low if you fpeake loue. 

'Bew. Well,I would you did like me, 
tJMar. So would not 1 for your owne lake, for I haue xa&= 
ny ill qualities. 

Bene. Which is one? 

Cfoar. 1 fay my praiers alowd. 

Bene* 



zjTylucbadoc 



<BrAe. I loue you the better, the hearers may cry Amen. 
CMarg. God match me with a good dauncer. 

Baltb. Amen. 

CMarg. And God keepc him out of my fight when the 
daunce is done : anfwer Clarke. _ 

No more words, the Clarke is anfwered. 
frfula 1 know you well enough, you are fignior Antno- 



* T 

Antbo. At a word 1 am not. 

Vrfuk 1 knowe you by the wagling of your head. 

Ant bo. To tell you true, I counterfeit him. 

y r fnla. You couldeneuer doe him fo ill well, vnlelieyou 
were tire very man : heeres his dric hand vp and downe , you 
arehe,youarehc. 

Ant bo. At a word,! am not.. 

'Ursula Come, come, do you tlrinkc I do not know youby 
your excellent wit?can vcrtue hide it felfe?go to, multifile, you 
are he, graces will appeere,and thercs an end. 

Beat. Will you not tell me who toldcyoufo? 

' Betted. No, you (hall pardon me. 

•Beat. Nor will you not tell me who you arc? 



Betted. Not now. , , . . 

Beat. That I was difdainefull, and that I had my good wit 
out of the hundred mery tales: wel, this was fignior Benedick 
that faid fo. 

Betted. Whatshc? 

Beat. I am fure you know' him W'ell enough. 

B ened. Not I,belceue me. 

B eat. Did he ncuer make you laugh? 

Betted. I pray you what is he? . , . 

Beat. Why hcis thcprinces ieafler,avery dul foofonly ms 
gift is, in deuifingimpoffible (launders , none but Libertines 
delight in him, and the commendation is not in his wit, but in 
hisvillanicjforhebothpleafesnren and angers tlienv® ' l « 
they laugh at him, and beate him : I am fure he is in the » 
I would he had boordednre. . 

Bene. When I know the Gentleman, ilc tell him wnat ) 



about Nothing. 

Beat. Do,do,heele but break a comparifon or two on me, 
which peradueture,(not tnarkt,or not laught at)ftrikes him in- 
to melancholy ; and then thercs a partrige wing fau'ed , for the 
foole will eate no fupper that night : wee mult follow the lea- 
ders* 

Bene. In euery good thing. 

Beat. Nay, if they leade to any ill, Iwillleaue them at the 
next turning. Dance exeunt 

Iolon Sure my brother is amorous on Hero, and hath with- 
draWnc her father to breake with him about it : the Ladies fo- 
low her, and but one vifor remaines. 

\ Borachio And that is C laudio * I knowe him by his bear - 
ing. 

John Are not you fignior Benedicke? 

Qau. You know wellj am he. 

John Signior,you are very ncere my brother in his loue, he 
is enamourd on Hero, I pray you diffwade him from her, fhe 
. is no equall for his birth, you may doe the parte of an honeft 
man in it. 

Claudio How know you he loues her? 

John I heard him fwcare his affe&ion, 

Borac. So did I too, and he fwore hee would marry her to 
night. y ' 

John C omc let vs to the banquet. exeunt: manet 

Claud. Thus anfwer I in name of Benedicke, 

But heare thefe ill newes with the cares of Claudio: 

Tis cci taine fo,thc Prince wooes for himfelfe. 

Friend Ihip is conftant in all other things, 

Saue in the office and affaires of loue : 

Therefore all hearts in loue vfe their owne tongues* 

L et euery eie negotiate for it feife, 

And trull: no Agent: for Beauty is a witch. 

Again ftwhofe channes/aith melteth into blood: 

This is an accident of hourelyproofe, (dicke 

Which I miftrufted not : farewel thercforcHcro.£*fcr Bene- 

Bene dicke Count Claudio. 

Claudio Yea ; thefame. 

C 



Bene. 
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ucb adoe 

Sene. Come, will you go with me? 

Claudio Whither? 

’Bene. Euen to the next willow, about your owne bufines, 
county : what fafhion will you weare the garland of ? about 
your necke, like an Vfurers chaine?or vrider your arme, like a 
Lieutenants fcarffc? you mud weare it one way, for the prince 
hath got your Hero. 

£ Lmdto I wilh him ioy of her. 

Bened. Why thats fpoken like an honeft Drouier , fo they 
fell bu’lockes : but did you thinke the Prince would haue fer- 
ued you thus? 

Claudio I pray you leaue me. 

Benedicke Ho now you drike like the blindman, twastlie 
boy that dole your meate.and youle beatc the pod. 

Claudio If it will not be, ile leaue you. exit 

Benedicke Alas-poore hurt foule.now will hee crcepeinto 
fedges : but that my Ladie Beatrice fhould know me, and not 
know mee: the princes foolelhah, it may be I goe vnder that 
title, becaufe I am merry : yea but fo I am apte to doe my felfe 
wrong: T am not fo reputed,it is the bafe(though bitterydifpo. 
ft ion ofBeatrice, that puts the worldinto her perfon, andfo i 
giues me out: well, ile be reuenged as I may. 

Enter the Prince,. Hero,Leonato John andBorachio, 
and Conrade. 

Bedro Now fignior,wberes the Counte, did you fee him? 

Benedicke Trothmylord, Ihaueplayed the part of Ladie 
Fame, I found him heere as melancholy as a Lodge in a War- 
ren, I tolde him, and I thinke I tolde him true,thatyour grace 
had got the goodwil ofthisyoong Lady, and I offred him my 
company to a willow tree, either to make him a garlarid, as be- 
ing forfaken,or to binde him vp a rod, as being worthie to bee 
whipt. 

Pedro To be whipt, whats His fault? 

Bc-nedicke The fiatte tranlgreffion ofa Schoolc-boV , who 
being ouer-ioyed with findinga birds ncd,fhewes it his com- 
panion, and he denies it. 

Pedro Wilt thou make a trnd a tranigreffionrthe tranfgref- 

iion 
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fionisin the dealer. ’ 

Benedicke Y et it had not beene amide the rodde had beenc 
made, & the garland too, for the garland he might haue worn 
himfelfe,and therodde he might haue bedowed on you, who 
(as I take it) haue dolne his birds ned. 

Pedro I wil but teach them to fing, and redore them to the 
owner. 

Benedicke I f their finginganfweryoiur laying, by my faith 
you fay honedly. 

Pedro The ladie Beatrice hath a quarrel! to you.the Gen- 
tleman that daund with her. told her ihec is much vvrongd by 
you. 

Bened. O dice mifufde me pad the indurance of a blocke: 
an oake but with one greeneleafe on it, would haue anfwcred 
her:my very vi for beganne to adumc life, and (cold with her: 
die tolde me,not thinking I had beene my felfe, that I was the 
Princes ieder, that I was duller than a great thawe, huddleing 
ied vpon ied, with fuch irnpolfiblc conueiance vpon me,that 
I doode like a man at a marke , with a whole army (hooting 
at me: (he fpeakes poynyards,and euery word ftabbes : if her 
breath were as terrible as her terminations, there were no liu- 
ingneereher,lhee would infeft to the north darre: I woulde 
not marry her, though (bee wereindowed with a! that Adam 
had left him before he tranfgrcd, (he would haue made Her- 
cules haue turnd fpit , yea, and haue cleft his club to make the 
fire too : comc,talke not of her, you (hall find her the infernall 
Ate in good apparell, I would’to God fomefcholler woulde 
coniure her, for certainely, while (he is heere, a man may liue 
as quiet in hell, as in a fan&uarie, and people finne vpon pur- 
pofe, becaufe they would goe thither , fo indeede all difquiet, 
honour, and perturbation follovves her. 

Snter Claudio and Beatrice. 

Bed.ro Loolee heere (he comes. 

Benedicke Will your grace command me any feruice to the 
worlctes end? I will go on the flighted arrand now to the An- 
tvpodes that you can deuife to (end mee on : I will fetch you a 
tooth-picker now from thefurthed inch of Afia : brin°- you 

c 2 %he 
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ou haue put him downe Lady, you haue put him 




o5 \luch adoe 

the length of Prefter Iohns foot:fetch you a haire off the great 
Cham? beard : doe you any embaflage to the Pigmies, rather 
than holde three words conference, with this harpy, you haue 
no imploymentfor me- 

Pedro None, but to defireyoui good company. 

'Benedicks O God fir, heeres a difti I loue not, I cannot in« 
dure my Ladie Tongue. exit - 

Pedro Come Ladv,come, you haue loft the heart of figni- 
orBenedicke. 

Beatrice Indeed my Lord ,he lent it me awhile, and I gaue 
him vfe for it, a double' heart for his fingle one, roavy once be- 
fore he wonne it of me, with falfe dice , therefore your grace 
may well fay I haue loft it. 

c Pedro Y 
downe. 

Beatrice So I would nothe fhould do me, my Lord, left I 
fhould prooue the mother of fooles : I haue brought Counte 
Claudio, whom you lent .me to feeke. 

Pedro W hv how now Counte, wherefore are you fad? 
Claudio Not fad my Lord. 

Pedro How then? ficke? 

Claudio Neither, my Lord, 

Beatrice The Counte is neither fad, nor ficke, nor merry, 
nor well : but ciuill Counte, ciuil as an orange, and fometlung 
of that iealous complexion. 

Pedro Ifaith Lady, I think vour blazon to be true, though 
ile be fworne,if he be fo, his conceit is falfe : heere Claudio, I 
haue wooed in thy name, and faire Hero is won, 1 haue broke 
with her father, and his good will obtained , name the day of 
marriage, and God giue thee ioy. 

Leonato Counte take ofme my daughter, and with her my 
fortunes: his grace hath made the match, and all grace fay A- 
men to it. 

Beatrice Speake Counte, tis your Qu. 

Claudio Silence is the perfected Heraultofioy,! were but 
little happy if I could fay, how much? Lady, as you are mine, 
1 am yours, I giue away my felfe for you, and doate vpon the 
exchange. & eatt ‘ 




about Soothing. 

Beat . Speake cofin, or(ifyou cannot)ftop his mouth with a 
kifte,and let not him fpeake neither. 

< Pedro Infaith ladr you haue a merry heart. 

Beatr. Yea my lord I thanke it,poore foole it keepes on the 
windy fide of Care, my coofin tells him in his eare that he is in 
her heart 

riau, . Andfo (he doth coofin. 

Beat. Good Lord for aliancc : thus goes euery one to the 
world but I,and I am fun-burnt, I may fit in a corner and crie, 
heigh ho for a husband. 

Pedro Lady Beatrice,! will get you one. 

Beat. I would rather haue one of your fathers gettingihath 
your grace ne’re a brother like you ? your father got excellent 
husbands if a maide coulde come by them. 

Prince Will you haue me?lady. 

Beatr. No my lord, vnles I might haue another for work- 
ing-daies , your grace is too coftly to weare euery day : but I 
befecch your grace pardon me, I was born to fpeake all mirth, 
and no matter. 

Prince Your filence moft offends me, and to be merry ,bcft 
becomes you , for out a queftion, you were borne in a merry 
hower. 

Beatr. No fure my lord, my mother cried, but then there 
was a ftarre daunft , and vnder that was I borne, cofins God 
giue you ioy. 

Leonato Neece , will you fooke to thofe things I tolde you 
of? 

Beat I crie you mercy vncle, by your graces pardon. 

exit Beatrice, 

Prince By my troth a pleafant fpirited lady. 

Leon. Thercs little of the melancholy element in her my 
lord, (he is neuei fad, but when (he lleeps,& not euer fad then: 
for I haue heard my daughter fay , fhe hath often dreampt of 
Vnhappines,and wakt her felfe with laughing, 

Pedro She cannot mdure to heare tell ofa husband. 

Leonato O by no meanes, fh e mockes al her wooers out of 
fate. 
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< -prince She were an excellent wife for Benedick. 

Leonato O Lord, mv lord,if they were but a weeke married, 
they would talke themfelues madde. 

Prince Countie Claudio , when mcane you to goe to 
church? 

Clan, To morow my lord, Time goes on crutches, til Loue 
haueall his rites. 

Leonato Not til monday, my deare fonne, which is hence a 
iuft feuennight.and a time too briefc too, to haue al things an- 
fwer my mind. 

Prince Come, you /hake the head at fo long a breathing, 
but I warrant thee Claudio, the time (hall not go dully by vs, I 
wil in theinterim, vndertake one of Hercules labors,which is, 
to bring SigniorBenedickand the lady Beatrice into a moun- 
taineofaffeftiongh’one with th other, I would fainehaueita 
match , and 1 doubt not but to fafhion it, if you three will but 
minifter fuch afliftance as I /hall giue you direftion, 

Leonato My lord,I am for you, though it coflme ten nights 
watchings. 

Claud. And I my Lord, 

Prince And you too gentle Hero? 

Hero I wil do any modeft offi ce,my lord, to help my cofin 
to a good husband. 

‘Prince And Benedicke is not the vnhopcfullcfl: husband 
that I know: thus farre can I praife him.he is of a noble Brain, 
©fapprooued valour, and confirmde honefty, I will teach you 
how to humour your cofin, that (he (hallfal in loue with Be- 
nedicke, and I, with your two helpes, wil fo praftife on Bene- 
dicke , that in di/pight of his quicke wit, and his queafie fto- 
macke,he (hall fall in loue with Beatrice:ifwe can do this, Cu- 
pid is no longer an Archer, his glory foall bee ours, for we are 

the onely loue-gods , goe in with mee, and I will tell you my 
drift. exit , 

Enter Iohn and Borachio. 

John It is fo,the Countc Claudia (hall marry the daughter 
ofLeonato. 

Bora. Y ea my lord, but I can crofle it. 

Iohn 



william Shakespeare Much Ado About Nothing (stc 22304) 



about Soothing. 

Iohn Any barre,any crofle, any impediment, will be med- 
cinableto me, I am ficke in di/plea/ure to him, and whatfoeuer 
comes athwart his affettion , ranges euenly with mine , how 
can ft thou crofle this marriage? 

Bor. Not honeftly my lord, but fo couertly,that no ditho- 
nefty (hall appeare in me. 

John Shew me briefely how. 

Bor. I thinke 1 told your lordlhip a vecre fince, how much 
I am in the fauour of Margaret , the willing gentlewoman to 
Hero. 

Iohn I remember. 

Bor. I can at any vnfeafonable inftant of the night, appoint 
her to looke out at her ladies chamber window. 

Iohn Whatlifeisinthattobethe death of this manage? 

Bor. The poifon of that lies in you to temper, goe you to 
the prince your brother , fpare not to tell him , that he hath 
wronged his honor in marrying the renowned Claudio, whofe 
efti (nation do you mightily hold vp , to a contaminated flale, 
fuchaoneas Hero. 

Iohn Whatproofe fiiall I make ofthat? 

"Bor. Proofe enough, to mifufe the prince, to vexe Claudio, 
to vndoe Hero , and kill Leonato , looke you for any other 
ifiRie? 

Iohn Onelyto difpight them I will endeuour any thino\ 

Bor. Go then, find me a meet hourc,to draw don Pedro and 
the Counte Claudio alone, tell them that you know that Hero 
Jones me, intend a kind of zealeboth to the prince & Claudio 
(ns in loue of your brothers honor who hath made this match) 
and his friends reputation, who is thus like to bee cofen’d with 
the femblance of a maid, that you haue di/coucr’d thusrthev wil 
fcarcelv beleeue this without trialhoffer them mftances which 
lhall beare no lefle likelihood , than to fee me at her chamber 
window, hearc me call Margaret Hero, heare Marg.terme me 
Claudio, & bring them to fee this the vet v night beforethe in- 
tended wedding, form the mean time,I Wil fofafliion themnt- 
>cr, that Hero fhal be abfent and there fhal appeere fuch feem- 
mg truth ofHeroes difloyaltic, that iealoufie fhal becaldaflu- 

ranee 
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rance.and al the preparation ouerthrowne. 

lohn Grow this to what aduerfciflue it can, I will put it in 
praftife : be cunning in the working this, and thy fee is a thou- 
sand ducates. 

'Bor. Be you con Bant in the accufation , and tny cunning 
, (hall not fhame me. 

lohn 1 will prcfently go learn c their day of marriage, exit 
Enter Benedicks alone. 

Bene. Boy. 

Boy Signior. 

Bene. 1 n my chamber window lies a booke, bring it hither 
to me in the orchard. 

Boy. I am here already (if. g xit, 

Bene. I know that, but I would haue thee hence and here a- 

game . I do much wonder,that one man feeing how much an 

other man i» afoole,when he dedicates his behauiours to loue, 

wil after he hath laughtat fuch (hallow follies in others, becom 

the argument of his owne fcornc, bv falling in loue, and (uiha 

man is Claudio, I haue knowne w hen there was no mufique 

with himbutthedrummeand the fife, and now had he rather 

heare the taber and the pipe : I haue knowne when he would 

haue wallet ten mile afoot, to fee a good armour, and now wil 

he lie ten nightsawake earning the Saihion ofanewdublef.he 

was woont tofpeakc plaine,and to the purpofe(hkean honeft 

man and a fouldier)and now is he turnd ortography,his words 

are a very fantafticall banquet , iuft fo many ((range diflics : 

may I be fo conuertcd and fee with thefe eies? I cannot tell, I 

thinke not:! wil not be fwornc but loue may transfonne me to 

an oyfter, but ile take my oath on it,till he haue made and oy- 

fler ofme, he (hall ncuer make me fach a foole: one woman is 

faire, yet I am well , an otheris wife, yet I am well : an other 

vertuous.yet I am wehbut till all graces be in one woman, one 

woma dial not com in my grace: rich (he (hal be that? certain, 

wife,or ile none,vertuous,or ile neuer cheapen hcr:faire,or lie 

neucr lookeon her, mild, or come not nearc me, noble, ornot 

fbranangcll, of good difeourfe, an excellent mufitian, ana 1CI 
o > a hstre 
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hairc (hall be of what colour it plcafeGod.hah'.the prince and 
monfieur Loue,I wil hide me in the arbor. 

enter prince, Lecnato y Claudio y Mujiche* 

Prince Come Hiatt we heare this mufique? 

Claud. Yea my good lord: how ftil the eueningis, 

A s hufiht on purpofe to grace harmonic? 

* Prince See you where Benedicke hath hid himfelfe? 

£l<md. Ovcry wel my lord: the mufique ended, 

Weelefit the kid-foxe with a pennyworth. 

Enter Halthafer with wwjicke. . 

Prince Come Balthafer,weele heare that fong agaiac. 
"Balth. O good my lord,taxe not fo bad a voice, 

To fiaunder muficke any more then once* 
c Prince It is the witneffe ftill of exccllencie. 

To put a ftrange facer on his owne pcrfe&ion, 

I pray thee fing,and let me wooeno more, 

Balth. Becaufe you talke of wooing I will fin£, 

Since many a wooer doth commence his fate. 

To her he tlunkes not worthy, yet he wooes, 
Yetwillhefwearehe loucs. 

Prince lSfav pray thee come, 

Or if thou wilt hold longer argument. 

Do it in notes. 

Balth. Note this before my notes, 

Theres not a note of mine thats worth the noting. 

Brrnce W hy thefe are very crotchets that he fpeakes. 

Note notes forfooth , and nothing. 

Bene. Now diuine aire, now u his foulerauifht, is it not 
((range that (lieepes guts fhould hale foulcs out of mens bo- 
dies? well a home for my mony when alls done. 

The Sen?. 

Sigh no more ladies, figh no more, 

JV1 en were deceiuers euer. 

One foote in fea.and one on (hore, 

T o one thing conftant neucr. 

Then figh not (b,but let them go, 

And be you blith and bonnie, 
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Conuerting all your foundes of woe, i 

Into hey nony nony. 

Sing no more ditties, fing no moe 8 
Of dumps fo dull and heauy. 

The fraud of men was euer fo. 

Since firmmer firft waslcauy. 

Then figh not fo,&c, 

'Prince By my troth a good fong, 

Balrh. And anillfingermy lord, 

Prince Ha, no no faith, thou fingft vvel enough forafhift, 

Ben , And he had bin a dog that fhould haue howld thus, 
they would haue hangd him , and I pray God his bad voice 
bode no mifeheefe, 1 had as hue haue heard the night-rauen, 
come what plague could haue come after it. 

Prince i ea mary, dootl thou hearc Balthafar? I pray thee 
get vs fomc excellent mufiquerfor to morow night wcwould 
haueitatthe ladie Heroes chamber window. 

"B filth. The beft I can my lord. 

Exit ’Balthafar . 

Prince Do fo, farewell. Come hither Leonato, what was 
ityoutold meeoftoday, that yourniece Beatrice was inloue 
with fignior Bcnedicke? 

Cla. O I,ftalke on, Balk on, the foule fits.I did neuer think 
that lady would haue loued any man. 

Leo. No nor I neither, but mo ft wonderfuhthat (he fhould 
fo dote on fignior Bcnedicke, whome ihc hath in all outward 
behauiors feemd euer toabhorre. 

Bene. IB poffible? fits the wind in that corner? 

Leo. By my troth my Lord, I cannot tell what to thinkeof 
it, but that (he loucs him with aninraged affe<fhon,it is pad the 
infinite of thought. 

Prince May be flic doth but counterfeit, 

Claud* Faith like enough. 

Leon. O God! counterfeit? there was neuer counterfeit of 
paffionjcauac fo neare die life of paffion as .(he di(couers it. 

frm* 



about fh^othing, 

* Tr'nee Why what effefts ofpaffion (hewes (he? 

Cland. Baite the hooke wcl, this fi(h will bite. 

Leon. What effects my Lord?lhc wil fityou,'you heard my 
daughter tell you how. 

Claud. Shedidindeede. 

Prince HowhowIprayyou|youamazeme,I would haue 
thought her (pirite had beeneinuincible againft all a (faults of 
afifeftion. 

Leo. I would haue (worn it had, my lord,efpecially again ft 
Bcnedicke. 

Bene. I Ihould think this a gull, but that the white bearded 
fellow fpeakes it:knauery cannot furc hide himfelf in fuch re- 
uerencc. 

Claud. He hath taneth’infe&ion,hold it vp. 

Prince Hath (hee made her affe&ion knowne to Bene- 
dicke? 

Leonato No, and fweares (hcc neuer will, thats her tor- 
ment. 

Claudio Tis true indeed,fo your daughter faies: (hall I,faics 
(he, that haue fo oft encountred him with fcorne, write to him 
that I loue him? 

Leo. This faies (he now when fhe is beginning to write to 
him, for (heel be vp twenty times a night, and there will (lie fit 
* in hwfmocke,til (he haue writ a (hcete of paper; my daughter 
telsvsall. r . ° 

. Q‘ w ' Now you talk ofa fhect ofpaper,I remember a prety 
left your daughter told of vs. 7 

Leonato O when fhe had writ it, and was reading it oucr,(hc 
found Benedicke and Beatrice betweene the (heetc 
Claudio That. 

Leon O (he tore the letter into a thoufand halfpence, raild 
at her felf that fhefhould be foimmodeft to write to one that 
fire knew would flout her, I mealure him, faies (he, by my own 

mm I (hould° U ^ "° Ut writ to mc >y ea thogh I louc 

C'Un. Then downevpon her knees fhe falls, weepes, fobs, 
beatesher hcart,teares her haire,praycs, curies, O fweet Bene- 

D 2 dicke, 
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dicke,God glue me patience,' 

Leonato She doth indeed, my daughter faies fo, and the ex. 
iafie hath fo much ouerborne her , that my daughter is fome- 
time afeard fhee will doe a defperate out- rage to herfelfe, it is 
very true. 

Prince It were good that Benedickeknew of it by forne o- 
ther.if {he will not difcouerit, 

£laudio To whatendfhe would make but a (port of it, and 
torment the pool e Lady worfe. 

Prince And he fhou!d,it were an almesto hang him. Ihees 
an excellent fweetc lady, and (out of all fufpition,) {he is vertu- 
cus. 

Claudio And (he is exceeding wife. 

‘Prince In euery thingbut in louing Benedicke. 

Leonato O my Lord, wifedome and blood combatingin 
fo tender a body, we haue ten proofes to one,that bloud hath 
the victory, I am foryfor her, as I haue iull caufe, beeing her 
vnclc,andhergardian. 

‘Trin e I would (hee had bcftow r ed this dotage on mee , I 
would haue daft all other refpcfts,and made her halfe iryfelf: 
Iprayvou tell Benedickeofit,andhcarewhatawilHay. 

Leonato Were it good thir.ke you? - 

Claudio Hero thinkes furelv flic will die, for (he faycs (hee 
will die, if he loue her not, and (hee will die ere fhee make her 
lone kncwne,and (he will die if he wooe her, rather than (hee 
will bate one breath of her accuftomed crofnefl e. 

‘Prince She doth well, if (hee (houlde make tender of her 

loue,tis very poffible heele fcorne it,for the man(as you know 
all) hath a contemptible fpirite. 

Claudio He is a very proper man. 

‘ Prince He hath indeede a good outward happines. 

. Claudio Before God, and in my mind, very wile. 

Prince Hee dooth indeede ihewfomefparkes that arcliks 
wit. 

Claudio And I take him to be valiant. , 

Prirke As Hoff or, I allure you, and in the mannaging 0 * 
quarrehyou may fay he is wife , for either hee auoydes them 
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with great difcretion,or vndertakes them with a mod chrifti- 
anlike feare. 

Leonato If he do feare God, a muff neceffarily keep peace, 
if hee breake the peace, hee ought to enter into a quarrel with 
feare and trembling. 

(&’ ‘Prince And lb will hee dps, for the man doth feare God, 
howlocuer it fc ernes not in him , by feme large ieftes hee will 
make: well I am fory for your niece, lhali we go feeke Bene- 
dicke, and tell him of her loue? 

Claudio Neuer tell him,my Lord, let her weare it out with 
goodcounfell. 

Leonato Nay thats impoflible , fhee may weare her heart 
©utfirft, 

‘Prince Well, wc will heare further ofit by y our daughter, 
letitcoole the while, I loue Benedicke wel, and I could wilh 
He would modeftly examine himfelfe, to fee how much he is 
vnworthy fo good a lady, 

Leonato Al y lord, will you walke ? dinner is ready. 

Claudio If he do not doatc on her vppon this, I will neuer 
trufl my expectation . 

‘Prince Let there be the fame nette fpread for her,and that 
muff your daughter and her gentlewomen carry rthefporte 
will be, when they holdeonean opinion ofan others dotage, 
and no fuch matter , thats the feene that I woulde fee , which 
wil be meerely a dumbe Ihew : let vs fend her to call him in to 
dinner. 

Benedicke This can he no tricke, the conference was fadly 
borne theyhaueth^ruethofthisfrom Hero, theyfeemeto 
pittie the Lady : itfeemes her affections haue their full bent : 
loue me?why it muff be requited: I heare how I am cenfurde, 
they fay I will beare my felfe prowdly , if I perceiue the loue 
come from her : they fay too.that Ihc will rather die than giue v 
anie figne of affection : I did neuer thinke to marry, I muff 
not feeme prow d, happy are they that heare their detract ions, 
andean put them tomending: they lay the Ladyisfaire, tisa 
Irueth, I can beare them witndle ♦ and vertuous, tis fo, I can- 
not reprooueit, and wife, but for louing me, by my u;oth it is 
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00 addition to her wit, nor n o great argument ofher follie,fo r 

1 will be horribly in loue with her, I may chauncc haue fome 
oddc quirkes and remnants of witte broken on me, becaufe j 
haue railed fo long againft marriage : but doth not the appe- 
tite alter? a man loues the meate in his youth,that he cannotin- 
dure in his age . Shall quippes and fentences,and thefe paper 
bullets of the brain awe a man from the can-cere of his humor? 
No, the world mull be peopled . When 1 faide I wouldcdica 
batchellerj did not think 1 ihould liue til I were married, here 
comes Beatrice: by this day, (Lees afaire lady, 1 doe fpiefomc 
markes of loue in her. 

Enter Reprice. 

Bear. Aganft my will I am fent to bid you come in to din- 
ner. 

Bene, Faire Beatrice,! thanke you for vourpaines. 

Beat, ] tooke no more paines for thofe thankes , then yott 
take paines to thanke me,ifit had bin painful I weuid not haue 
come. 

Bene. You take plcafure then in the meflage. 

Beat, Y ea iuft fo much as you may take vppon a kniues 
point, and choake a daw withalhyou haue no ftomach fignior, 
fare you well, exit., 

Bene. Ha, againft: my will I am fent to bid you come into 
dinner: theres a double meaning in that: I took no more paines 
for thofe thanks the you took pains to thank me, thats as much 
as to fay, any pains that I take for you is as eafy as thanks: if 1 do 
not take pitty ofher I am a villaine, if I do not loue her I am a 
lew, I will go get herpi&ure, exit. 

Enter Hero and two Gentlewomen ^Margaret, and Vrjlej , 
Hero Good Margaret runne thee to the parlour, 

There (halt thou find my cofin Beatrice, 

' Propofing with the prince and Claudio, 

Whifper her care and tell her I and Vrfiey, 

Walke in the orchard, and our whole difeourfe 
Is all of her, fay that thou oucr- heardft vs. 

And bid her ftealcinto the pleached bowere 
Where hony-fucklcs ripened by the funne, 
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Forbid the liinne to enter dike fauourites, 

Made proud by princes, that aduaunce their pride, 
Againft that power that bred it, there will l he hide her. 
To liftenour propofe,this is thy office, 

Bearc thee well in it,and leaue vs alone. 
tMarg. He make her come 1 warrant you prefently. 
Hero Now V rfula,when Beatrice doth come. 

As we do trace this alley vp and downe, 

Our talke muft oncly be of Benedicke, 

When I do name him let it be thy part, 

To praife him more than euer man did merite. 

My talke to thee muft be how Benedicke, 

Is fickeinlouc with Beatricerofthis matter. 

Is little Cupids crafty arrow made, 

That onely wounds by hearc-fay:now begin, 

For looke where Beatrice like a Lapwing runs 
Clofe by the ground, to hearc our conference. 

Enter Beatrice. 

Vrfttla The pleafantft angling is to feethefiffi 
Gut with her golden ores the filuer ftreame. 

And greedily deuoure the treacherous baite: 

So angle-wcfor Beatrice, who euen now. 

Is couched in the wood -bine couerture, 

Feareyou not my part of the dialogue. 

Hf ro c J h r en g°, we neareherthat her eare loofe nothing. 
Of thefalfe lvveetc baite that we lay for its . 

No truly Vrfula,ffie is too difdainful), 

3 know her (pirits are as coy and wild. 

As haggerds oftherockc. 

Vrfnk But are you lure, 

That Benedicke loues Beatrice fb intirely? 

S ® Caics (hc prince, and my new trothed Lord. 

?nd they bid you tel her of it,madame? 

Hero 1 hey did intreate me to acquaint her of it, 

I perfwaded them,if they lou’de Benedicke, 
i o wiffi him wraftle withaffeftion, 

And neuer to let Beatrice know ofit 






fSMucbadoe 

Vrfuk Why did you fo,doo th notthc gentleman 
Deferue as full asfortunate a bed, 

As euer Beatrice (hall couch vpon? 

Hero O God of louell know he doth deferue, 

As much as may be yeelded to a man: 

But nature neuer framde a womans hart. 

Of prowder fluff e then that of Beatrice: 

Difdaine and Scornc ride fparkling in her eics, 

Mifprifmg what they looke on ; and her wit 
Yalewes it felfe fo highly, that to her 
All matter els (ecmes weake: (he cannot louc f 
Nor take no fliape nor proieef of affeftion, 

She is fo felfe indeared* 

Vrfula Surelthinkefo, 

And therefore certainely it were not good, 

She knew his loue left (heele make fport at iU 

Her ) Why you fpeake truthjl neuer yet (aw man, 

How wife, how noble, yong.bow rarely featured* 

But fhe would (pel him backward: if fane faced. 

She would fwearc the gentleman (hould be her fitter* 

If blacke, why Nature drawing of an antique. 

Made a foule blot: iftall, a launce ill beaded: 

If low, an agot very vildly cut: 

If (peaking, why a vane blowne with all winds: 

If filent, why a blocke moued with none: 

Soturnes fhe euery man the wrong fide out. 

And neuer giues to 7 ruth and V ertue, that 
Which (iinplenefle and merite purchafeth* 

Vrfula Sure,fure,fuch carping is not commendable. 
Hero No not to be fo oclde,and from all fafhions. 

As Beatrice is, cannot be commendable. 

But who dare tell her fofif I (hou’d fpeake, 

She would moefce me in tb ayre,0 (lie would laugh me 
Out of my felfe.prefTemeto death with wit, 

Therefore let Benedicke like couerd fire, 

Confumeaway in fighcs,wafle inwardly: 

1 1 were a better death, then die with mockes, . . 
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Which is as bad as die with tickling. 

Vrfula Yet tel her ofit,heare what (Tie wil (ay. 
Hero No rather 1 will go to Benedicke, 

And coutf^ile him to fight again A his paffion, 

And trulpHe deutfefome honed (launders. 

To flairiemy cofm with,one doth not know, 

How much an til word may impoifon liking* 

Vrfula O do not do your cofin fuch a wrong, 

She cannot be To much without true judgement* 
Hailing fo fivift and excellent a wit. 

As (he is prifde to haue, as to refufe 
So rare a gentleman as figriior Benedicke. 

Hero He is the onely tfiarf of Italy, 

AKvaies excepted my deare C laudio. 

Vrfula l pray you be not angry with me, madam e 
Speaking my fancy: fignrbr Benedicke, 

For lhape,for bearing argument and valour, 

Goei fomiofl m report through Italy* 

Hero Indeed he hath an excellent good name* 

Vr 'uh His excellence did eai ne it, ere he hacl it: 
When are you married mad a me? 

Hero Whv euerv davto morrow, come so in, 
lie (hew thee fome attires, and haue thy counfaile. 
Which is the hell to furnifh me to morrow. 

Vrfula Shecs limed I warrant you. 

We haue caught her madame. 

Hero If it prouc (buhen lcuing goes by haps, 
Some Cupid kills with arrowes fome with traps, 
'Beat, Whatfireisin mine cares? can this be true? 
Stand I condemffdior pride and fcorne (o much? 
Contempt, farewefand maiden pride adew, 

No glory liues behind the backeoffuch. 

And Benedicke, loue on I will requite thee, 

1 amingmy wild hearrto thyjouing hand: 

If thou doft loue,mv kindndTe (hall incite thee' 

To bind our loues vp in a holy band* 
for others fav thou doft deferue, and I 

£ 






I . -I i ' I dJ t 1 1 1 1 1 iM (M . 1 1 



PgnlrJrJrJrJrJrJS ffWi 





< l yvi ucb adoe 

Belccue it better then reportingly. exit, 

Enter f Prtnee,£ laudiop3enedicke,eind Lrcn.it o. 

Trine e 1 doe but flay til your manage be confummate,and 
then go I toward Arragon. 

Claud, lie bring you thither my lord, ifyoule vouchlafe 
me. 

Prince Nay that would be as great a foyle in the new gloflc 
of your marriage , as to (hew a child his new coate and forbid 
him to weare it,I wil only be bold with Benedick for his com- 
pany , for from the crowne of his head, to the foie of his foot, 
he is al mirth, he hath twice or thrice cut Cupides bow-ftring, 
and the little hang-man dare not (hoot at him, he hathaheart 
as found as a bell, and his tongue is the clapper, for what his 
heart thinkcs,his tongue fpeakes. 

Bene. Gallants,I am not as I hauc bin. 

Leo. So fay I, me thinkes you arc (adder. 

(,Iuh. I hope he be in loue. 

Prince Hang him truant, thcres no true drop of bloud in 
him to be truly toucht with loue, if he be faddc^ie wantes jno- 
ney. 

‘Bene. I haue the tooth-ach. 

Prince Draw it. 

"Bene. Hang it. 

Clan. You muf! bang it firft ,and draw it afterwards. 

Prince What?fgh for the tooth-ach, 

Leon. W here is but a humour or a worme. 

‘Bene. Wei, cuery one cannot mafter a griefe , but he tliat 
has it. 

, Clan. Yet fay I,he is in loue. 

Prince Thcreisnoappeeranceoffancicinhim, vnlefTeit 
be a fancy that he hath to flrange difguifes , as to be a Dutch- 
man to day, a French-man to morrow, or in thefhapeoftwo 
countiics at once , as a Germaine from the wafte downward, 
ail Hops, and a Spaniard from the hip vpward,no dublet: vn- 
Icfle he hauc a fancie to this foolery , as it appeares he hath, 
he is no foole for fancy , as you would haue it' appeare he 
is. 

0 m 
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Qau. Ifhebenotinlouewithfomewoman,thercisno bc- 
lecuing old (ignes, a Lrufhcs his hat a mornings, what (hould 
that bode? 

Prince Hath any man feene him at the Barbers? 

CUu. No, but the barbers man hath bin feene with him, 
and theolde ornament of his checke hath already ftufft tennis 
balls. 

Leon. Indeed he lookes yonger than he did.by the loflc of 
a beard. 

Prince Nay a rubshitnfclfe witheiuit, can you fmell him 
out by that? 

Claud. Thats as much as to fay , the fweete youthe’s in 
loue. 

Bene. The greatefl note ofit is his melancholy. 

£laitd. And when washewoonttowalh his face? 

Prince Y ca or to paint himfeife? for the which I heare what 
they fay of him. 

Qemd. Nay but hi» idling (pint, which is now crept into a 
lute- firing, and now gouernd by flops. 

Prince Indeed that tells a hcauy tale for hi m: conclude, con - 
ciude.heisin loue. 

£Liud. Nay but I know who loues him. 

Prince That would Iknow too, I warrant one thatknows 
him not. 

Claud. Yes, and his ill conditions, and in difpightof al, dies 
for him. 

Prince She (hall be buried with her face vpwards. 

Bene. Yet is this no charme for the tooth-ake , old fignior, 
walkc afide with me, I haue fludied eight or nine wife wordes 
tofpeaketoyoujwhich thefe hobby-horfesmuftnot heare. 

"Prince For tny life to breake with him about Beatrice, 

Chad.. Tiseucnfo, Hero and Margaret haue by this play- 
ed their parts with Beatrice , and then the two be ares will not 
bite one another when they meete. 

Enter Iohn the 'Bajlard. 

Baftard Mv lord and brother, God faue you. 

Trtnce Good den brother. 
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Bajlard Ifyour Icifure feru d,I would fpeakewith you. 
Prince Inpriuate? 

Bafiard Ifitpleafe you, yet Count Claudio may heare, foi* 
what I would fpeake of, concernes him. * 

Prince W hats the matter? 

‘Baft. Meanesyour Lordfhip to be married to morrow - 3 
Prince You know he does^ 

Bafl. I know not that whenheknowes wbatlknow, 
Claud. If there be any impediment, I pray you difcouer it. 
Baft. Y ou may think I loue you not, let that appearc here- 
after , and aynie better at me by that I now w ill mamfeft , for 
my broth or ( thinke, he holdes you well, and in dearenefleof 
heart) hath holpe to effeft your enfuing rnariage:furely fute ill 
(pent, and labor ill bellowed. 

Prince Why whats the matter? - 

Baft. I came hither to tel you, and circnmflances fhortned, 
(for ihe has bin too long a talking of)the lady is difleyall. 
tflau . W ho H ero ? 

Baflar , Euen flie,LeonatoesHcro,vour Hero, euerv mans 
Hero. 

£ku. Difloyall? 

Baft. T he word is too good to paint out her wickedncflc, I 
couldfay fne were worfe, thinke you of a worfe title, and I wil 
fit heivto it: wonder not till further warrant : go but with me 
to night you fhall fee her chamber window eiiUed, euen the 
night before her wedding day, if you loue her, then to morovv 
wed her: but it would better fute your honour to change ygur 
mind, 

Chad. May this be fo? 
prince T wil not thinke it. 

If vou dare not truft that you fee , confefTe not that 
you knowe : if you will follow 7 mee, I will ibew you enough , 
and when you haue feene more ..and heard more,proccede ac- 
cordingly. 

CUucko If I f e an/e thing to night, why I fhould not mar- 
ly 7 ^ her to morrow mthe congregation, where lfhould wed? 
there will I fliame her. 

Prince 
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Brince And as I wooed for thee to obtaine her, I wi! ioyne 
with thee, to difgrace her. 

‘Ballard I will difparage her no farther, till you are my win 
nefTes,beareit coldely but till midnight, and let the ldue Ihew 

itfelfe. , 

Prince O dav vntovvardly turned ! 

Cm Omifchiefeftrangcly thwarting! 

Baftard O plagu^right well preuented ! fo will you Cay, 
when you haue feene the fequele. 

U ' 

Enter Ttoabery and his compartner with ty.eW atch. 

. T>og. Are you good men and true? 

Verges Yeafor elfe it were pitty but they fliould futierial- 

uation body and foule. . -■ 

Do%. Nny,that wereapunifhmenttoo good .or them , it 
they fhould haue any allegeanee in them, being chofen for the 
Princes watch. . . 

Verges Well, giue them their charge , neighbour Dog- 
bery. 

c Doabery Firft, who thinke you the mod defartleffe man 
tobeCondable? 

Watch I Hugh O te- cake fir, pr George Sea- cole, for they 
can write and reade. > 

TPonbery Come hither neighbor Sea-cole, God hath bled 
you with a good name: to be a Welfauoured man, is the gift of 
Fortune , tut to write and reade,comes by nature. 

Watch 2 Poth which maiderCondable. 

Do^bery You haue: I knew it would be your anfwer:wel, 
for yourfiuonr fir, why giue God thanks, and make no boad 
of it, and for your writing and reading , let that appeere when 
there is no neede of fuch vanity , you are thought heerc to be 
the mod fendefle and fit man for the Condable of the watch: 
therefore beare you the lanthorne: this is your charge , You 
lliall comprehend all vagrom men , you are to bidde any man 
dand, in the Princes name. 

Watch 2 F ow' ifa will not dand? 

Dogbery Why then take no note of him, butlethimgoe, 
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and prcfcntlv'call the reft of the watch together , and thanke 
god you are ridde of a knaue* 

Verge) If he wil not ftand when he isbidden,heisnoncof 
the Princes fubie&s. 

Dogberj True, and they arc to meddle with nonebutthe 
Princes fubiefts : you (hall nlio make no noife in tlieftrcctes: 
for, for the watch to babble and to talkc,is tnoft tollerable,and 
nottobeindured. 

Watch We will rather flecpe than talke,vve know what be- 
longs to a watch. 

Dogbery W hy you fpcake like an antient and moll quiet 
watchman, for 1 cannot fee how fleeping ftiould offcndione- 
ly haue a care that your billes bee not ftoine : well, youareto 
cal at al the alehoufcs,and bid thofe that arc drunke get them to 
bed. 

Watch How if they will not? 

‘Dogherj W hy then let them alone til they are fober,if they 
make you not then the better anfwer,you may fay ; they arc not . 
the men you tooke them for. 

Watch Well fir. 

Dogbery Ifvou meete a thiefe , vo,u may fufpc&him, by 
vertue of your office, to be no true man : and for fucli kind of 
men, the Idle you meddleormakc with them, whythetnore 
is for your honefty. 

Watch If we know' him to be a thiefe,ffial we not lay hands 
on him? 

Dogbery T ruely by your office you may, but I thinke they 
that touch pitch will be defilde : themoftpeaceableway for 
you, ifyou doe take a thiefe, is, to let him (new himfclfewbat 
he is, and fteale out of your companic. 

Verges You haue beene al waves called a merciful! manne, 
partner, 

Dog. T ruely I would not hang a dogge by my will, much 
more a man wdio hath anic honeftic in him. 
i* Verges Ifyou hearea child cricin the night you muft call to 
thenurfc and bid her flil it. 

Watch How if the nurfe be afleepe and will not hearc vs. 

•Vo}, 




about Nothing. 

q)og. Why then depart in pcace,and let the cliild wakehcr 
with crying / for the ewe that will not heare her lamb when it 
baes,will neucr anfwer a calfe when he bleates. 

Verm Tts very true 

•Dog. This is the end of the charge : you conftable are to 
prelent- the princes owne perlon, ifyou meete the prince in the 

niglit.you may ftay him. 

Verges Nay birlady that I thinke a cannot. 

Dog. Fiue ihillmgs to one ont with any man that knowes 
the ftatutcs.he may ifav him, mary not without the prince be 
willino'jfor indeed the watch ought to oftend no man, and it is 
an offence to ftay a man again!! his will. 

Verges Birlady I think e it be fo. 

Dog. Ha ah ha, wel matters good night, and there be any 
matter of weight chaunccs , cal vp me , keepc your fellowes 
counlailcs , and your ownc, and good night , come neigh- 
bour. 

Watch Wellmaftcrs, we heare our charge, letvs goe fitte 
here vppon the church bench till twoo , and then all to 
bed. 

Dog. One word more,honeft neighbors ,1 pray you watch 
about fignior Lconatocs doore,for the wedding being there to 
morrow, there is a great coylc to night,adicw,be vigitant I be- 
fecchyou. exeunt. 

Enter Borachio and Ccnrade. 

Bor. WhatConrade? 

Watch Peace, ftir not. 

Bor. Conrade I lay. 

Con , Here man,I am at thy elbow, 

Bor. Mas and my elbow itcht, I thought there would a 
leabbe follow. 

Con. I will owe thee an anfwer for that, and now forward 
With thy tale. 

Bor. Stand thee dole then vnder this penthoufe, for it 
driffellsrainc, and 1 will, like a true drunckard, vtterallto 
thee. ( 

Watch Some treafon matters, yctftandclofe. / r ^ 

Bor-, 
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Bor, Therefore know,l haue earned of Dun Iohn a thou- 

Cmd ducates. 

('on. 1 s it portable that any villanie ihould be (o deare? 

-Bor. Thou Ihould fl: rather aske if it were portable any vil- 
lame ihuld be fo rich?for when rich villains haue need of poor 
ones, poore ones may make what price they will. 

Con. 1 wonder at it. , 

Bor. Thatlhewes thou art vneonfirmd, thou knoweft 

that the fafluon of a dublet,or a hat,ot acloake, is nothing to a 
mam 

Con. Yes it is apparell. 

Bor. I meanethefartrion. 

Con. Yes. the falhion isthefafhi<?n. 

Bor. Tulh,l mavas well fav thefoole s the foole, out feed 
thou not what a deformed theefe this falhion is? 

Watch 1 know that deformed , a has bin a vile theefe, this 
vij.yeere,a goes vp and dowue like a gentle man . 1 lemember 
his name. 

‘Bar. Piclft thou not heave fome body? 

Con. No,twasthcvaneoHthchoufc. c .. 

^r.Seeft thou not( l fay what a deformed thiefe thisfartu. 
on is, how giddily a turnes about all the Hot-bbuds, between 
fouretcene and hue and thu tie Sometimes falhioningthera 
like Pharaoes fouldiours in the rechie pamting.fometimelike 
o-od Bcls prieftsin the old church window, fomctimc like the 
(hauen Hercules in the fmircht worm-eaten tapellry , where 
his cod-pcece feernes as martie as his club. 

Con. A1 this I fee, and I fee that the falhion weares out more 
apparrell then the man , but art not thou thv felfe g'ddywt 
the fa (It ion too, that thou haft ftufted out ofthy tale into te g 

ine of the falhion? . , . ,,,-.<.,1 

Bor. Not fo neither, but know that I haue to night vo 
Margaret the. Lady Heroes gentle- woman . bv the rum 
Hero, file leanes me outat her miftns chamber 

snea thoufand times good mglit:! tell tins tale vild > ^ 

firft te! thee how the prince Claudio andmy maft« p 
and placed, and poflcffed/oy my matter Don Iohn/aw a» 



about Nothing. 

off in the orchard this amiable incounter. 

Conr. And thought they Margaret was Hero? 

Bar. Two of them did, the prince and Claudio, but the di- 
tic! my matter knew fhe was Margaret, and partly by his oths. 
which firft ported them , partly by the darkc night which did 
deceiue them, but chiefely,by my villany, which did conrtrmc 
any flander that Don Iohn hadmade,away went Claudio en- 
rage, fwore he would meet her as he wasapointed next mor- 
ning at the Temple.and there, before the whole congregation 
rtiame her, with what he faw ore night, and fend her home a- 
gaine without a husband. 

Watch i We charge you in the princes name ftand: 

Watch 1 Call vppe the right maifter Conttabie, wee haue 
here recouerd the raoft dangerous pcece of lechery, that cucr 
was knowne in the common wealth. 

Watch i And one Deformed is one of thcm,I know him, a 
wearesalockc. 

Conr Matters, matters. 

Watch 2 Youlc be made bring deformed forth I warrant 
you. 

Conr Matters, neucrfpeake,we charge you, let vs obey you 
to go with vs. 

Bor. Wearcliketoproueagoodlycommoditie, being ta- 
ken vp of thefe mens billes, 

Conr. A commodity in queftion I warrant you,come weele 
obey you. exeunt. 

Enter Hero, <xud (JWargdret,and Vrfuta. 

Hero Good Vrfulawakcmy cofin Beatrice, and defireher 
to rife, 

Vrfttla Iwillady. 

Hero And bid her come hither, 

Vrfula Well. 

CMarg. Troth I thinke your other rebato were better. 

Hero No pray thee good Meg, ile wearc this. 

Marg. By my troth’s not fo good, and I warrant your cofin 
will fay fo. 

Hero My cofins a foole, and thou art another , ile wearc 

F * none 
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none bu t this. 

Mar 1 Wee the new tire within excclentl y,if the h, lire were a 
thoi: ght brownerrand your gown's a me ft rare fafihion yfaith, 
I law the Butchcfle of Miliames gowne that they praifefo, ’ 

Hera O that exceedes they fay. 

Marg. By my troth's but a night-sown it reaped of yours, 
cloth a gold and cuts , and Lac'd with filuer, fetwith pearles, 
downe fieeues, fide ftceucs, and skirts, round vnderborne with 
a blewifti tinfeli, but for a fine qiiemt graceful and excelentfa- 
flfion, yours is worth ten on t. 

Hero God giue me ioy to weare it, for my heart is exceed* 
ing iieauy. 

< Jltarg . T’wili be heauicr foone by the weight of a 
man. 

Hero Fie vpon thee, art not aftiamcd? 

Mara. Ofwhat ladv?offpeakinghonourably?is not marri- 
age honourable in a beggar J is not your Lord honourable 
without manage ?I thinke you would hauc me fay ,fauing your 
reuerence a liusbar.d : & bad thinking do not wreft true /pea- 
king, ile offend nobody, is there any harm in theheauierffora 
husband? none I thinke , and it be the right husband, and the 
right wife.otherwife tis light and not hcauy^tskc my lady Bea- 
trice els, here ftie comes. 

Enter Beatrice. 

Hero Good morrow coze. 

Beat. Good morrow fweete Hero. 

Hero Why how now?do you fpaakc in the fickc tune? 

’Beat, 1 am out ofall other tune, me thinkes. 

Mar Clap’s into Light a loue,(that goes without a burden,) 
do you fing it, and ile daunce it. 

Beat. Y e Light aloue with your heels, then if your husband 
liaue ffables enough youle fee he /hall lacke no barnes. 

Mar. O illegitimate conftrmftion i I fcorae that with my 
heeles. 

Beat. Tis almoft fiue a cloclce eofin, tis time you were rea- 
dy, by rny troth I am exceeding ill, hey ho. 

Mar, For ahaukc^horfejora husband# 







Beat. For the letter that begins them al, H. 

Mar. Wei, and you be not turnde T ur ke, theres no more 
fayling by the ftarre. 

Beat. What meanes the foole trow? 

Mar. Nothing I, but God fend eucry one their hearts de- 
fire. 

Hero Thefe gloues the Counte fent me, they are an excel- ' 
lent perfume. 

Beat. I am ftuft colin, I cannot fmell. 

Mar. A maide and ftuft ! theres goodly catching of 
colde. 

Beat. O God help me, God help me, how long haue you 
profeft apprehenfion? 

Mar. Euerfinceyouleftit, doth not my wit bee 
rarely? 

Beat. It is not feene enough, you fhould weare it in your 
cap, by my troth I am ficke. 

LMar. Get you fome of this diftili’d cardans benedtEhu, 
and lay it to your heart, it is the onely thing for a qualme. 

Hero There thou prickft her with a thiffel. 

Beat. Benedicts, why benedxEluslyou haue fome moral in this 
benedithss. 

MMar. Morall?no by my troth I haue no moral! meaning, 
I meant plaine holy thiffel, you may thinke perchaunce that I 
think you are in louc,nay birlady I am not fuch a foole to think 
what llift,nor I lift not to thinke what I can, nor indeed 1 can 
not think, if I would thinke my heart out of thinking, that you 
areinloue, orthatyou will bein loue, or that you can be in 
loue:yct Benedicke was fuch another and now is he become a 
man,hefwore he would neuer marry, and yet nowin difpight 
of his heart he eates his meate without grudging, and how you 
may be conuerted I know not, but me thinkes you iooke with 
your eics as other women do. 

Beat. What pace is this that thy tongue keepes? 

LMdrg; Not a falfe gallop. 
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come to fetch v ou to church. 

Hero Help to drefle me good coze, good Meg, good Vr. 

Enter Leonato ^and the C°nftable.ar,d the Headborough. 
Leon At o What would you withme,honcft neighbour? 
Conft.Dog. Mary fir I would haue fome confidence with 
you, that decernes you ncarely. 

Leon, it o Briefe I pray you. for vou fee it is a bufie time with 



me. 

Con/I. Dog. Mary this it is fir. 

Headb. Y es in truth it is fir, 

Ltonato W hat is it my good friends? 

fin.Do. Goodman Verges firfpeaks a little of the matter, 
an old man fir, and his wittes are notfo blunt , as Godhelpel 
would defire they were, but infaith honeft,as the skin between 
his browes. 

Head. Yes I thank G od,I am as honeft as any man liuing, 
that is an old man, and no honefter then I. 

Conft. Dog. Companions are odorous, palabras, neighbour 
Verges. 

Leonato Neighbors, you are tedious. 

Conft. Dog. ] t plcafes your worffiip to fay fo , but we are the 
poore Dukes officers, but truly for mine ownc part, if I were as 
tedious as a King I could find in my heart to beftow it all of 
your worffiip. 

Leonato A 1 thv tedioufncfTe on me, ah? 

Conft. Dog. Y ca,and t tvvere a thousand pound more than tis, 
for 1 heave as good exclamation on your worffiippe as of any 
man in the citie, and. though I be buta poore man j am glad to 
fieare'it. 

Head. And fo are T. 

Leonato 1 would fame know what you hauetofay. 

Head. Mary fir our watch to night, excepting your wor- 
ships prefence , ha tanea couple of as arrant knaues as any in 
Meffina, . 

(/on ft. Dog. A good old man fir , he will be talkingas they 
fay, when the age is in, the wit is out, God help vs, it is a wodd 
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to fee: well faidyfaith neighbour Verges, well, God s a good 
man, and two men ride of a horfe,one mu ft ride behind, an ho- 
neft foule y faith fir, by my troth he is,as euer broke bread,but 
God is to lie worffiipt, all men are not alike, alas good neigh- 
bour. 

Leonato Indeed neighbour he comes too ffiort of you. 

Conft. D», Gifts that God giues, 

Ltonato I muftlcaueyou. 

Conft. Dog. One word fir, our watch fir haue indeede com- 
prehended two afpitious perfons, and wee woulde haue them 
this morning examined before your worffiip. 

Leonato Take their examination your felte.and bring it me, 
I am now in great ha fte, as it may appeare vnto you. 

Conftable It (hall be fuffigancc. (exit 

Leonato Drinkefomc wine ere you goe : fare you well. 

Meffenger My lord, they ftay for you,to giue your daugh- 
ter to her husband. 

Leon. He wait vpon them, I am ready. 

Dogb. Go good partner, goe getyou to Francis Sea- cole, 
bid him bring his penne and inckehorne to the Gaole : we are 
now to examination thefe men. 

Verges And we rouft do it wifely. 

Dogbety We willfpareforno witte I warrant you : heeres 
that ffiall driue fome of them to a noncome, only get the lear- 
ned writer to fet downe our excommunication, and meet ms 
at the Iaite. 

Enter Prince fBattard, Leonato .Trier, Cb w dio,Bcne- 
dicke, Hero^and Beatrice. 

Leonato Come Frier Francis, be briefe. pnely to the plains 
forme of marriage, and you ffiall recount their particular due- 
ties afterwards. 

Fran. Y ou come hither, my lord,to marry this lady. 

Claudio No. 

Leo T o bee married to her : Frier, you come to marry her. 

Frier Lady, you come hither to be married to this countc. 

Hero Ido. 

Frier Ifeitherof you know any inward impediment why 
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c Jvtuchadoe 

y ou fhould not be tonioyned , I charge you on your foules to 
V tier it. 

flavdio Know you any, Hero? 

Hero None my lord. 

frier Know you any, Counte? 

Leo »at o I dare make his anfwer, None. 

Clan- O what men dare do! what men may do! vvhatmen 
daily do, not knowing what they do! 

rgene. Howe nowe! interiettions ? why then, Tome be of 
laughing, as, ah, ha, he. , 

l '/audio Stand thee by Frier, father by yourleaue, 

Will you with free and vneonftrained foule 

G iue me this maide your daughter? 

Leonata As freely fonne as God did giueher mee. 

Claudio An d w hat haue I to giuc you backc whole woorth 
May counterpoife this rich and pretious gift? 

Princn Nothing.vnlefl'e you render her againe. 

Claudio S weete Prince, you learnc me noble thankfulness 
There Lconato, take her backc againe, 

Giue not this rotten orengeto your friend, 

Slice’s but the figne and fcmblanceof her honor: 

Behold how r like a maide fhe blufhes heere! 

O what authentic and (hew of truth 
Can cunning finne couer it felfe withall! 

Comes not that blood, as roodeft euidcncc, 

T o witnefle fi mplc V ertu e? would younotfwcare 
All you that fee her, that (he were a maide. 

By thefe exterior fhewes? But flic is none: 

She knowes the heate of a luxurious bed: 

Her blufli is guiltindTe,notmodeftie. 

Lconato W hat do you meane.my lord? 

(, Hudio Notito be married, 

Not to knit my foule to an npprooued wanton. 

Lconato Deere my lord, if you in your owne proofe, 
lfaucyanquiflittliereflftar.ee of her youth, 

And made defeate of her virginitie. 

Claudio 1 know what you would fay : if I haue known f h ff > 




You will lav, flic did imbrace me as a husband. 

And fo extenuate the forehand finne : No Lconato, 

I neuer tempted her with word too large, 

But as a brother to his After, (hewed 
Baflifull finceritie,and comeiie loue. 
hero And feemde I euer otherwife to Vou? 

Claudio Out on thee feemmg,I wil write againft it, 
Youfeemetomeas Diane in her Orbc, 

As chafte as is the budde ere it be biowne: 

But you are more intemperate in your blood. 

Than Venus, or thole pampred animalls. 

That rage in fauage fenfualitie. 

Hero Is my Lord well that he doth fpeake fo wide? 
Lconato Svveete prince,why fpeake not you? 
r Prtnce What fhould I fpeake? 

I ftanddiflionourd that haue gone about, 

T o lincke my deare friend to a common ft ale, 

Leonato Are thefe things fpoken,or do I but dreame? 
'Bafiard Sir, they are fpoken,and thefe things are true, 
Bened This lookes not like a nuptiall. 

Hero Truc,0,God! 

Claud, Leonato, ftatid I here? 

Is this the prince?is this the princes brother? 

Is this face Heroes?are our eies our owne? 

Leonato All this is fb,but what of this my Lord? 

Claud, Let me but moue one queftion to your daughter* 
And by that fatherly and kindly power, 

T hat you haue in her, bid her anfwer truly. 

Leonato I charge thee do fo,as thou art my child, 

Hero O God defend me how am I belct, 

What kind ofcatechifingcall you this? 

Claud, To make you anfwer truly to your name. 

Hero Is it not Hero, who can blot that name 
With any iuft reproch? 

Claud, Mary that can Hero, 

Hero it felfe can blot out Heroes vertue. 

• What man was he talkt with you yefternight* 

Out at yo ur window betwixt twelue and one? Now 
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CAducbadoe 

Now if you are a ttiatde,anfwcr to this. 

Hero I talkt with no man at that howcr my lord, 

‘Prince Why then arc you no maiden* Leonato ? 
j am Tory you mu ft hearervpon mine honor. 

My fclfe.my brother.and this grieued Counte 
Did fee her,heare her ,at that hovvre laft night, 

Talkc with a ruffian at her chamber window. 

Who hath indeede moft like a libctall villainc, 

Confeft the vile encounters they haue had 
A thoufand times in fecret, 

John Fie, fie, they are not to be Earned my lord, 

Not to be /poke of, 

Thereis not chaftitie enough in language, 

Without offence to vttcr theimthus pretty lady, 
l am fory for thy much mifgouernement, 

Claud. O Hero! what a Hero hadft thou bin, 

Ifhalfcthy outward grates had bin placed, 

About thy thoughts and tounfailcs of thy heart! 

But fare thee well ,moft foule,moft faire, farewell 
Thou pure impictie, and impious puritic, 

For thee ile locke vp all the gates of Loue. 

And on my cie-liddes /hall Conie&ure hang, 

To turne all bcautie into thoughts ofharmc, 

And neuer (h all it more be gracious. 

Leonato Hath no mans dagger here a point forme, 

Beatrice Why how now conn,whcrfore finkc you down. 
Ballard Come let vs goithefe things come thus to light, 
Smother her (pints vp, 

Benedicke How doth the Lady ? 

Beatrice Dead I thinke,help vncle, 

Hero, why Hero, vncle, figrtior Benedicke, Frier, 

Leonato O F ate! take not away thy heauy hand, 

Death is the faireft couer for her ibatnc 
That may be wifht for. 

‘Beatrice How now cofin Hero? 

Frier Haue comfort lady, 

Leonato Doft thou looke Vp? ^ 



about Soothing. 

frier Yea, wherefore fhould (he not? 

Leonato Whcrfore! why doth not eueiy earthly thing, 

Cry (hamevpon her?could fhe here deny 
The ftory that is printed in her bloudf 
Do not hue Hero.donotope thinceies: 

Fordid 1 thinke thou wouldfl: not quickly die, 

Thought 1 thy fpirites were (Longer than thy ffiames. 

My felre would on the rereward of reproches 
Strike at thv life. Grieued l I had but one! 

Chid I for that atfrugall Natures frame? 

0 one too much by theei why had I one? 

Why euer waft thou louelv in my eies? 

W hy had I not with charitable hand, 

Tooke vp a beggars lfliie at my gates, 

Who fmirched thus, and mired with infamy, 

1 might haue faid,no part of it is mine, 

This ihame deriues itfelfe from vnknowne loyncs, 

But mine and mine I ioued,and mine T prnifde, 

And mine that I was prowd on mine fo much. 

That I my fe!fe,was to my felfe not mine: 

Valewing of her, why fhe ,0 fheisfalne. 

Into apit ofincke,that the wide fea 

Hath drops top few to wafh her cleane againc. 

And fait too little, which may feafon giue 
T o her foule tainted fieftu 

Ben. Sir, fir, be patient, for my part I am fo attired in won- 
der, I know not what to fay. 

Beat. O on my foule my cofin isbelied. 

Bene. Lady, were you her bedfellow laft night? 

Beat. No truly, not although vntill laft night, 

I haue this tweluemonth bin her bedfellow. 

Leon. Confirmd^confirmdjO that is ftronger made, 
Which was before bard vp with ribs of yron. 

Would the two princes lie^nd Claudio lie, 

Who loued her fo,that fpealcingofber foulcnefte, 

Wafht it with teareslhenccfrom her, let her die* 

Frier Heare me a little, for 1 haue only bin filent fo long, 5 c 
©uen way vnto tins courfe of fortune, by noting of the lady , I 
hauemarkt, G A 
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ILS VI UCtJ a woe 

A thoufand blufhing apparitions, 

T o ftart into her face, a thoufand innocent fhames. 

In angel whitenefte beate away tlio/e blufties. 

And in her eie there hath appeard a fire, 

To burne the errors that tnefe princes hold 
A gain ft her maiden truth: call me a foole, 

T ru ft not my reading, nor my obferuations. 

Which with experimental fealc doth warrant 
The tenure of my bookertruft not my age, 

My reuercnce, calling, nor diuinitie, 

3f this fvveete ladle he not guiltleik here, 

V nder fbme biting errour. 

Leonato Frier, it cannot be, 

Thoufeeft that a' the grace that /he hath left. 

Is, that fhevyill notaddeto her damnation, 

A fi nne of periury,fhenot denies it: 

W hy feekft thou then to couer witli excufe. 

That which appeares in proper nakednefle? 

Frier Lady, what man is he you areaccufde of? 

Hero They know that do accufe me, 1 know none. 

If I know more of any man aliue 
Then that which maiden modefty doth warrant. 

Let all my fi nnes lacke mercie,0 my father, 

Prouc you that anv man w ith meconuerft, 

A t houres vnmeete,or that I yeftermght 
Maintaind the change of words with any creature, 
Refufe me, hate me, torture me to death. 

Frier 1 here is fomeftrange mi/prifion in the princes. 

Bene. T wo of them bane the very bent of honour, 
Andiftheirw'ifedomes be milled in this, 

Tlie pra&ifeofitliues in John theBaftard, 
Whofefpirites toyle in frame ofvillanies. 

Lcor.ct o I know not, if they fpeake but truth of her, 
Thefe hands fhall teare her , ifthey wronghcr honour, 
i he prowdeft of them dial W'el hearc of it. 

T ime hath not yet fo dried this bloud of mine, 

N®r age & eate vp my inuention,. 
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Nor Fortune made fuch hauocke of my meanes, 
Normy bad life reft mefo much offriends, 

But they fhall find awakte in fuch a kind, 

Both ftrength of!imbe,and policy of mind, 

Ability in meanes, and choi/e offriends, 

To quit me of them throughly. 

Frier Pawfe awhile, 

Andletmy counfell (way you in this cafe, 

Your daughter here the princefle (left for dead,) 

Let her awhile be fecretly kept in, 

And publifh it, that (he is dead indeedc, 

Maintaine a mourning oftentation, 

And on your families old monument, 

Hang mournefu! epitaphes .and do all rites. 

That appertaine vnto a burial!. 

Leon. W hat fhall become ofthis?what will this do? 

Frier Mary this well caried, /hall on her behalfe,. 
Change /launder to remor/e.that is fome good, 

But not for that dreame I on this ftrange courfe, 

But on this trauaile looke for greater birth: 

She dying, ns it itiuft be fo maintaind, 

Vpon the inftantthat fhe was accufde, 

Shal be lamented, pittied, and excufdc 
Ofeucry hearer: for it fo fills out, 

That what we haue,w'e prize not to the w'orth, 

Whiles we cnioy it, but being lackt and loft. 

Why then w'e racke the valew,then we find 
1 He vertuc that poffeflion would not (hew vs 
Whiles it was ours, fo will it fare with Claudio: 

V hen hee /hall heave Ihe died vpon his words, 

Th -d;ra ofher life fhall fiveetly creepc. 

Into his ftudvof imagination. 

And euery louely Organ ofher life, 

S hall come apparelld in more precious habite, 

More mooumg delicate, and full of life, 

Into the eie and profpeft of his foule 
I hen when fhe lrude mdeedithcn fhall he mourne, 
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< 'SMuchadoe 

If euer loue had intcreftin his liuer. 

And wifh he had not fo accufcdher: 

No, though he thought his accufation true: 

Let this be fo, and doubt not but fuccefle £ 

W ill fafhion the euent in better fh ape. 

Then 1 can lay it dovvne in likelihood. 

But ifall ayme but this be lcuelld falfe, 

Thefiippofition of the ladies death. 

Will quench the wonder of her infatnie. 

And if it fort not wel, you may conceale her. 

As belt befits her wounded reputation. 

In fome reclufiue and religious life. 

Out of all eies, tongues, minds, and miuries. 

'Bene. Signior Leonato,lct the Frier aduife you. 

And though you know my inwardneffe and loue ! / 

Js very much vnto the prince and Claudio, 

Y ct,by mine honor, 1 will deale in this, 

Asfecretly andiuftlyas yourfoule 
Should with yourbodv. 

Leon. Being that 1 flow in griefe. 

The fmalleft twine may Icade me. 

Trier Tis wel contented, prcfently away, 

For to (Irangc lores, ftrangely they ftraine the cure. 

Come lad.wdie to hue, this wedding day 

iPerhaps is but prolong d,haue patience and endure, exit* 

Bene. Lady Beatrice,hauevou wept al this while? 

Be.it . Yea, and I will w eep a while longer. 

Bene. 1 will not defire that. 

Beat. You baue no reafon,! do it freely. 

Bene. Surely I do beleeue yourfaire cofin is wronged. 

Beat. Ah, 'how much might the man deferueofmethat 
would . right her! 

Bene" Is there any way to (hew fuch friendlhip? 

Beat. A very euen way, but no fuch friend. 

Bene. May a man do it! 

Beat. I tis a mans office ,but not yours, 

B itte. I doe loue nothing in the worlde fo well asyoa.' 



* about Nothing. 

is not that ftrange? . _ 

Beat, A s ftrange as the thing I knowe not, it were as pom- 
ble for me to fay,l loued nothing fo wel as you, but beleue me 
noundvet Hie not, 1 confelle nothing, nor I deny nothing,! 
am fory for my coofin. 

Betted. Bymyfword Beatrice,thouloueftme. 

Beat. D o not fweare an d cate it. 

Betted. I will fweare by it that you loue me,and I wil make 
him eate it that faye# I loue not you. 

Beat. Will you not eate your word? 

Betted. With no favvee tlrat can be dcuifed to it, I protcft l 
loue thee. 

Beat. WhythenGodforgiueme. 

B e»ed. V V hat offence fwcetc B eatrice? 

Beat. You haue (fayed me in a happy houre , I was about 
to proteft 1 loued you. 

Bened. And do it with all thy heart. 

Beat. I loue you with lb much of my heart, that none is left 
to proteft. 

Bened. Come bid me doe any thing for thee. 

Beat. Kill Claudio. 

Betted. Ha, not for the wide world. 

Beat. You kill me to deny it, farewell. 

Betted. T arry fweete Beatrice. 

Beat. I am gone, though I am here, there is no loue in you, 
nay I pray you let me go. 

Bened. Beatrice. 

Beat. 1 n faith I will go. 

Betted. Wecle be friends firft. 

Beat. You dare eafier be friends with mec, than fight with 
mine enemy. 

Bened. Is Claudio thine enemy? 

Seat. Is a not approouedm the height a villaine, that hath 
.(laundered, fepmed, difhonored my kinfwoman? O thatl 
were a man! what, beare her m band, vntiil they come to take 
handes, and then with publike accufation vneouerd (launder, 
vnrnHtigatedrancour i Q God that I a ere a man l Iwoulde 

G 3 *atg 
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cate his heart in the market place. 

Bened. H eare me Beatrice. 

Beat. T aike with a man out at a window, a proper faying, 

Bened. Nay but Beatrice. 

Beat, S weete Hero, (lie is vvrongd,ibe is flaundred,(hee is 
Vndone. 

Bened. Beat? 

Beat. Princes and Counties! furely a princely tefltirnonie,a 
goodly Counte, Counte Cotnfeft,a iwe^te Gallant furely, O 
that I were a man for his fake! or that I had any friend woulde 
be a man for my fake l Butmanhoodc is melted into curfies, 
valour into complement, and men are only turnd into tongue, 
and trim ones too : be is now as valiant as Hercules, that only 
tels a lie, and fweares it : I cannot be a man with wifliing^er- 
fore I will die a woman with grieuing. 

Bened. T any good Beatrice, by this hand I loue thee. 

Beatrice Vfc it for my loue (ome other way than fw earing 
by it. 

Bened. Thinkc vou in your foule the Count Claudio hath 

ft * 

wrongd Hero? 

Beatrice Yea, as fure as I haue a thought, or a foule. 

"Bened. Enough, I am engagde, I will challenge him, I will 
kiffe your hand,and Co 1 leaue you : by this hand, Claudio fhal 
render me a deere account: as you heare ofme,fo think of me: 
■ goe comforte your coofin, I muft fay liic is dead, and fo fare* 

Enter the Conjlahles > Borachio,andthe Tewnc c/earke 
in o owns*. 

Keeper Is our whole diffcmbly appeal'd? 

Cewler O a ffooie and a cushion for the Sexton. 

Sexton Which be the malefactors? 

Andrew Mary that am 1 ,and my partner. 

Cowley Nay thats certainc.we haue the exhibition to exa- 
mine. • 

Sexton But which are the offenders? that are to be exami- 
ned. let them come before maiftcr conibble. 

Kemp Y ea mar y, let them come before mee , what is you 
r • name, 
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name, friend? 

Bor. Borachio. 

Ke. Pray write downe Borachio. Yours firra. 

Con. I am a gentleman fir, and my name is Conrade. 

Ke. Write downe maifter gentleman Conrade : maifiers 
do you feme God? 

Both Yea fir we hope. 

Kem. Write.downe, that they hope they ferue God : and 
write God firft.for God defend but God ihoulde <me before 
fuch villain es'.maifters, it is prooued alreadie that you are little 
better than falfe knaues , and.it will go neere to b e thought fo 
fiiortly, how anfwer vou for your fclues? ° 

Con. Maty- fir we fay, we are none. 

Kemp A maruellous witty fellowe I affurc you , but I vviU 
po about with him: come you hither firra, a word in your eare 

iir,I fay to vou. it is thought you arc falfe fenaues. 

Bor. Sir,I fav to you, we are none. 

Kemp V Vei,ftand alide, fore God they are both in a tale: 
haue you writ downe, that they are none 3 

Sexton Matter conftable, 'you go notthe way to examine 
you muff call foorth the watch that are their accufers 
Kemp Yea mary , thats the efteft wav, let the watch come 
fonh : maif ers, I charge you in the Princes name accufe thefe 

Borachio Maiffer Con (fable. 

pro%?£ ay ,h " fclW P M “’ I ** " 0 . like Ay lookc 1 

He Xt °L V , Vllat fieard you bim fav elfc? 

don Iohn fi y 7 ^ h T ad f cceiued a ^oufand duckats of 
bf , aCC ^ nn S dleLadlcHer owrongfully. 

Cod Y 31 ,ur » n I le a . s euer was committed. 

\ on ! L Y fa by made that itis. 

Sexton VVhatdfe fellow? 



Watch 
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Watch I And that Counte Claudio did meatic vppon hi! 
wordes, to difgrace Hero before the whole aflembhe, and not 

^Kemp O v'rllaine! thou wilt be condemnd into eucrlafhng 
redemption for this. . . „ 

Sexton VVhatclfc? fTatch This is all. 

Sexton And this is more matters then you can deny .prince 
lohn is this morning fecretlre ftolne awaie : Herowasmdji! 
manner accufde. in this venc manner rehi.de , and v ppon the 
o-riefeofthis fodamhc died : Maifter Conftable.let thefe men 
tc bound , and brought to Leonatoes, 1 will goe before and 
ihew him their examination. 

Conflable Come , let them be opiniond. 
fotilcy Let them be in the hands of Coxcombe. 

Kemp Gods my lifc.wheres the Sexton’let him write down 

the Princes officer Coxcombe:come,bind them, thou nau> 

^Conley Awav.you are an afle.you are an atTe. 

Kemp Dooft thou not fufpeft my place / dooft thou nc* 
fufoeftmv veeres?0 that he were here to write me downean 
rm.rn.ba to 1 - a" ^ 

thing hanforae about him : bnnghim away.O t^ . 

writ downc an atle! ... . , 

' Enter Leemto&ndhu brother. 

Brother If you go on thus.vou will kill your felfc. 

And tis not wifedome thus to fecond grie e, 



Ae;ainft yourfelfe. 

°Leomto 1 pray thee ceafe thy courfaile, 

'Which fiilles into mine eares asprohtleUe, 
As water in a fyueigiue not me counla e» 



K« 
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’Nor Jet 00 comforter delight minceare, 

J Biitfuch a one whole wrongs doe fate with niinCc 
Jnngmc a hither that fo lou d his child, 

'Whole ioy of her is oucr- whelm'd like mine. 

And bid him Ipeake of patience, 

. Mealurc his woe the length and bredth ofinine, 
Andletitanfwercuery ffraine for ftrainc, 

As thus for thus, and fiich agriefo foi fuch, 

arr UC1 * ’* neama fobi‘anch,lhape,and forme: 

If fuch a one will fmilc and (broke hisbeard, 

'And i fc^oW i wag'ge,criehem ) wtan he tbould grom* 
Patch griefe with prouerbcs ; make misfortune drunke. 
With can die- Wc* flers: bring him vet to me. 

And I of him will gather patience*: 

But fnere is no -fuch man, for brother, men 
Can coenlaiie and /peake comfort to thatgriefo. 

Winch tnewthcmfek.es not fee!c,but rafting it , 
Theircounfadc tunics to paffion, which before. 

Would giueprcceptiail medcine to ra^e 
. Fetter fti-ong madnefle in a filken thred, ’ 
barmc ach with ayre.and agony with words, 

1 T°'ff ? mens officc > *° ^P e ake patience 
1 o tho ie that wring vnder the bade offono w 
out no mans venue nor fufficiencic 
To befomorall, when he foal! endure 

gU1C me "° C0UnfaiIc > 

• M >S ri *scne lowdcrthen aduertifement. 

jTT 7 he ^f do mco from children nofhing differ. 
W, I pray thee peace, I wi! be flefo and bloud 
For there was neuer yet Philofopher, 

1 hat could endure the tooth-ake patiently. 

How euer they haue writ the (file of gods,' 

And made a pufo at chance and fufferanec. 

ji 1 °[ ”'1 bend not all the harme vpon yourfelfe 

M*ciiiort,b.itaoofrtiidyoo,fufrCTtoo. p • ’ 

My SkA f t * i °“Cpeakft rca(<)o ) nay I will do fo, 

- . } oule doth tell me, Hero is belied, . , 

And 
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And that foall Claudio know,fo foall the prince. 

And all of them that thus difhonour her. 

Enter Prince and £ /audio. 

’Brother H ere comes the Prince and Claudio haftily, 

Prince Good den, good den. 

Claudio Good day to both ofyoU. 

Leonato Heare you my Lords? 

‘ Prince Wc haue lome haffe Leonato. 

Leornto Somchafte my lordlwell.fare you well my lord, 
Are you fo haflv no w?wel,all is one. 

Prince Nay do not quarrel with vs r good old man. 

Brother If he could right himfelfc with quarrelling, 

Some of vs would he low. 

Claudio Who wrongs him? 

Leona. M ary thou doff wrong me thou diflembler, thout 
Nav, neuer lay thy hand vpon thy fwoi d, 

Ifeare t!) e not. 

Claudio Man- beforcw my hand, 

If it foould giueyour age fitch caufe offeare, 

Infaith mv hand meantWhmg to my fword. 

Leonato T ufo.tufo man, neuer fieere and ieft at me, 

I fpeakc not like a dotard, nor a rook. 

As vnder priuiledge of age to bragge, 

"What I haue done being yong, or what would doe. 

Were I not old, know Claudio to thy head, 

Thou haft fo wrongd mine innocent child and me. 

That I am forlf to lay mv reuercnceby. 

And with grey haires and bruife of many dales. 

Do challenge thee to triall of a man, 

I (av thou half belied mine innocent child. 

Thy flanderhath gone through and through her heart. 
And flic lies buried with her anccff ors: 

O in a toemb where neuer (caudal flept, 

Satie this of hers, frarnde by thy villanic. 

Claudio JVlv villany? 

Leonato Thine Claudio, thine I fay. 

Prince Y ou fay not right old man. 
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Leonato My Lord, my Lord, 

He prooue it on his body if be dare, 

Difpight his nice fence, and his aftiue pra&ifc, 

HisMaie of youth,and bloome of luflihood. 

Claudio Away, I will not haue to doe with you. 

Leonato Can If thou fo daffe me? thou half kild my child, 
Ifthou lcilfl me, boy, thou (halt kill a man. 

Brother He foal kill two ofvs,ar.d men indeed. 

But thats no matter, let him kill one firft: 

Win me and wearerne,!et him anfwer me. 

Come follow me boy, come fir boy, come follow me ' 

Sir boy, ile whip you from your fovning fence, 

Nay,as I am a gentjeman I, will. 

Leonato Brother. 

Brother Content your felfGod knowes.I loued my neece 
And focis de ad.fianderd to death by villaines, 

T hat dare as well anfwer a man indeed. 

As I dare take .1 ferpetrt by the tongue, 

Boycs.apes.braggai ts. \ackes,milke-fops. 

Leonato Brother Anthony. 

Brother ' Ho!, I you content, what tnanll knoWthem vea 
And what they weigh, cuen to the vtmoff fcmple, 

Scamblmg out-facing, falhion-mongingboies, 

J hat he, ana cogg;e,and flout, depraue^and flaunder. 

Go antiquely, and ihew outward hidioufnefl'e. 

And fpeakc of halfe a dozen dan g rous words. 

How they might hurt their enemies, if they durfi 
Andthiiisail. 

Leonato But brother Anthonie. 

Brother Come tis no matter, 

Do not you meddle.Iet me dcale in this. 

M 1’hcZ , 9 cnt ! cmen wil1 not wake your patience, 

p - " cart Is >ory for your daughters death: 

nut on my honour foe was chargde with nothin* 

Hit what was true, and very full of proofe. ® 

Leonato My Lord.my Lord. 

Prince I will not hcarc you. 

U 2 Leonato 
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Leo. No come brothcr,aw;4y, be heard, cxtmtmb. 
Bro, And fbal, or fome^f^syv'ij (mart for it.' SnterBcH, 
Prince See fee,'heere comcs^hc man we went to feeke. 

(Und. Now fignior,what newes ? 

Bened. Good day my Lord : 

Prince Wekonivvfignior.you arealmoft come to parte al- 
moftafray. .. L r 

Claud. Wee; had Jikttohauehadourtvvonofes fnapt off 
With two old men without teeth, 

‘ Prince Leonato and his brother what thinkft tliourhad we 
fought ,1 doubt vve ibouid haue beqne too yong for them. 

Bened, In a fane quarrell there isno true valour, I came to 
fecke you both. 1 . : 

Claud. W e haue becne rp and downe.to feeke thecibr we 
are high pro^fc mclancb^he, and would fame haue it beaten 
away, wilt thou vfe thy wit ? ; 

Bened. It is in my fcabberd, fhall drawe it? , 

Brince Dceft thou weare thy wit by?tjhy fide ? 

Qaud. Neuerany did fo,though very many h^ue beenbe- 
flde theirwit, I will bid thee drawees wee doe the minftrcls, 
draw to pleafure vs. 

Prwcc As I amanhoneft man he lookes pale , art thoit 
ficke,or angry ? 

Qaud. W hat, courage man : what though care kild a catte, 
thou haft mettle enough in thee to kill care. 

Bened. Sir, I lhall meete your wit inthecareere , and you 
charge it againft rne, I pray you chqfe another fubieft 
Qaud. Nav then giue him another ftaflfe,this laft was broke 
croffe. 

f Prince Bv this lkht.be chaun^es more and more,! thinke 
he be angry indeed. 

Qaud. If he be, he knovves how t^turne his girdle. 

. Bened . Shall If pcake a word in voureaie ? 
l 'land. God Welle mefiqm a challenge. 

Bened. You are 2 yillai.ne, I ieaft not, I will make it good 
Iiowe you dare, with what you dare, and when you dare : doe 
mee right,or I will proteft your cowardifc : you haue killd a 

fwe«» 
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fweeete Lady, and her death fhall fallheauieon you, let me 
heare from you. 

Claud. Well I wil meetyou,(b I may haue good cheare. 
Vrince W hat, a feafl, a feaft? 

Claud. I faith I than!- e him he hath bid me to a calucs head 
& a capon the which iff doe not caruc moftcurioufiy,(ay my 
kwffe s naught, (hall ! not find a woodcocke too? 

Bened. Sir your wit ambles well, it goes eafilv. 

'Prince lie tell thee how Beatrice prnifd thy witte the other 
day:I faid thou hadft a fine witte, true laid (he, a fine little oner 
no laid I, a great wit : right faies (he-, a great grofle oneinay laid 
I, a good wit, iuff find (he, it hurts no body: nay find I, the gen- 
tleman is w'lfe: certaine find (Tie, a wife gentlemamnay fakl^ftic 
hath the tongues: that I beleeue fiiid (hee,forhe fworea tHfnp- 
to mee on mundav night, which hee forfwore on tuefday mor? 
ning thcresa double tongue theirs two tongues, thus did thee 
an houre together tranf- (hape thy particular vertues,yet at laft 
fihe cocluded with a figh.thou waft the properft man in Italy. 

Claud. F or the w'hich Jhee wept heartily and faide fhe ca- 
red not. 

Prince Yea that (he did, butyet for all that , and if fhe did 
not hate him deadly, Hie would loue him dearely, the old mans 
daughter told vs all. 

, . O att f- AU ull, and morcouer,God fawe him when he v\'as 
hid in the garden, 

4 S«when (hall we fet the fauage bulles homes one 
the (enlihle Benedicks bead? 

C Uti > Yea and text vnder-neath, here dwells Benedick the 

married man. 

Bened. Fare you wet, boy, you know my minde, I wil lcaue 
Von now to your goftep-lilre humor, you breake tells as brag- 
gards do their blades, which God bethanked hurt not : my 

■Lord, for your many couidfies I thankevou , I muftdifconti- 
nue your company, your brotherthe baftard is fled Horn Mtf- 
Lna: you haue among you, laid a fweet ahd innocent ladv.-for 

peLebc wv h hnn ° rd> tliere hee and 1 inc et,and till’ then 

^ 3 Prince 
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Prince He is in earned. 

Claudio In mod profound cameft,-and ilc w arrant you, fot 
die loue of Beatrice. 

Prince And hath challcngdc thee. 

Claudio Mo ft fincerely. 

•Prince What a pretty thing man is, when he goes in his 
dublct and hpfe,andl eaues off his wit.' 

Enter Conjlables, Co nrade, and Borachio. 

Claudio He is then a Giant to an Ape, hut then is an Ape a 
Do&or to fuch a man. 

^Prince But foft you, let me be, pluckevp my heart, and be 
fad, did h: not fay my brother was fled? 

Conft. Come you fir, if iufticc cannot tame you , (he (haft 
nere weigh m ore reafons in her ballance , nay, and you be a 
curfing hypocrite once, you muft be lookt to. 

‘ 'Prince How now,two of my brothers men bound? Bora* 
chio one. 

Q, audio Hearken after their offence my Lord. 

Prince Officers, what offence haue thefe men done? 

Conft. Mary fir, they haue committed falfe report, moreo- 
uer they haue fpoken vntruths, fccondarily they are (landers, 
fixt and laftlv, they haue belyed a Lady, thirdly they haue vc- 
reficdvniuft thinges, and to conclude'they are lyingknaues. . 

Prince, Fii ft )' aske thee what they haue done , thirdly I 
ask thee whats their offence, fixt and laftly why they are com* 
mitted, and to conclude, what you lay to their charge. 

Claud. Rightly reafoned.and in his owne diuilion, and by 
snv troth theres one meaning wel futed. 

'prince Who haue you offended maifters, that you are thus 
bound to your anfwcre. ? this learned Conftable is too cunning 
to be vnderftood, whats your offence ? r . * 

'Bor. S weete prince, let me goc no farther to mine anfwere: 
do youheare me, and let this Counte kill me : 1 haue deceiue 
euen your very eves: what your wifedoins could not difeouer, 
thefe ffiallowe fooies haue broghi to light, who in the night o- 
aerheard meconfeffingtothis man, how Don lohn your bro- 
iler inccnfed me to (launder the Lady Hero, howe 
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brought into the orchard, and faw me court Margaret ih He- 
roes garments, how you difgracde hir when you ffiould marry 
fcir.-my villany they haue vpon record, which I had rather lealc 
With my death,then repeatc ouer to my ffiamc:the lady is dead 
vpon mine and my ma Iters falfe accufation: and briefely,! dc- 
lire nothing but the reward of a villainc. 

Prince Runncs not this (peech like yron through your 
bl oud? 

Claud, I haue dronke poiffin whiles he vtterd it. 

Prince But did my brother fet thee on to this? 

Bor. Y ea,and paid me richly for the prattife of it. 

* Prince He is compofde and framde oftreacherie. 

And fled he is vpon this villanie. 

Clau, Sweet Hero, now thy image doth appeare 
In the rare femblance that I lou d it firft. 

Conft. Come, bring away the plaintiffes, by this timeout 
fexton hath reformed Signior Leonato of the matter: and ma- 
ilers, do not forget to fpecific when time and place ihal feme 
thatlamanafle. 

Con. 2 Here, here comes mailer Signior Leonato, and the 
fexton too. 

Ent er Leonato, his brother, and the Sexton , 

Leonato Which is the villaincilet me fee his eics. 

That when I note another man like him, 

Imayauoide hirmwhichofthefeis he? 

Bor. Ifyou would know your wronger, looke on me. 

Leonato Art thou the flauc that with tfiy breath haft kilid 
Mine innocent child? 

Bor. Yea, euen I alone. 

£«>. No, not To villaine,thou belied thy felfc, 

Here Hand a paire ofhpnourable men, 

A third is fled that had A hand in it! 

Ithanke you Princes for my daughters death, 

Record it wi th your high and worthy deeds, 

1 brauely done, if you bethinke you of it. 

ir now not howto pray your patience, 
stA (pcake, choofe your rcuenge your felfe. 
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Impofe me to what penance your inuentioit 
Can Jay vpon my fume, yet blind 1 not, 

But inmittaking. 

1 rincc Bv my foule nor I, 

And yet to fatisfie this good old man, 

I would bend vnder any heauy waight, 

T hat heele enioyne me to* 

Leonato 1 cannot hid you bid my daughter liuc, 

That were impoffible,but I pray you both, 

Poffefle the people in Medina here, 

Bow innocent die ched.and if your loue 
Can labour aught in fad inuen ion. 

Hang her an epitaph vpon her toon ib. 

And fing it to her bones, ting it to night: 

T o morrow morning come you to my houfc. 

And fince you could not be my (on in law, 

Be yfet my nephew: my brother hath a daughter, 

Almod the copie of my child thats dead, 

And fhe alone is heyre to both of vs, 

Giueher the light you fhould hauegiu nher cotiH, 

And fo dies my reuenge. 

(Liudio Onoblefir! 

Your ouer kinctnefle doth wring tcarcs from me, 

I do embrace your offer and difpofe. 

For henceforth ofpoore Claudio* 

Leonato T o morrow then I wil expefr your commiflg, 

T o night I take my leaue >this.naught> man 
S halface to face be brought to Margaret, 

Who 1 beleeue was packt in al this wrong, 

Kyrcd to it by your brother* 

Bor. No by my foule fhewas not. 

Nor knew not what die did when the fpoke to me. 

But alwayes hath bin iuft and vertuous, 

In anv thing tlvrt I do know by her. ,,„v lfra iul 

Conti. Moreouer fir, w Inch indeedc is not vnder whitt ^ 
blacke.this plaintiffeheerc, theoffendour, did call me : ?i» > 
fcefeech you,let it be remembred in his puniihment , and ^ 
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the watch heard them talke of one Deformed, they fay he 
weares a key in his earc and a locke hanging by it, and borows 
monie in Gods name, the which he hath vide fo !ong,& neuer 
paiedjthat now men grow hard hearted and wil lend nothing 
for Gods fake:praie you examine him vpon that point. 

Leonato I thanke thee for thy care and honeft paines. 

Confl. Your worfhip fpeakes like a moll thankful and rc- 
uerent youth, and I praife Godfor you, 

Leon. T heres for thy paines. 

Const , God laue the foundation. 

Leon. Goe, I difeharge thee of thy prifoner, and I thanke 
thee. 

Conti. I leaue an attant knaue with your worfhip, which I 
hefecch your worlhip to correct your felfejfor the example of 
others: God keepe your worlhip, I wifh your worlhip well, 
God reftore you to health, I humblic giuc you leaue to depart 
and ifamerie meeting may be wifht, God prehibite it : come 
neighbour. 

Leon, Vntill to morrow morning, Lords, farewell. 

'Bros. Farewell my lords, we looke for you to morrow. 

‘Prince We will not fade. 

Claud. T o night ile mourne with Hero. 

Leonato Bring you thefe fellowes on, weel talke with Mar- 
garet, how her acquaintance grew with this lewd fclow. exeunt 
Enter Benedicke and Margaret , 

B ened. Praie thee fweete miftris Margaretj defeme wellat 
my hands,by helping me to the fpeech of Beatrice. 

Mar. Wrl you then write me a fonnet in praife of mv beau- 
tie? 

Bene. In fo high a ftile Margaret, that no man liuing dial! 
come ouer it/or in mold comely truth thou deferueft itf 

Mar. T o haue no man come ouer me, why flial I ahvaies 
keep below Ilaires. 

Bene. Thy wit is as quicke as the grey-hounds mouth, it 
catches. 

Mar. And your’s,as blunt as the F encers foiles , which hit, 

but hurt not. 

I Bene. 
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B ene. A moft manly wittc Margaret , it will not hurt a Wo 
man : and fo I pray thee call Beatrice , I giuc thee the buck 
lers. 

Marg. Giue vs the fwordes, wee haue bucklers of our 
ovvne. 

Be#e. Tfyou vfe them Margaret, you muft butte in the 
pikes with a vice, and they arc daungerous Weapons lor 
maides. ' r 

Man Well, I will call Beatrice to you , who I thinke hath 
Icgges. Exit UWarcarite. 

, Kent. And therefore wil come . The God of loue that fits 
aboue, andknowes mce, andknowesmc, how pittifiill I de- 
feme. I meaneinflnging , butinlouing, Leander the good 
fwimmer, Tioilus the foil imploier ofpandars, and a whole 
booke full of thefe quondam carpet-mongers, who fe names 
yet runne fmoothly in the euen rode of a blancke verfe , why 
they were neuer fo truly turnd otter and ouer as my poore felfe 
in louermary I cannot (hew it inrime,I haue tried, I canfinde 
out no rime to hadie but babie, an innocent rimer for fcorne, 
home, a hard rimerfor fchoole foole,a babling rimeivery omi- 
nous endings, no, I was not borne vndcr a riming plannet, 
nor I cannot wooe in feftiuall tcrmcsifwecte Beatrice would!! 
thou come whenlcald thee? 

Enter 'Beatrice. 

Y fignior,ancl depart when you bid me. 

Bene. O (lay but til! then. 

Beat. F hoi,is fpoken: fare you wel now, and vet ere T <rge, 
let me goe with that I came , which is , with knowing what 
hath pad betweeneyou and Claudio. 

Bene. Onclyfoule words, and thereupon I will kide thee. 

Beat. Foule words is but foule wind, and foule wind is but 
foule bicatfoand foule breath is noiiome,therrore I w il depart 
vnkiil r 

’ ene. I hou nafi frighted. tbe word out of his right fence, 
fo forcible is thy vvit,b’ut I mud tel thee plain! v, Claudio vnder- 
goes my challenge, and either I mud fbortiy heare from him, 
or i will fubferibe bun a coward, and I pray thee now tell me, 

for 



about Nothing. 

for which of my bad parts didft thou firft falin loue with me? 

Beat. For them all together, which maintaind fo politique 
a ftate of euil,that they will not admitte any good part to inter- 
mingle with themrbut for which of my good parts did you firft 
fuffer louefor me? 

Bene. Suffer louela good cpithitej do fuffer loue indeed, 
for I loue thee againft my will. 

Beat. In fpight ofyour heart I thinke, alas poore heart ,if 
you fpight it for my fake, I will fpight it for your$,for I wil ne- 
uer loue that which my friend hates. 

"Bene. Thou and I are too wife to wooe peaceably. 

Beat, It appeares not in this confeffion,theres not one wife 
man among twentie that will praife himfelfe* 

'Bene. An old, an oldinftancc Beatrice, that lin'd in the time 
of good neighbours, if a man do not ereft in this age his owne 
toomb ere he dies, he (hall liue no longer in monument, then 
the bell rings, and the widow weepes. 

Beat. And how long is that thinke you? 

‘ Bene . Queftion.why an hower in clamour and a quarter in 
rhewmc , therefore is it moft expedient for the wife , if Don 
worme(his confcicnce)find no impediment to the contrary, to 
be the trumpet of his owne vertues,as I am to my felf!o much 
forpraifing my felfe, who I my felfe will bearc witnes is praife 
worthie,and now tell me,how doth your cofin? 

'Beat. Verieill. 

Bene. And how do you? 

Beat. Verieill too. 

Bene. Seruc God, loue me, and mend, there wil I leaueyou 
too, for here comes one in hafte. ' Enter J'rfula, 

Vrfula Madam, you muff come to your vncle,vonders old 
coile at home, it is prooued my Lady Hero hath bin falfelyac- 
cufde,the Prince and Claudio mightily abufde, and Don lolin 
is the author of all, who is fled and gone : will you come pre- 
fentlyj 

Beat. Will you go heare this newes figniov? 

Bene. I wil liue in thy heart, die in thy lap, and be buried in 
thy ties: and moreoucr,I wil go with thee to thy vnclcs. exit. 

I 2 Enter 








’<lxkc uwaaoe 

Enter Claudio, * Prince , and three or four e with tapers, 
Claudio Is this the monument of Leonato? 

Lord It is my Lord. Epitaph. 

Done to death by flauderous tongues. 

Was the Hero that heerelies: 

Death in guerdon of her wrongcs, 

Giues her fame which neuer dies: 

So the life that dyed with fhame, 

Liues in death with glorious fame. 

Hans; thou there vpon the toomb, 

Praihng hir when I am dead- 
Claudio Now mufick found &fing your folemnehymne. 
^ Song Pardon goddefTcohhe night, 

T hofe that flew thy virgin knight, 

F or the which with fongs of w oe. 

Round about her tombe they goe: 

Midnight aflift our mone,hclp vsto fio-h Sc oronc. 
Heauilyheauily* D * 

Graues yawneand yeeld your dead. 

Till death be vttcred*, 

Kcauily heauily . 21 (right* 

Lo. Now vnto thy bones good night, yeercly will I do this 
Prince Good morrow m aiders, putyour torches out. 

The wolueshauepreied,and looke, the gentle day 
Before the wheeles of Phoebus, round about 
, Dapples the drowfie Eaft with fpots of grey: 

Thanks to you al, and leauc vs, fare you well. 

Claudio Good morrow in afters, each his feueralt way. 
Prince Come let vs hence,and put on other weedcs, 

• And then to Leonatoes we will goe. 

Claudio And Hymen now with luckier iflue fpeeds, 
Then this for whom we rendred vp this woe. exeunt . 

Enter LeonatofBenedtc ^.Margaret Vrfula^ld man^Frier , Hero* 
Frier Did I not tell you fheewas innocent/* 

Leo. So arc the Princeand Claudio who accufd her, 
Vpon the errour that you heard debated: 

But Margaret was in fomc fault for this, 

- Although againft her will as it appeares, la 



about IFgothing. 

In thejtrue courfc of all the quedion. 

Old Wei, I am glad that all things forts fo well. 

’Betted, And fo am I, being clfe by faith enford 
To call young Claudio to a reckoning for it. 

Leo, Well daughter, and you gentlew'omen all. 

Withdraw into a chamber by your felues, 

And when I fend for you come hither masked: 

ThcPrince and Claudio promifde by this howre 
To vifite mc,you know your offi ce brother, 

You mud be father to your brothers daughter. 

And giue her to young Claudio. Exeunt Ladies. 

Old Which I will doe with confirmd countenance. 

Betted, Frier, I mud intreate your paines, I tbinkc. 

Trier T o doe what Signior ? 

Bened, T o bind me, or vndo me, one of them : 

Signior Leonato, truth it is good Signior, 

Yourniecc regards me with an eye offauour. 

Lev. That eye my daughter lent her.tis mod true. 

’Bened, And I do with an eye of loue requite her. 

Leo, The fight whereof I thinke you had from me. 

From Claudio and the Prince, butwbats your will ? 

Bened. Your an { were fir is enigmatical!, 

But for my wil, my will is, your good will 
May dand with ours, this day to be conioynd. 

In the date of honorable marriage, 

In which (good Frier) I dial defire your help. 

Leo. My heart is with your liking. 

Frier Andmyhelpe. 

Heere comes the Prince and Claudio. 

Enter ’Prince, and Claudio, and two or three other , 

Prince Good morrow to this faire aflcmbly. 

Leo, Good morrow PriiKe.-good morrow Claudio: 
Weheere attend you, are you yet determined. 

To day to marry with my brothers daughter? 

Claud, lie hold my mind were fhean Ethiope, 

Leo Call her foorth brother, heres the Frier ready, 

T, Good morrow Bcncd.why whats the matter? 



That 







fddVlucb adoe 

That you hauefuch a Fcbruarie face, 

So full of fro ft, of ftorme,and clowdinefle. 

(twd* I thinks he thinkes vpon the fauage bull: 

Tufli feare not mamweeletip thy homes with gold, 

And all E uropa fhall reiovee at thee. 

As once Europadid atluftie T oue, 

When he would play the noble beaft in loue. 

Bene . Bull Ioue fir had an amiable lowc. 

And feme fuch ftrangc bull leapt your fathers cowe, 

And got a calfe in that fame noble feate* 

Much like to you, for you haue iuft his blcate* 

6 nt er br other >Hcro> Beatrice , Mar gar et (Ur futd. 

Qian. For this I owe youihere comes other recknings. 
WjhichistheLady I muff feize vpon? 

Leo . This fame is fihe,and 1 do giue you her. 

Claud . W hy then fh ees mine,fweet,let me fee your face, 
Leon. No that you fhall not till you take her hand. 

Before this Frier, and fwcare to marry hir. 

Claud. Giue me your hand before this holy Frier, 

I am your husband ifyou like of me* 

Hero And when I iiu cwwas your other wife. 

And when you lou^d, you were my other husband* 

Clanh. Another Hero. 

Hero Nothing certainer, 

One Hero died defilde,but I do liue. 

And finely as I liue, I am a maide. 

Prince T he former Hero, Hero that is dead. 

Leon. She died my Lord, but whiles her (launder liu d. 
Frier All this amazement can I qualific, 

When after that the holy rites are ended, 
lie tell you largely of faire Heroes death, 

Meane time let wonder feeme familiar, 

And to the chappcll let vs prefemly* 

Ben. Softand faire Frier,which is Beatrice? 

Bear* I anfwer to that name, what is your will? 

Bene. Do not You loue me? 

Beat. Why no,no more then reafon. 

v Bens, 



about ZNjjthing. 



Bene . Why then your vncle, and the prince, and Claudio ; 
Haue beene dcceiued, they fwore you did. 

B eat. Do not you loue me ? 

Bene . T roth no, no more then rcafon. 

Beat. Why then my cofin Margaret and Vrfula 
Are much deceiu’dior they did fweare you did. 

Bene. They fwore that you were almoft ficke for me. 

Beat. They fwore that you were welnigh dead for me* 
Bene. Tis no fuch matter, then you do not loue me* 

Beat. No truly ,butin friendly recompence. 

Leon. Come cofin, I am fure you loue the gentleman. 

(Ian. And lie befworne vpon t, that he loues her. 

For hercs a paper written in his hand, 

A halting fonnet of his owne pure braine, 

Fafhioned to Beatrice. 

Hero And hercs another. 

Writ in my cofins hand,ftolne from her pocket, 
Containingher affeftion vnto Benedicke. 

Bene* A miracle,here$ our owne hands again ft our hearts: 
come, I will haue thee, but by this light I take thee for pittie. 

Beat. I would not denie you,bt!t by this good day, I yecld 
vpon great perfwafion/and partly to faue your life , for I was 
told, you were in a confumption* 

Leon* Peace I will ftop your mouth* 

Prince How doft thou Benedicke the married man? 

Bene* He tel thee what princera colledge of witte-crackers 
cannotflout me out of my humour, doft thou think I care for 
a Satyre or an Epigramme ? no, if a man will be beaten with 
braines, a fhall weare nothing hanfome about him: inbriefe, 
fince I doe purpole to married will think nothing to anic pur- 
pofe that the world can faie againft it, and therfore neijer flout 
at me, for what I haue find agamft it: for man is a giddic thing, 
and this is my conclui ion : for thy part Claudio, I clid thinke 
to haue beaten thee, but in that thouart like to be my kinfman, 
liue vnbmifde.and lone my-couiin* 

Clan* I had welhopte thou would ft haue denied Beatrice, 
that I might haue cudgelld thee out of thy finglc life, to make 

thee 
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Enter King Richard John of Gant, 

w ith other Nobles and 

Attendants. 
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Kmg Richard, 




eare 



? Haft thou according to thy othc and bands 
) Brought hither Henry Hcrford thy bold fbn, 
| Here to make good the boiftrous late appeale 
1 W kich then our leifure would notlet vs he 
Agaioft the Duke of NorfFolke, Thomas Mow bray > 
Gaunt. Ihauemy Leige. 

King Tel me tnoreouer.haft thou founded him 

If he appeale the Duke on ancient malice. 

Or worthily as a good fubieft ihould 
On fomeknowne ground oftrcacheric in him. 

(jaunt As neare as I could hft him on thatargutuent. 

On feme apparent danger fecne in him, 

Aiiude at your Highnefle, no inueterate malice. 

Kmg Then call them to our prefence face to face. 

And frowning brow to brow ourfelues willhcare. 

The accufer and the accufcd freely fpeakc; 
hie fiomackt are they both, and full ofjrc. 

In rage, deafe as the lea, haftie as fire. 

.. . t : 

Snur’BuBngbrooke andMowfaq. 

BuSing. Many yeares of happy daies befall 
m ygrauous Soueraigne, mymoft louingLicge. 

A ak 
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The Tngedieef 

Morob. Each day ftil better others happinefle, 

Vntil the heauens enuying earths good happe, 

Adde an immortal title to your Crownc. 

King. We thanke you bcth,yct one but flatters vs. 

As we l appeareth by the caufc you come, 

Namely to appeale each other ofhigh treafon: 

Coofin of Hereford what doff thou obi eft 
A°-ainft the DukcofN orfolke T homas Mowbray* 

Bui. Firft.heauen be the record to ray fpcech. 

In the dcuotion of a fubi efts loue. 

Tendering the precious fafetie of my Prince, 

And free from other misbegotten hare, 

Come I appellant to this princely prefence. 

Now Thomas Mowbray do I turnc to thee. 

And marke my greeting wel ; for what I fpeake 
My body fhal make good vpon this earth. 

Or my diuine foule ainiwere it in hcauen: 

Thou art atraitour and a mifereant; 

Too »ood to be fo,and too badto liuc, 

Since the more faire and cri flail is the skie, 

The'vglier fecnie the clcudes that in it the: 

Once more, the more to aggrauatc the note. 

With a foule traitoUrs name ftuflfc 1 thy rhrote. 

And wifltffo plcafe my Soueraignc)crc Imoiie, 

What my tongfpeaks, my right drawnc fword may prone. 
Mow, Let not my cold words here acculc iny zealc, 

Tis not the triallofa womans war, » 

The bitter clamour of two eager tongues. 

Can arbitrate this caufc betwixt vs twa.nc. 

The bloud is hotte thatmuft be coold for this, 

Yet can I notofluch tame patience boaft. 

As tobe hulht and naught at al to fay. • 

Firft the faire teucrcnce ofyour highncflccurbcs meo 
From giuing reines and fpurs to my free fpecch, 

Whicli clfc would port vntill it had rcturnd, 

Thefe tearmes of creafon dioubled do wne his throat. 



Setting afide his high blouds royaltie. 
And let hiothecno kinfmah to my Leigf, 
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JT«g Richard the fetond. 

Ido defie him,and fpit at him* , . 

Calhira a flaunderous coward and a villaine, 

Which to snaintaine,I would allow him ods. 

And mcete him were I tide to runne afoote, 

Euen to the frozen ridges of the Alpes, 

Or any other ground inhabitable, 

Where euer Englilh man durft fettehisfoote, 

Meane time let chis defend my loyaltie, 

By all my hopes molf falfely doth he 1 ie. 

Bui. Pale trembling coward therel throw my g^g«: 
Declaiming hecrc the kinred ofa King, 

And lay afidc my high blouds royaltie. 

Which Feare,notRcuerence makes thee to except. 
Ifguilcie dread hauc left thec fo much ftrength. 

As to take vp mine honours pawne»then ftowpe, 
Bythat,andall thcritesofKnighthoodelft', 

Will I make good againft thee arrae to arme, ] i r? 
What I hauc {poke, or thou canfl: deuife. 

Mow, Itakeitvp,andbythatfwordIfwcare, 

Which gently laidc my knighthood on my flioulder. 
lie anfwere thee in any fiire degree, 

Ochiualrous defigne of knightly trial!. 

And when I mount, aliue may I not light, 

Ifl be traitour or vniuftly fight. 

King. What doth our Coofin lay to Mowbraics charge? 

. It mart be great that can inherite vs, 

Somuch as ofa thought of ill in him. 

Bui. Looke what I iayd my life fha! prooue it true. 

That Mowbray hath rcceiude eight thoufaiiThobles, g- 

In name of Lendings for your highnefle fouldiours, fc 

' The which hec hath detaindc for lewd imploymentj. 

Like afalfc traitour and iniurious villaine, 

Befides I (ay,and will in battaile prooue, 

Or here, or elfe where to the furtheft V erge 
That euer was furucyed by Englifh eie. 

That all the treafons for th cfje cightee n e ycare J, 
Complotted and contriued ih this land: 

Fttchtftom falfeMqwbray their firft head and Ipring? 
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Further 1 fay, and further wdi mainraine 
V pon his bad kfc to make ill th'isjgood, „ . 

That he did plotte the Duke of Gloceftcrs death, 

Suggeft his foorie beleeuing aduerfarie^ 

And confequently like n traitour coward, 

Slucte out his innocent fouie through ftreames of bloud. 

Which bloud, like faciificirig Abels cries, 

Euen front the tonguelefle Cauerns of the earth. 

To me for iuflice and rough chaftifement: 

And by the glorious worth of my difeent, 

Thisarme fhall do it,or this life be fpent. 

King . How high a pitch Kis refolution foares, 

Thomas of Norfolkewhatfaift thou to this? 

Afoypb. Oh let my foueraigne turue away his face. 

And bid his eares a little while be deafe. 

Till I haue told this flaunder of his bloud, 

How God and good men hate iofoule alien 
King. Mowbray, impartial are. our eies and eares. 

Were he my brothcr,nay,iny kingdomes heirc, 

As he is but my .fathers brothers fonne. 

Now by fceptersaweliuakeavoW, 

Such neighbour neerenes to our facred bloud 
Should nothing priuilcdge him nor partialize 
The vnftooping firmcncfle of my vpright foule. 

He is our fiibied Movvbray,ro art thou. 

Free fpeech and fearcleflc I to thee allow, 

Tidowb. Then Bollingbrooke as low as to thy heart. 
Through the falfcpaflagc of thy throatthou lieft. 

Three parts of that receiptc I had for Callice, 

Disbuift I to his highnefle Souldiours, 

The other part referu’de I by confent. 

For that my foueraigne liege was in my debt, 
'Vponrcmainder of a dearc account, 

Since laft I went to France to fetch his Queener 
Now fwallow dovrnc that lie.For Glocefters death* 

I flew him not,but to mine ownc difgracc 
Negleded my fworne dutie in that cafe.* 

For you my noble Lord of Laacaften, • 
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King Ricbar — J 

The honourable father to my 
Once did I lay an ambulh for your lite, < 

A trefpafle that doth vexc my grecucd foulc; 

Ah but ere I laft receiu dc the facraracn:, 

I did confeffc it,and exaftly begd 
Your graces pardon,and I hope I had it. 

This is my fault, as for the reft appeald 
It iffues from the rancour of a villaine, 

A recreant and mod degenerate traitour, 

Which in my felfe I boldly will defend, 

And enterchangeably hurle downe the gage, 

Vpon this ouerweening traitours footc, 

Toproouc myfelfea loyal Gentleman, , ; 

Euen in the beft bloudc chamberd in his bofome. 

In hafte whereof moft heartily I pray 
Your highnefle toafsigne our trial day. 

King. Wrath kindled gentleman bee ruled by me, 

Lets purge this choler without letting bloud. 

This wee preferibe though no Phifition, 

Dcepe malice makes too deepe incifion. 

Forget, forgiue,conclude,and bee agreed, 

Our Dottors fay this isnomonthtobleede: 

Good Vnckle let this end where it begunne, 

Weele ealme the Duke ofNorfolke,you your fonnr t 
(Jaunt. To be a make-peace lhal become my age, 

1 hrow downe (my fonne) the Duke of Norfolkes gage. 
King. And Norfolkc throw downe hit. 

< Jaunt . When Harry ,whcn?obedicnce bids. 

Obedience bids I fhould not bid againe. 

King. Norfolke throw downe wee bid, there isno boote. 
d/w. My felfe I throw(dread foueraignc)atthy footc. 
My life thou /halt commaund,but not my fhame, 

1 ic one roy dutie owes, but my fairc name 

c pight of death that liuesy pon my graue, 
lodarkcdill.onQursvfethoufhaltnothaue; 
am difgrancjimpeachtjand baffuld heerc, 

J Cr , t0 c "° u l c with Slaunders venomd fpeare, 

C whlc “ no balme can cure but his heart bloud 

Which 
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Which breathde this poyfon^'™ ornrij.., oL'amortcd 3 .'V 

King. Rage mult be yHtftft'dod, ! 

Gtue me his gage^Lionsmake Leopards tame. 

Alowb. Yea, but not change his fpots, take but my flianie 
And I refigne my gage my dear* dearc Lord. 

The pureft treal’utcrhbrt.ill tuples kfifdbtd, 

LfpotlelTe reputation, that dway b *ri , e r - , ; 

Men are but gutlded loameibt patiited'fcTayj 1 5 r 
A Ievvell in a tenne times bard vp chefc 
Is a bold fpirit in a loyal! breath 
Mine honour is my life,both grow in one, . 

Take honour from tnc^ahififty li'fciS dbmr* 

Then (deare my Licgejrnine honour Ictme try, 

In that I liue,and for that will 1 dir. 

King- Coofin throw vpyourgage,do you beginiie, 
r Bal. O God defend my foule from fuch deepe fume* 
Shall I feeme Greft-fallcn in my fathers fight? 

Or with pale begger-facc impeach my height. 

Before this out-dardc daftard?ere my tongue 
Shall wound my honour with fuch feeble wrong. 

Or found fobafe aparlee,my teeth (hall teare. 

The flauifh motiuc ofrecahtingfearei 
And fpit it bleeding in his high difgrace. 

Where fHame doth harbour, euen in Mowbratesface. 

King . We were hot borne to fue, but to commaund, 
Which fincc wccednnot do to makeyou friends,. 

Be rcadie as your life (hall anfwere it. 

At Couentry vpon Saint Lambards day, 

Theretliall your (words arid laurices arbitrate 
The fwcl ling cbftei'ence of your fettled hate. 

Since wee cannot atone you, you fhall fee 
Juft ice defigne the Victors chiualrie: 

^ord Marfhall, commaund our Officers at Amies, 

Be readic to direft thefe homealarmes. 

Enter Iohn of (jaunt, with the Duchefe of Glocefter . 
Gaunt. Alas the part I had in W ood flocks bloud, 
podi more follicite me then your exclairoes, 



Exit. 
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King Richard the feernd. 

**To (litre againft the butchers of his life 
Putfince correction licth in thofe hands, 

Which made the fault that w« ca nnot correct, 

Put we our quarrell to the wil of heauen, 

Who when they fee the hourci ripe on earth 
Will raine hot vengeance on offendersheads. 

Duchejfe Findes brotherhood in thee no (harper fpurrt* 
Hath loue in thy old bloud no liuing fire? 

Edwards feuen fonnes wherof thy felfe art one, 

Were as feuen viols of his facred bloud. 

Or feuen faire branches fpringing from one rootc: 
Someofthofc feuen are dried by natures courfe, 

Some of thofe branches by the Deftinies cut:j 
But Thomat my deere Lord, my life, my Gloccfier, 

One viol ful of Edwards (acred bloud. 

One fiouriftiiog branch of his mod royall rootc 
Iscrackt, and ai the precious liquor (pile. 

Is haclct downe, and his fummer leaucs al faded 
By Enuics hand, and Murders bloudy axe. 

Ah Gaunt, his bloud was thine, that bed, that wombe. 

That rnettal, that felfe mould, thatfalhioned thee 
Made him a man: and though thou liuefl and bi'eatheft- 
Yet art thou flainc in him, thou doeft confent 
In fomc large meafure to thy fathers death. 

In that thou feed thy wretched brother die , 

Who was the model of thy fathers life , 

Call it not patience Gaunt, it is difpaire. 

In fuffering thus thy brother to be flaughtred, 

Thou (lie weft the naked pathway to thyjtfe. 

Teaching fterne Murder how to butcher thee : 

That which in mcane men we intitle Patience, 

Is pale cold Cowardice in noble breads. 

What fhal I fay? to fafegard thy own life, ■ 

1 he bed way is to venge my Glocefters death. 

Xjj m Gods is the quarrell for Gods fubftitutc. 

His deputy annointed m his fight, 
ath caufd his death, the which,if wrongfully 
“ eauen rcuenge ,for I may neuer lift 
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An angrie antic againft his minifter. 

Duck. W here then alas may I cotnplaine my felfe? 
gaunt T o God the widdowes Championand defence, 
‘Duck. Whv rhenl will,farewcli old Gaunt, 

Thou gosft toGouentry,*here to beholde 
Our Coofin Herford and fell Mowbray fight, 

<Dfermy husbands wrongs on Herfordsfpcarej 
That it may enter butcher Mowbraiesbreaft: 

Or if ra.flortune mi he the firft carier. 

Be Mowbraies finnes fo heauie in his bofome, 

T hat they may bteake hisfoming courfers backc. 

And throw the rider headlong inthe lifts, 

A caitiue recreant tb my Cdofiri Herford: 

Farewel old Gaunr,thy fometitnes brothers wife* 

With her companion Griefe muft end her life. 

Gaunt. Sifter fare well I muft to Couentrie, 

As much good flay with thee, as go with mee. 

Duch. Yet one word oiore,griefe boundeth where it fals. 
Not with the emptie hollownefle, but weight: 

I take my leaue before I bane begunne. 

For forrow' ends not when it feemeth done: 

Commend me to my brother Edmund Yorke, 

Lo this is all may yet depart not fo. 

Though this be al.do net fo quickly goer 
I dia l remember more : Bid him, ah what? 

With al good fpeede atPiafhie vtfitme, 

Alacke and what fhall goodold Yorke there fee. 

But emptie lodgings and vnfurnifht walles, 

V npeoplcd eff £es,vntrbddcn ftones. 

And what heaic there for’ welcome butmygronesf 
Therefore commend me, let hi moot come there. 

To feeke out forrow tint dvvels euery where, # 
Defcla:e,defolateWillIhence anddie: 

The laft leaue ohhee takes my weeping eye. ' Exeunt. 

t 

Enter the Lord Marflsall attd theDuke Aumerle. 

Mar. My Lord Aumerleis Harry Herford armdc? 
Aum. Yea a t al points,and loDgs to enter in. ^ 



King micbArdihiftconfi. 

Mat. The Duke of Norfolke fprightfii lly and bold* 
Stales but the fummons ofthe appellants trumpet. 

Attm. Why then the Champions arc prepard, and ftay 
For nothing but his maiefties approach. 

The trumpets found, andthe King inters with his noble s:wheu 

they are fet, enter. the duke of Norfolke in artnes defendant. 

King. Marihall demaund of yonder Champion, 

The caufe of his arriuall here in armes, 

Aske him his name, and orderly proceede 
To fweare him in the iuftice ofhis caufe. 

Mar. In Gods name and the Kings fay who thou art. 
And why thou commeft thus knightly clad in armes, 
Againft whatman thou comft.and what s-thy quarrel, 
Speakc truely on thy knighthoodjand thy oth. 

As fb defend thee heauen and thy valour. 

Mow. My name is Thomas Mowbray, D. of Norfolke, 
Who hither come ingaged by my oath, 

(Which God defend a knight fhould violate) 

Both todefend my loyaltic and truth 
To God,my king.and my fucceeding iflue, 

Agamft the Duke of Herford thatappeaJesmcc, 

And by the grace of God. and this mine arme. 

To prooue him in defending of my felfe, 

Atraitour to my God, my king.and me, 

And as I truely fight defend me heaucm 

The Trumpets Jound,enter Duke of Herford 
appellant in armour. 

King. Marfhall aske yonder knight inarmes, 

Both who he is, and why hcecommeth hither ; 

Thus plated in habiliments of warre. 

And formally according to our law, .. 

Dcpofe him iq, theju ftjte ofhis caufe. 

Mar. What is thy name, and wherfore comft thou hither? 
cefore kiBgRichardln hisroyall lifts, 

Againft whom comes thou?and whats thy quarrell? 
opeake like a ttuc knight,fo defend thee heauen, 

8 % "Bui 
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Anangrie arnic againft his miniften 
Ditch. Where then alas may I complaine my felfe? 

(jaunt T o God the widdowes Champion and defence, 
‘Duch. Whv then I will, farewell old Gaunt, 
Thougosfl: toCouentry,*heretobeholde 
Our Coojfln Herford and fell Mowbray fight, 

0 fetyny husbands wrongs on Herfords fpcatej 
That it may entcrbutcher Mowbraieshreaft: 

Or if m.fior tune mifie the firft carier. 

Be Mowbraies fimies fo heauie in hisbofome, 

T hat they may btcake hisfoming tourfers backe. 

And throw the rider headlong in the lifts, 

Acaitiue recreant' to my Coofiri Herford; 
f arevveloid Gaunr,thy fometiroes brothers wife? 

With her companion Griefe muft end her life. 

Gaunt. Sifter farewell I muft to Couentrie, 

As much good ftay with thee, as go with mee. 

Duch. Yet one word more,griefe boundeth where it fats. 
Not with the emptiehollowneftCjbut weight: 

1 take my leaue before I Katie begunne. 

For forrow ends not when it feemeth done: 

Commend me to my brother Edmund Yorke, 

JLo this is all may yet depart not fo. 

Though this be al’.do net fo quickly goer 

I H 5 a 1 remember more : Bid him,ah what? 

With al good 1pc:de atPiafhie vtfit me, 

Alacke and what fhall good old Yorke there fee. 

But emptie lodgings' and vnfurnifht walles, 

Vnpeopled cff«ft'S,vntroddcn ftones. 

And what heaie there for 1 welcome butmygrones? 
Therefore commend me, let himnotcorne there. 

To lecke out forrow thstdwels euery wherey 
Defola*e»defolate will I hence and die: 

The laftlcaue of thee takes ray weeping eye. Sxcmu 



£nter the Lor d Mar fh alt and theDukf ufttnttfle. 

Mar. My Lord Aumerleis Harry Herford armdc? 

Aum. Ycaat al points, and longs to enterin. 
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htfecond. 



Mar. The Duke of Norfolke fprightfu Hy and bold. 
Stales but the fummons ofthe appellants trumpet. 

Aum. Why then the Champions arc prepard, and flay 
For nothing but his maiefties approach. 



The trumpets fomd,andthe King enters with bis noble s:wheu 
they are fet, enter, the duke of Norfolke in artnes defendant. 

King. Marlhalldemaund of yonder Champion, 

The caufe of his arriuall here in artnes, 

Aske him his name, and orderly proceede 
To fweare him in the iuftice ofhis caufe. 

Mar. In Gods name and the Kings fay who thou art. 
And why thou commeft thus knightly clad inarmes, 
Againft what man thou comft.and what’s-thy quarrel, 
Spcake truely on thy knighthood,and thy otb. 

As fo defend thee hcauen and thy valour. 

Mow. My name is Thomas Mowbray, D. of Norfolke, 
Who hither come ingaged by my oath, 

(Which God defend a knight fhould violate) 

Both todefend my loyaltic and truth 
To God, my king, and my fuccceding iftue, 

Againft the Dukeof Herford thatappealesmcc. 

And by the grace of God. and this minearme. 

To prooue him in defending of my felfe, 

Atraitour to my God.tny king, and .lac. 

And as I truely fight defend me heauen.. 

The Trumpets found,enter Duke of Herford 
appellant in armour. 

King. Mar (hall a,ke yonder knight inarmes, 

Both who he is, and why hce commeth hither - . ,ft \-i 

Thus plated in habiliments of warrej ■ f 

And formally according to our law, 

Dcpofe him in the iu fti te of his caufe. 

Mar. What is thyname,and wherfore ceraft thou hitheri) 
cefore king Richard in his royall lifts, 

Againft whom comes thousand whats thy quarrell? 
uptake like a true knight,fo defend thee heauen. 



a.V. 
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. — - Thetngeiieof 

Bui. Harry of Herford,Lancafter,andDarbie 

Am I, who read i c here do ftand in Amies, 

To prooue by Gods grace,md my bodies valour 
In I ills, on Thomat Mowbray Duke of Norfolkc, 

That he is a traifour fouleand dangerous. 

To God of heauen,Ki;igRichard,and to me: 

And as I trucly fight,defend me hcauen. 

Mar. On paine of death no perfon be fo bold 
Or daring, hardie,as to touch the lifts. 

Except the Martjall and fuch officers 
Appoyntcd to dircift thefe faire defignes. 

‘Bui. Lord Martial!,letmc kilTc my foueraignes hand. 
And bow my knee before his Maicftie, 

For Mowbray and my felft arc like two men, 

Thar vow a long and wcaric pilgrimage. 

Then let vs take a ceremonious leaue. 

And louing farewell of our fcuerall friends. 

Mar. The appellant in all dutie greetes yourihighncfle. 
And craues to kifle your hand and take his leaue. 

King. W ee will deicend and fold him in cur armes, 
Coofin of Herford,as thy caufe is right. 

So be thy fortune in this royall fight: 

Farewel my bloud, which ifto day thou (head. 

Lament we may, but not re uengc the dead. 

'Bui. O let no noble eye prophane a teare 
For mc,if I begorde with Mowbrayes fpearc: 

As confident as is the falcons flight 
Againft abirdydo I with Mowbray fight. 

My louing Lord I take my leaue of you: 

Of you (my noble coofin) LordAumarle, 

Not ficke although I haue to doo with deaths ! 

But luftie,yong,and cheerely drawing breath, 

Loe,as at Engliih fcafts fo I regreet 

The daintieft laft.to make the end moftfwecte. 

Oh thou the earthly Authourof niy bloud, 

Whofe youthfull fpirit in me regenerate. 

Doth with a two-fold vigour lift me vp» 

To reach at Vaftoric aboue my head, 



King Richard the fee mi. 

Adde proofe vnto mine armour with thy prayers. 

And with thy blefsings fteelc my launces poynfc 
That it may enter Mowbraies waxen coate, 

And furbilh new the name oflohn a Gaunt, 

Euen in the luftic hauiour of his fonne. 

gaunt. God in thy good caufe make thee profperouft 
Be fwifc like lightning in the execution, 

And let thy blowcs doubly redoubled. 

Fall like amazing thunder on the caske 
Of thy aduerfepernitious enemie, 

Rowfe vp thy youthful bloud, be valiant and Hue. 

■I BuL Mine innocence and Saint George to thriue. 
Mow. Howcuer God or fortune caft my Iotte, 

There lines or dies true to King Richards throne, 

A loyal, iuft, and vpright Gentleman: 

Neucrdid captiue with a freer heart 
Caft offhis chaines of bondage, and embrace. 

His golden vncontroledenfrauchiferoent, 

Morethenmy dauncing foulc doth celebrate. 

This fcaft of battle with mine aduerfarie, 

Moft mightie Lcige.and my companion Peeres, 

Take from my mouth the wifh of happie ycares. 

As gentle and as iocund as to ieft 
Go I to fighr,trueth hath a quiet breft. 

King. Farewel (my Lord)fecurcly I efpie, 

V ertue with valour couched in thine eye. 

Order the trial! Martiall,and beginne. 

Mart. Harry of Herford,Lancafter,and Darby, 

Rcceiue thy launce,and God defend thy right. 

Bui. Strong as a to wer in hope I cry. Amen* 

Man. Go beare this lance to Thomas D. of Norfolke, 
Herald. Harry ofHerford,Lancafter and Darby 
Stands heere, for God, his foueraigne,and himfclfe. 

On pame tobe found falfe and recFeanr, 
lo prooue the Duke ofNorfolke Thomas Mowbray, 
traitour to his God, his king, and him, 

And dares him to fet forwards to the fight. 

Here ftandeth Thomas Mowbray D.of Norfolk, 
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On paine to be found falfe and recreant. 

Both to defend himfelfe, and to apptoue 
Henry of HercfordiLancaftcr, and Darby, 

To God, his loucraigne,andto him difloyal, 

Courageoufly, and with a free dcfirc, 
Attendmgbutthefignallto beginne. 

Mart. Sound trumpets, and fct forth Combatant* 

Stay, the king hath throvvne his warder downe. 

King. Let them lay by their helmets, and their fpeare?, 
And both returnebacke to their chaires againei 
Withdraw with vs, and let the trumpets found. 

While we teturnc thefc dukes what we decree. 

Draw neere and lift 

What with our counfel we haue done. 

For that our kingdomes earth f hould not be foild 
With that deere bloud which it hath foftered: 

And for our eyes do hate the dire afpeft 
Ofciuil wounds plowd yp with neighbours (word. 

And for we thinke the Eagle-winged pride 
Offkie-afpiring and ambitious thoughts 
With riual-hatingenuy fet on you 
To wake our peace, which in our countries cradle 
Drawes the fwcete infant breath of gentle fleepe. 

Which fo touzdc vp with boiftrous vntundc drumme ... 

With harfhrefoundingtrumpets dreadful bray. 

And grating Ihockof wrathful yronarmes. ? 

Might from our quiet confines fright faire Peace, 

And make Vs wade cuen in our kiareds bloud. 

Therfore we banifh you our territories: 

You coufin Hereford vpon paine of life , 

Til tvvice fiue fummersjiaucenricbt our field 
Shal not regreete our faire dominions 
But tre^d the ftringer paths ofbanifhment. _ 

Bui. Your wil be done; this muft my comfort be, 

1 hat Sunne that warrtc* you here, fhal l Ihme on me, - 
And thole his golden bcatnes vnto you here lent 

Shal point on me, and guild my bamfliroent. 

Kmg Norfolk* foiit>ec:«wfa«a heauicrdoom*.^ 
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1 King Richard the feconi. 

Which 3 with fome vnwiilingnes pronounce. 

The (lie flow houres fball not determinate 
The dateicfle hmiteof thy deere exile. 

The hopelefle word of neuer to returns. 

Breathe I againft thee, vpon paine of life. • 

Morph.. A heauic fcntence, my moft foueraigne Liege, 
And all vnlobktfof from your Highnefle mouth, 

A deerer merit, not fo deepe a maime. 

As to be call forth in the common ayre 
Haue I deferued at your Highnefle hands: 

The language I haue learnt thefe forty yeares. 

My natiue Eraghfh now I muft forgo, 

And now my tongues vfe is to me no more 
Than an vnftringed viol! or a harpe. 

Or like a cunning inftrument cafde vp. 

Or being open, put into his hands 

That knowes no touch to tunc the harmony : 

Within my motith you haue engaold my tongue. 

Doubly portcullift with my teeth and lippes. 

And dull vnfeeling barren ignorance 
Is made my Gaoler to attend on me: 
lam toooldto-ftwnevponanurfe. 

Too far in y ceres to Be a pupil now. 

What is thy fentencc but fpecchleflc death? 

Which robbes my tongue from breathing natiue breath. 
King It bo Dtes thee not to be compaHionate, 

After our lenience playning comes fob late. 

Mow. Then thus I turnc mefrom my countries 
Todvvel in folcmne fhades ofcndleflc ni»hr. ° 

King Returne again* and take an oth with thee, 

Lay on our royal fword your barjifht hands, wrf.l 9 I l 
Sweateby the duty that Vbvve to God r - il 3 r - 

(Ourpart therein we bamfli with your feluCs,) 

To keepe the oath that we adminifter: 

You neuer fhal, fo helpe you truth and God, 

Embrace each others loue in banifhment I ' 
Nor neuer looke vpon each Others face, • 

NorncucrwrUe # rcSrectc,norr?cbiicile ' •. 

This 
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rage at coj 

Thislowring temped of your home-bred hate» 

Nor neuer by aduifed purpofe meetc, 

T o plot, contriue, or complot any il l» 

Gainft vf . car Hate, our fubiects,or our land. 
S*/.Ifwearc. 

Mow. and I, to keepe althis. 

"Bui. Noiffblke, fo fare at to mine enemy: 

By this time, had the King permitted vs, 

One ofour foules had wandred in theayre, 
Banifhtthisfraile fepulchre ofourflcfh. 

As no W our flelh is baniftit from this land, 

Cortfefle thy treafons ere thou flic the realme, 

$ince thou haft far to go, bcare not along 
The clogging burthen of a guiltic foule. ' 

Mow. No Bullingbrooke, if cucr I were traitour, 
My name be blotted from the booke of life. 

And Ifromheauenbanifljtas from hence: 

But what thou art,God,thou ,and I, do know , 

Andal too foone (I fcare) the king fluftew: 

Farcwel (my Leige) now no way can I rtray* 

Saue back to England al the world s my way. 

King Vnclcicucn in the glaftes of thine eyes, 

I fee thy grieued heart : thy fad afpeft 
Hath from the number of his banifht yceres 
Pluckt foure away, fix frozen winters fpent, 

Returne with welcome home frdm baniftiment. 

"Bull. How long atime lies in one little word, 

Foure lagging winters and foure wanton fprings, 

End in i word, fuch is the breath of Kiogs. 

Qaunt. I thankemy leige, that in regard of me, 

He fhortens foure yeares of my lonncs exile. 

But little vantage fti?l I rcape thereby: 

For ere the fixe yeares that he hath to fpend u- 

Can change their mooncs, and bring their times about. 
My oilc-dried lampe, and time bewafted light 
Shal be extinft with age and endlefle nights, 

My intch of taper will be burnt and done. 

And blindfold Death not letmc fee my fonne 



no 
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Km* Richard the fecottd. 

King. Why Vnckle thou haft many yceres to Hue. 
Gaunt. But not a minute (Ktng)JthaC thou canftgiue. 
Shorten my dayesthou canll with fullen forrow, 

And pluck nights from me, but not lend a morrow: 

Thou canfthclpe time to furrow me with age. 

But ftoppe no wrincklein his pilgrimage.- 
Thy word is currant with him for my death. 

But dead, thy kingdome cannot buy my breath. 

King. Thy fonne is banifht with good aduife, 

Whereto thy tongue a party, verdift gaue, 
Whyatouriuftice feemftthou then to lowre? 

gaunt. Things fweete to taftc, proue in digeftion foyvrc. 
You vrgemeasa iudge, but I had rather, 

You would haue bid me argue like a father, 

Ohhad’tbeenea ftranger, not my child, \ 

To fmooth his fault I would haue beene more mildes 
A partial flaunder ought I to avoyde. 

And in the fentence my o wn life deftroyde: 

Alas , I lookt when fome of you fholild fay, 

I wastoo ftrift to make mine owne away: 

But you gaue leaue to my vn willing tongue, 

Againft my will todo my felfethiswrongi 
King. Coofen farewel, and Vnckle, bid hitnfb, 

Sixe yeres we banifti him andhe Aral go. 

Au. Cofin fare weL what prefence muftnot kaow. 

From where you do remaine, let paper fhew. 

Mat. My Lord, no leaue take I , for I will ride 
As faraslandwil Jctme by your fide. ‘ 1 
(]aunt. Oh to what purpofe doe ft thou hoard thy words. 
That thou rcturneftmo greeting to thy friends* 

"Bull. I haue too few to take niy leaue of you, 

When the tongues officedhould be prodigall ’ 

To breathe the abundant dolour of the heart. 

Gaunt. Th v griefe i* but thy abjfenic for a time. 5 

lo y ablent, griefe is prefent for that'tfihe. 

Wm. What is fixe wfttcfsjthcy arequitkly gone. 
r • 1 ° mefl lri lo T> but griefe makes one hdure ten. 

Call n a trauaile that thou rakft for pleafure. 

C M 




1 til 2 1 21 . if.il 2J 2itii2J ei2fril 1 i) r'JdJPJPJZn'i , , /ciJ?/r , f 







~ rr^TTf * 

2>«/.My heart wil figh when I mifcal it fo, 

Which findes it an inforfed pilgrimage* 

Gaunt. The fullenpaffageofthy weari 
Eftecrae a foy le wherein thou art tp fet. 

The precious Icwelof thy homcreturne. 

But. Nay rather euery tedious ftridel make. 

Will but remember me whata deale of world 
I wander from the Jewels that I loue , 

Mufti not ferue a long apprcntifoood ; t 

Toforrenpaflages,andintheend, . 

Hauing my freedoms, boaft of nothingelfe.. 

But that I wasa Journeyman to griefe? 

Gaunt. A1 places that the eic of hcauen vifits, l 

Are toa wifcmsn portes andhappy havens: 

Teach thy neccflitie to rca Ion thus. 

There is no vertuc like neceffitie, 

Thinke not the King did banifhthee, jj 

But thou the king. Woedoeth the heatiier lit, 

Where it perceiues it is but faintly borne: 

Go, fay I fent thee forth to purchafc honour. 

And not the King exilde thee; or fuppofe 
Peuouringpeftilcncc hangs in our aire. 

And thou art Hying toafrefher clime.* 

Looke what thy foqle holds decrc,imagine it 
To ly that way thou goeft, not whence thou comft: 
Suppofe the fiqging birds mufitions, 

The grafle whereon thou treadft.the prefence ftrowdc. 

The flowers, faire Ladies, and thy fteps, no more 
Then a delightful meafurc ora dance. 

For gnarling forrow hath lefle power to bite 
The man that mocks at it apd lets it light. 

Bui. Oh who can hold a fire in his hand. 

By thinking on thcfroftyCaucafus? j’ 

Or cloy thehungry edge of appetite. 

By bare imagination of a feaft ? n rl 
Or wallow naked in. December fnow. 

By thinking pn.fanttftiek fummers heat ? 

Oh no. theapprehenhon of the good 

;j ... Giutf 
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the fore.' 

ing thee on thy way. 



Exeunt. 



,&cat one dore, and the 



cares were Hied? 
Northeaft winde. 



Km 



Gives but the greater feeling to the worfe: 

Fell forrowes tooth doth neuer ranckle me 
Then when it bites, but launcheth not 
Caun. Come conic my fonne,Iie bring 
Had I thy youth and caufe, I would not f 
Bui. Then Englands ground farcwcl, f 
My mother and my nurfe thatbeares me ; 

Where ere I wander boaftofthislean. 

Though banilht,yct a true borne English 
,?};!, v-. U'jl TT-.br 

Enter the King with Btijbie 
Lord Autmr.le 

King We did obferue. Coofin Aumarle, 
.JHowfarbroughtyou high Hereford- osi 
Aum 1 brought high Herford,ifyou cal 
But to the next high way,andtherc I 
King And fay, what ftore ofparting teares 
Aum Faith none for me, except the 
Which then blew bitterly againft our faces, - 
Awaktthcfleepiag rhewmc, and To by chance 
Did grace our hollow parting with a tcare. 

King Whatfaid yourcoufin when you parted withhim? 
Aum FarcWel, 8c For my heart difdaincd that my tongue 
Should fo prophanc the word thatiaoght me craft. 

To counterfaite opprefiion of fuch griefe, 

That words feemdburied in roy forrowes graue f 
Mary would the word Farewell haue lengthned houres. 
And added yceres to his fiiort banifhment. 

He Ihould haue had a volume offarewels: 

But fince it would not, lie had none of me. 

King He is our Coofens Cofin, but Cis doubt, 

* ^hen time fliali call him home from banifhrnent. 

Whether our kinfman comes to fee his friends. ‘ 

Our filfe and Bufiiie, 

Obferued his courtship to the common people, 
now h c did feeme to diue into their hearts, 

W.th humbl e and fiimilier courtcfie, 

With reuer ease he did throwaway on flaucs*, 

C i Wookf 
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Wooingpoore craftfinen with the craft of finife?. 

And patient vndcrbearing of hi* fortune, > 

As twere to banifh their affefts with him, 

Offgoes his bonnet to an o.yfterw.cncb, j 

A brace ofdrayra.cn bid God fpeede him well, -u ■ i 
And had the tribute of his topple knee. 

With thanks my countrey men, my louing friends. 

As were our England in reuerfion his. 

And hee our fubiefts next degree in hope. 

Greene. Wei, he is gone, and with him go theft thoughts, 
Now for the rebels wh ich' ft and out in Ireland, ° 

Expedient mannage tnuft be made my hege. 

Ere further ley tore yeeld them further meanes ' 

For their aduancagc,an.d yhur highnefle Ioffe, . . Hi 

King. VVc W'ill.our ftlfe in perfoo to this wary 
And for our coffers with too great a court 
And libcrall larges aregrowne fomewhat light. 

Wee arc inforft to farme ®ur royall Realme, 

The reuenew whereof (hall furmlh vs. 

For our affaires m hand if that come fhort, 
Ourfubftitutesat.home fhall haue blanke charters, 
VVheretowhentheyftiairknow whatmenarerich, " 

They lliall fubferibe them tor large fummes of gold, 

And lend' them after to fupply our wants, 

For we.wii make for Ireland prefently.’. 

Kfiter Rufhie with nerves. 



- 'Bujh* Oldlohn of Gaunt is grieuousficke tny Lords 
Sodainely taken,and hath fent poft haftc. 

To intreate your Maieftie to vifithim. 

King. Where lies lie? 

Bufli. AtElyhoufe. 

King. Now put it (God)into the Phifitions mind, 
To helpc hitn to bis graiie lmmediarly: 

The lining of his coffers lhall make coates 
Todeckc oyr Souldiours for theft Irifh wars: 

Come Gentlenien,iet$ all go vifithim. 

Pray God we may makehaftc and come too late, 

\ Ameiv — — * ' £**&#+ - ' ‘ 

ft.* ii'ilifUlMr . I - 



King Richard the fecond, 






inter Iohn of gaunt fcke, with the Duke of Tor kg, &c. 
gaunt. Wri the king come that I may breathe my laft. 
In holfome counfel to his vnftaied youth? 

Torke. Vex not your felf, nor ftriue not with vour breath 
For al in vaine comes counfel to his care. 

gaunt . Oh but they fay,the tongues of dying men. 
Inforce attention like deepe harmonic: 

Where words are fcarce,they are feidome (pent in vaine. 
For they breathe truth that breathe their words in paine: 
He that no more muft lay,is liftenedmore 
Than they whom youth and eaft haue taught to glofe. 
More are mens ends niarkt then their hues before: 

The fcttingSunne,andMufike atthe glofe. 

As the laft tafte of fwCeterisfweeteft laft, 

W rit, in remembrance more then things long pa ft. 
Though Richard my liues counfel would not heare. 

My deaths fad tale may yet vndcafc his eare. 

Torke. No, it is ftopc with other flattering founds. 

As praifts of whole ftate the wile are found 
Lalciuious Meetersjto whofc venom found 
The open eare of youth doth alwaies liften. 

Report offa (Lions in proude Italic, 

W hole manners fti I our tardie apilh nation 
Limps alter in bafe immitation: 



Where doth the world thruftfoortha vanitiff, 

So it be new there’s no relpeft how vile. 

That is not quickly buzd into his cares? 

Then al too late comes CounftI to bee heard. 

Where wil doth routinie with wits regard:. 

Dire ft not him whole way himfelfe wilchoofe, 

Tis breath thou lackffand that breach wilt thou loofe. 

Gaunt. Me thinks lama prophet dew in fpirde, 

And thus expiringdo foretelof him. 

His ralh fierce blaze ofiiot cannot lalt: 

For violent fires foone burne out themfelues, 
oroal (houres laft long,but fodaine ftorraes are fhort: 

Ht tires betimes thatlpurs too fall betimes, \. • 
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With eager feeding foodc doth choke the feeder, 

Li ght Vani ti e,i nfatiatc cormorant, 

Confuming meanes (bone prayes vpon it fclfc: 

This royal l tin one of Kings, this Sceptred lie. 

This earth of MaieftiCjthisfeaccofMars, 

This other Etien,demy Paradfcc, 

This fortrefle built by Nature for her fclfe, 

Againft infeftion and the hand of War, 

This happie breede of men, this little world. 

This precious done fettc in the filuer fea. 

Which ferucs it in the office of a wall. 

Or as moate defenfiue to a houfe, 

Againft the enuie of lelTe happier lands. 

T his btefled plotte,this earth, this Reahne.thts England, 
This nurfc,this teeming wombe of royal 1 kings, 

Feard by their brecde,and famous by their birth, . 

Renowned in therdeedes as far from home, ... - -jc •. 
For chriftian fcruicc and true chiualrie. 

As is the fepulchre in ftubburne le wry. 

Of the worlds ranfome,b i efled Mari es fonne: 

This land offuch deere foules.this dcare deare land. 
Dearc for her reputation through the world. 

Is now leafde our,I die pronouncing it. 

Like to a tencmentor peltiHg Farme. 

England bound in with the triumphant fea, 

Whofe rockie fhoare beatesbacke the enuious fiege 
Of watry Neptune, is now bound in with fhame. 

With inkie blottcs, and rotten paichment bonds. 

That England that was wont to c'onquere others. 

Hath made a Qiamefull conquefi of it felfe: 

Ah would the fcandall vaniih with nsy life. 

How happie then were my enfaing death? 

Torke The King is comc,deal c mildly with. his youth. 
For yong hot colts being ragde,do rage the more. * 



Enter the King And £)ftee»e,&c. , 

Queeue How fares our noble vncle Lancafter? 

Km. What comfort imnihow ift with aged Gaunt? 

*. ' ‘ Gaud 
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r- KittgRichardthefeconi, 

tyunt 0 how that name befits my compoAtion, 
Old Gaunt indeede,and gaunt in being old. 

Within me Griefc hath kept a tedious faff. 

And who abflaines frommeate that is not gaunt? 
ForfleepingEngland longtimchauc I watcht. 
Watching breedeslcannefle.leanneffe is all gaunt: 
The pleafure that fome fathers feede vpon, 

Isay ftrift fa ft, I mcanemy childrens lookes. 

And therein faftinghaft thou made me gaunt. • 

Gaunt am I for the grauc,gaunt as a graue, 

Whofe hollow wombe inheritesnaught but bones. 
King. Can fick men play Co nicely with their names? 
Gaunt No miferie makes fport to mockc it felfe, 
Since thou doft feeke to kill my name in roe, 

0 mockc my name (great King) to flatter thee. 

Ktng Should dying men flatter thofc that h ue? 
9. aunt No,no,men liuing flatter thofethatdie. 

<? Thou now a dying fayft thou flattereft me. 
9 amt Oh no, thou dieft though I the Acker bee. 
Ktng lam in health, I brcathe,I fee thee ill, 

Gaunt Now he that made me knowes 1 foe thee ill, 
III m my felfe to fee,and in thee, feeing ill. 

Thy death-bed isnoleflerthen the land. 
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thy annoynted body to the cure 
Of thofe Phi Ations that flrft wounded thee, 
Athoufand flatterers At within thy Crovvne, 
Whofe cempalfe is no bigger then thy head. 
And yet inraged in fb fma'l a verge. 

The waftc is no whit letter then thy land: 

Uh had thy GrandAre with a Prophets eye, 
oeenehow his fonnes fonne fhould deftroy hi 
from forth thy reach he would haue lavdeth, 
IJrpoflng thee before thou wert poffeft, J 

Wvr7 0ffcft " owtodc Po fe thy felfe: 
WCft ' hot ! w«w*ofthe world, 

“ werc a to let this land by icafct * 
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Oh Richard : Yorkc is too far g*nc with griefc. 

Or cifc he neucr would compare betwccne. 

King Why Vnckle whats the matter? 

Torkc Oh my leige, pardon me if you pleafe, 

Ifnot ipleafdnottobe pardoncd.ani content withal, 
Seekeyou to feazc and gripe into your hands 
The roialties andrightes of baniint Hereford: 

Is not Gaunt dead? and doth not Herford hue? 
"Wasjnot Gaunt iiifl? and is not Harry true? 

Did not the one deferue to haue an hcyre? 

Is not his heire a wei deferring fonne? 

Take Hercfords rights away, and take from time 
His charters and his coftotnatie rights; 

Let not to morrow then cnfuc to daie: 

Be not thy felfc. For how art thou a King 
But by fairc fequence and fucccfsion ? 

Now afore God, God forbid I fay true, [, 

If you do wrongfully feazc Hcrfords right. 

Cal in the letters patterns that he hath 
By his atournies general to fuc 
Hisliuery, and deny his offered homage. 

You pluck a rhoufand dangers onyour head, , 

You lofe a thoufand vvcildifnofed hearts, 

And prick my tender patience to thofe thoughts 
Which honour andaleageance cannot tliirkc. 

King Thin Ice what you wil,vve ceazc into our hands 
His piste, his goods, his inpny anti his la»ds, 

Torkc lie ho: be by the while, my liege farcwel, 
Wbat-vvil lrifue hercofthcr’s none cm tel: 

But by bad courfesmav be vnderftood 

That their euents can neuer fall out good. 

King Go BuflVie to the Emle of Wiltflrire ftraight; 
Bid him repaire to vsto Elrhoufe, 

To fee this bufincs : to morrow next 
We wil forIreland,and tis lime I trow. 

And we create in abfenceofour fclfe. 

Our Vnckle Yorke Lord gouernour of Englandj 
For he is iuft and alwayes lowed vs well : 



Exit, 
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Ki??g Rich.tr d thefecovi. 

Come on our Quecne, to morrow rauft wee part. 

Be merry, for our time of flay is ihort. 

Exeunt King and Quecne : Manet North 
North. Well Lords, the Duke of Lancafter is dead. 

Roffe And liuing too for now his forme is Duke. 

Will. Barely in title not in reuenewes. 

. North. Richly in both if mft ice had her right. 

Rojfe My heart is great, but it muft break with lilcnce, 

Ert be difburdened with a liberal ton^ne. 

North. Nay fpeak thy tnind,& let him nere fpeake more 
That focakes tby words againe to do thee hanne, (ford? 
Will. Tends that thou wouldll fpeak t o the D. of Hcr- 

If it be fb»out with it boldly man, 

Quicke is mine eare to hearc of good towards him. 

Rojfe No good at all that lean doe for him. 

Vnlclfe you call it good to pittic him. 

Bereft and gelded of his patrimony. 

North. Now afore God tis fhamefuch wrongs arc borne. 
In him a royal! Piince,andminy mo 
Ofnoblc b'loud in this declining land. 

The king is not himfelfc, but bafeiy led 
By flatterers, and what they will informe, 

Meerelv i n h ate againft any of vs all. 

That will the King feuerely profccute, 

Againft vsour hues, our children, and our heire?. 

Rojfe The commons hath hee pild with grieuous taxes. 
And quite loft their hcarts.The nobles hath he find 
For auncent quarrels, and quite loft their hearts. 

jVtho, And daily new ©xaftions arc deuifde. 

As blankcs,beneuolcnces,and I wot not what. 

But what a Gods name doth become of this? 

Wills. Wars hath hot wafted it, for warrdc he hath nor. 
But bafeiy yeelded vpon compromife. 

That which his noble aunceftors atchiude with blovvcs, 
More hath he Ipentin peace then they in wars. 

Rojfe The Earle of W lltflure hath the Realmc in farmc. 
Willo, The King groyvnebankerout like a broken man. 

D 1 North, 
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North. Reproach and diftolution hangetltquer W m - 
Rofre He hath not money, for thefc Irirti wars. ' 
His, burtiienous taxations notwithftandm^, 

But by the robbing of the banifht Duke. 

North. His noble kinfinan moll: degenerate Kin 1 *' 

But Lords, we heare thisfearcfuj tempcft fi n °-. 

Yet fecke no /belter to auoyd the ftorme, °* 

Wee fee the winde fitte fore vpon our failes* 

And yet wee ftrike not,but fecurely peri/L. 

%ojfe We fee the veric wrackc that we muft fufFer, 

And vnauoydcd is the danger now, 1 

For buffering fb the caufes of our wracke. 

North. Not fo, eucn through th e hollow eyes of death, 

1 efpie life peering,butl dare not fay. 

How nearcthe tydings of our comfort is. 

Wil. Nay let vs Hi are thy thoughts as thou doft ours. 
%ojfe Be confident to fpeake Northumberland, 

Wee three are but thy fclfe.and fpeaking fo, 

Thy wordsarc but as choughts,therefore be bold. 

North. Then thus, I haue from le Port Blan 
A Bay in Brittanie receiu.de in telligcncci 
That Harry duke of H^rd,Rainold L.Cobhatn, 

That late broke from the Duke of Exeter 
His brother Archbilhop late of Canterbury, 

Sir Thomas Erpingham,fif IohnRarafton, 

Sir Iohn Nk rbery,fir Robert v*Vaterton,& Francis Coincs, 
All thefe well tunnlhcd by the DukeofBrittaine 
With eight tall ihippes/hree thoufandmen of war. 

Are making hither with all due expedience. 

And Shortly meane to touch our Noithernc fhcre. 
Perhaps they had ere this, but that they flay 
Thefirft departing ofchcKing for Ireland, 

If thenwee fhajl fliake off oui countries llaui ill yoke, 
Impe out ourdrowping countries broken wii>g, 

Redeemc from broking Pawne the bleruiflit Crowne, 
Wipeoffthe dull that hides our feepters guilt, 

And make high Maicflie looke like it.felfe. 

Away with me in pofi to Rauenfpurgh: 

But 
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King RjcbffdtWfaond. 

Butifyou^R^sfearing todoeTv-' 

S'avtnd be fccr ; eitjan,d my felfe vt'dl go. ■ • 

Me To horfe.to horfe, vrge doubtstothem that feare. 

mile. Hold out my horfc,and X will fir ft be therev 

Exeunt. 

Enter the Queene,iBujhiet,antl c B'&got.\ 

Bujh. Madam,your maieftte is too much fadde. 

You promift when you parted with the king, 

Tolayafide life harming heauinefle, 

Andentertaine.a cheerefull difpofition. 

gueene. To pleafe the ICing I did, to pleafc my (elte 
I cannot doo it, yet 1 know no caufe . . • 

Why I fhould welcome fuch a gueft as Griefe, 

Saue bidding farewell to fo fwee tc a gueft, 

As my fweete Richard : yet againe me thinkes 
Some ynborne forrowripe inf ortuneS wombe* 

Is commingtowards meand my inwardfoule a ^ 

With nothmg trembles, at- fonie thing i t’ grieues, V ; 

More then with parting from my Lord the King* 

‘Bujb. Each fubftance of a griefe hath tweritie ihado WCS;> 
Which flhewes like griefe itfcife,but isnotfo: 

For Sorrow es eyes glazed with blinding teares* 

Diuidcs one thing entire to many obie<ft*> [ 

Like perfpeftiues^whtch rightlygazde vpon. 

Shew nothing but confu(ion,eyt}e awry> 

Difhnguifh forme: foyour fvweete maieftie. 

Looking awryvpon your Lords departure. 

Find fh.apes of griefe more then himfclfe to wail% 

Which lookt on as it is, is naught but fhadowes 
Ofwhatit is nor,, then thrice (gracious Queene) 

More then your lords departure weep not,more is not fce»; 
Or if it be,tis with falfe forrowes eyes. 

Which for things true^weepes things imaginable. 

Sheene. It may be fo,but yet myinward foutc 
Perfwades me it is otherwife : how ere it be, 

Icannotbutbe fad:foheauiefad, 

As though on thinking on no thought I thinke. 

Makes me with heauie nothing faint and.fhrinkc* 

D 3 
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Bujbie Tis nothing but conceit (my gracious Ladie.) 
gueene. Tis nothing leffc.conceit is i all denude 
From fome forefather Griefe, mine is not Co, 

For nothing hath begot nay fomcthing griefe. 

Or fomcthing hath the nothing that I grieue, 

Tis inreuerfion that I do pofleflc. 

But what it is, that is not yet knowne, what 
I cannot namc,tis : namelelTe woe I wot. 

qreene God faueyour roaieftie.and wel met Gentlemen, 

1 hope the King is not yet fhipt for Ireland. 

Stacene Why hoped thou fo-tis better hope he is. 

For his defignes craue hade, his hade good hope: 

Then wherefore dod thou hope he is not fhipt? 

Greene That he our hope might haue re tirdc his power, 
And driuen into defpairc an enemies hope. 

Who drongly hath Cette footing in this land, 

Thebanifht culiingbrooke repcales himfelfe. 

And with vplifted armes is fafe ariude at RaucnfpurghT 
Queene. Now God in heauen forbid* 

Cjreene Ah Madam tis too true,and that is worfc: 

The Lord Northumbcrlandjhis yong fbnne H. Pcrcie, 
TheLordsofRofle,Beauenond,and Willoughby, 
VVithalltheir powerfull friends arc fled to him. 

'Bujbie Why haue you not proclaimd Northumberland 
And the red of the reuoltcd fadion,traitours? 

Greene We haue, whereupon the carle of Worccdcr 
Hath broke hisftaffe,refigndhis Stcwardfhip, 

And al diehoufho d feruats fled with him to Bullingbrook 
gueene So Greene,thou art the midwife of my woe. 
And Bulhngbrooke,my forrowesdilmall heire, 

Now hath ray foulc brought forth her prodigie. 

And la gafping newdeliuerd mother, 

Haue woe towoe, forrow to lorrow ioynd. 

Bujbie DifpairenotJvladam. 

Queene Whofhall hinderine? 

I will ddpairc and be at enmity. 

With coufcning Hope', he is a flatterer, 

A parafltc,a keeper backc of death, - 



King Richard the feeend. 

Who gently would diflolue the bahds of life, 

VVbich falfc Hope lingers iriextremme. 

Greene Here comes the Duke of Yorke, 

Queene. Withfignes of war about his aged neclte. 

Oh full of careful bufineffe are his lookcs, 

Vnclc for Gods fake fpeake comfortable words. 

Yorke Should I do fo,l thould bely my thoughts. 
Comfort’s in hcauen,and wee are on the earth, 

Where nothing hues but erodes, care, and griefe. 

Your husband he is gone to faue far off, 

VVhild others come to make him Ioofe at homcj 
Here am I left to ynderprop his lands L, i j 
W ho weakc with age cannot fupport my fclfe. 

Now comes the ficke houre that his lurfet made. 

Now fhall hce trie his friends that flatten! him. 

Seruingman My Lord, your fonne wasgonc before I came. 
Yorke He was, why fo go all which, way it will: 

The nbbles they are fled,thc commons they are cold. 

And will(I feare)rcuo;t on Hereford* fide.. 

Sirra,gct thee to Plaffne to my filler Gloccfter,. 

Bid her fend mee prefently athoufand pound. 

Hold take my ring;. . , ■ ; ! 

Seruingman- My Lord.I had forgot to telyourLordffup, 
To dav I came by and called there, 

Burl fiiall grieue you tojcport the, reft, 

Yorke Whnt iff knaue? 

Seruingman A n hoijUjc before I came the Ducheflc died, 
Yorke God (or his.rrw iciehvhat a tide of woes 
Comesrufhing bn this wofuil land at once? .. ;f 

I knovvnot what to do : I would to Q$d 
(So my vntruth had not prouokt him it) 

The King had cutte off my head with my brothers, 

W hat are there two pofts difpatcHt for Ireland? 

How fliall we do for money for thefe wars? 

Come fift?r ?i cpofin I would fay, pray pardon mce, 

Go fellow get thee home, prouidc fome Carts, 

And bring away the armour that is there. 

Gentlemen, will you go naufter mea? 

" if 



— — 







WILLIAM SHAKESPEARE Richard II (STC 22308) LONDON, 1598 THE BODLEIAN LIBRARY (Arch. G d.45[4]) OctaVO 

















9 



h 



'rmiTdgcaKof — ^ 

If I know how or which way to order theft affaires 
Thus diforderly thiuft into my hands, 

Neuerbeleeuemc: both are mykinfmen, 

T one is my fomeraigne 5 whotn both my oath 
And dutic bids dcfcftd^bther againe 
Is my kinfman, whom the King hath wr-ongd, 
Whot^o^ieftt^ar.d’my^kiiidrcd^bids to right/ 

Wehfome what Wee mu’ftdoo rcoineCoofin 



lie difpofc of you: Gentlemcn,go mufler vp your men, 
And meete me prefentfy at Barkiy: 

1 fhould ro Pla/hie too,biic time wiU notpermitf 
All is vneuemand cuerie things is left atfele ahJ featien. 

r. ‘ • Ekeprit Diike *^rfanJBiiJh.Green* 
Bajh. Tire wi nd fits faire for newes to go for Ireland, 
Bti?none retui nes. For vs toleuiepower 
Proportionable to the encmieis all vnpofsible. 

(jreene Befidesoqr'ftcercncfle totheKingm lotfe. 

Is neare the hate oftteft loue not the King. 

Bag. And that is the waueritig commons, for their loue 
Lies in their purfes>and who fo empties them. 

By fo much nlles their hearts with deadly hate. 

Bupj. Wherein the King fiands generally conde’mnch 
Bag. If lodgement lie in the m,t hen fo do wee, 
Becauft we euer haue beene neerc the King. 

Greene Well I will for refuge if raigh t to Brift.Caftle, 
The Earle of Wiltshire is.already there. 

Bttfb. Thither will I wifh*you ? fdf little office 
Will the hateful! cditrmqn^p^ vi> 

Except like curs to tcare vsldli in pieces* ° 

Wil you go along wlfhws? ' ' 

Bag . No,I wil toIrJHhd tohis Maieftie: 

Farewel if hearts ptefages bee not vamei 
We three here part thariftr e fharl meete againe. 

Btifb. Thatsas Yorke thriuesto heat backljdflingbrook. 
Gree. Alas poore Duke,the taske he vndet takes. 

Is numbring fands, and drinking Oceans dry, 

Where one on his fide fightsathoufands will flic, 
Farewell at once, for ottte'foPais^d'euerr 

JuL 
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King Richard thejeemd. 

’’Bufaie Well, we may meete againe. 

•Sac. I feare me neuer. 

Enter Hereford ^Northumberland. 

Bull. How Far is it my Lord to Barckly now? 

North. Bclceue mec noble Lord, 

I am a ftraunger in Gloeefterfhire, 

Tkfe high wild hils and rough vneuen wayes. 

Drawes outourmiles,and makes them wearifomc. 

And yet your faire difeourfe hath beenc as fugar, 

Making the hard way fweetc and dele&abtc* 

But 1 bethinlce me what a weary way, 
from Raucnfpurgh to Cotftiall wil be foundj 
In Rode and Willoughby wanting your companic. 

Which I proteft hath vcric much beguild w 

The tedioufnefle and prdccflc ofray trauaile.* ■ < ® s 
Buttheirs is fweetened with the hopctohauc 
The prefent benefit that I poflefle. 

And hope to ioiyiis little lefle in ioy. 

Then hope inioyed : by this the weary Lords 
Shall make their way fecme diOrti lsmirie "hath done, 

By fight of what I haue, your noble compafiie. 

"Bull. Ofmuch lefle value is my companic. 

Then your good words.But who comes herci 
Enter Hurry Perfi. 

North. It is my fonne yong Harry l J <erfy, 

Sent from my Brother Worccftcr wheiiceloeuer. 

Harry how fares your Vnckle? (of you. 

H.Ter. I had thought my Lord to haue learned his health 
North. WhyishcnotwiththeQueenc? 

H.Per. No my good Lord,be Hath forfookc the Court, 
Broken his ftaflfe ofoffice,and difperft 
The houfhold ofthe King. i!- i -i 

North. What was his reafonf he was not lo refolude 
When laft we fpake togither. 

HPer. Becaufe your Lordfhip was proclaimed traitour, . 
Biit lie my Lord is gone to Rauenfpurgh, 

To offer feruice to the Duke of Hereford, 

And font meouerby BarcklytbdifcOiier, 




What power the Duka of Yorke had leUfcd there, 

T hcr> with directions to rcpaire to Rauenfpurgh; 

North. Haue you forgot tire Duke sf Hereford's boy? 

H. Per. No my good Lo: for that is not fbrgot, 

Which nere I did remember, tomy knowledge 
1 neuer in my life did looke on Himv J nm: s ■ 

North. T hen learnc to know him now 3 this is the Duke* 
H.'Ter. My gracious Lo: I tender you my feruice* 

Such as it is, bcing tcndci, raw, and young, ' 

W hich elder daiesfhal i ipen and confirme 
Tomorc approuedferuieeand defert. ' or. 1 . - -imsl . . . 

Bull. Ithankc thee gemid'Perfy,ar.dbeftire;- 1 
1 count my ftlfc in nothing elfcfo happy, 

As in a foule retnembring my good friends, ° • 

And as my fortune ripens with thy loue, Jtiuuo* joi 
I tfhalbeflil tbytrucfoucsirecompence, vr-t ' 

My heart this couenant makfcs, rnyhand thus ftalesit. 
North. How for is it to&uktyvdnd wharf! u r i \ 

Keeper good oldcYjprkc.there with hits then ofwar? 

HB.tr.a iT-here fcaiicls.thE:Gitftlc by yon tuft of tree*, 
Mand with 3<30»mco-asfc'I:'baue heard, : ^ ' ' 1 

And in it are (he Lords of YotkcsBaikly and Scymor, ■- 
None elfe of natoe.and noble eflimatc. 1 > tu 

Nort. Here comc.^lre-lotdjoffiiofle and VVilloughby, 
Bloudy with fpurryjigjhcryred with haftc. ^ 

Bull. Wejoefoemy holds, LfwW your loUcptirfues, r 
A<<bjrt»fht traitour : a! my tresfury u, * . . 

1$ yctibut; ygfolj tfranks.-which more rmicht, 

’Shalbe your loue^44bo»rs recompcnce. 

Jfajfe , ;Y r p i e fos ce ^ftkes Vs rich, raoft noble Lord. 
Wil. Andfarformoiani souf labour to attaine it. 

Bui. Euermore th mice's the exchequer of the poorer 
Whi^krjll^ydpftnt fortune c©mes to ycarcs. v _ <t 

.Stands for niy bounty : but who comes here? 

North. It is my Lord of Larkly asl gueife; . 

Barkly MyLord of Hereford my meilageisto you- 

Bui. MyLord,my anfwerejsto Lancafter, 

And I am come to teckc that name in England, . - . • 



.fiTf/sg R kh&rd thefec and. 

And I mufl finde that titfoin your tongue. 

Before I make reply to aught you fay. 

Bar. Mi flake me not my Lord, tis not my meaning. 

To race one titfe of your houour out: 

To you my Lo. I conic, what Lo: you will, - 'l a wnA 
From the nioftghorious of this land ^ 

The Duke ofYorke : to know what prickcs you on, 

l o take aduantnge of dieabfent time, 

And fright our nature peace with fclfebomearmcs? 

Bui. I fhal not need tranfport my words bv yoiv 
Here comes his graceiri psrfon: my noble V nckle, 

Torhe Shew me thy humble heatf. atid not thy knee. 
Whole duetic }s dcceiuesblcarid falfcu • ’ X 

"Bull. My gracious Vhckle. 

Ter. Tut tut, grace graccmor vn&te me no-vndkle, 

I am no traitors Vnckje, andthatword Grace 
In anvngratious mouth, is but prophanc: 

Why haue thcjfe.baiiifot'andfbrbidden legs.-*- * • -• • "• 

Darde once to touch a duflofEnglands ground? I ••*) »n * - , i ■ f 
But more than wby?why haue they darde toroarch 
So many miles vpon her peaeefull Bofomc, 

Friting her pale rac t.villadge* with war. 

And of}cntation.ofdefpi(ed armes? 

Comfl tho u becaiifofjic annointed king is hence? - ; A 

Why fooliiTiboythelvihg tslcft behinde. 

And in roy loial bofome lie&his power. 

Were Ibut now Lord of fuchhotyouth, \ . - r 

As when brauc Qa unt thyiathcr and my felfe, ’ : - * . 

Rcfcuccbthe hiseke prince ,chat>young Mareof men. 

From forththc ranches ofcmany thoufands French, 

O then how quickly fbouldthis arme of mine 
Nowprifoner tothePalficchaftifcthce* ♦ • 

Andminifter corrc&ion tothy faultl 
Bull. My gratia^* ^nckle let me know myifrult* 211 3 v . 

On what condition Rands it, and wherein? 

Torke Euen in condition of the wbrft degree* 

In grofle rebellion and detcUcdtrcafbn, ' > * > J 

E* Bcfortf 
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TheTragedteif ~ 

Before the expiration of tfey time, fit! 

In brauing armes againft my foueraigne, r. 

Bui. As I was baiiifht,I wasbanifht Hereford, 

>ut as I come,! come for Lancafter, 



it 0 1 

( u "; 
1105 



But 

And noble V nckle, I befeech your Grace, l ^ 

Looke on my wrongs witfian indifferent eye: 

You are my father,for me thinks in you 
I fee old Gaunt aliue.Oh then father, 

Wil ycu permit thatl ftial ftand condemnd 
A wandering vagabond, rnyrightsandiroyaleies 
Piuckt from myaruies pcrforce.afid giuenaway 
To vpflart vnthiiftj?whereforc was f borne? 

If that my Coofin King be King of England, 

3t muff begraunted I am DukoafTancafter: 

You haue; ft forme, Aumerlc,mj^noble Coofin, 

Had you firfl: djcd,and he becne thus- trod cfowne. 

He mould haue found hisrnckle Gaunt afather, 

Torowze his wrongs, and chafe them to the Bay. 

1 am denied to, foe my liueric here. 

And yet my letters pattents giue me Icaue. 

My fathers goods. ate all difiiatftd and fold. 

And thefe,andal,areal ami^^eelnploycd<• 

"What wouidyou haue medo?Iam afubieft, * • ! '• • ' h«A 



:,1W 

V 1 



!il 



And I challenge lawjAttiimies 3fc deniidme. 

And therefore perfonally 1 lay my daime 
To my inheritance offixedefocmA - -- 
North. T he noble duke hath beene too much abufed. 




I haue had feeling of my Coofinswrongs, 
And labored a! 1 could to do him rigKr, : 

But in this kind,to come in brauing arnies 
Be his ownc!Q'atHer,and cutteiout hii Vi4yi 
To find outright with wrong, if may not be: 
And you that do abette him in this kind. 
ChenfhrebelIjon,andare tcbekaK 
North. ThcnobklDu^ehathTworiic^ 
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King Richard the feconi. 

But for his ownc,and for the right of that 
We a! haue ftrongly fworne to giue him ayder 
And let him ncuer fee toy that bieakes that oath, 

York* Wcl.welJ fee theiffiie of thefe armes, 

I cannot mend it I muft rttedes confeflc, 

Bccaufc my power is weake.andalill left** 

But if I could, by Inin that gauc me life, 

1 would attach yoii ab'and make you ftoope 
Vnto the foueraigne mercy of the King; 

But fince I caniiot.be it knovvnc to you, 

Idoieinaine as ncwter.fo-fare you well, 

Vnlefl e you pleafe to enter in the Caftle 
And there repofe you for this nighf. 

Bui An offer vncklc that wcwil accept. 

Bur wee muft winne your Grace to go With vs t • > : 't 

ToBriftowCaftle,which they fay is held 
By Bulhie,Bagot,and their complice J, 

The caterpillers of the common-wealth. 

Which 1 haue fworne to weede and plucke away. 

Torke It may be I will go with you,but yet lie pawfe. 

For I am loathito breake our Countries lawes. 

Nor friends,nor foes, to me welcome you a re. 

Things paft redrcfic,arc now with me part care. Exeunt 

«?5 !u. . ioov up?? ioriuftiii ni stain tuft 

Enter Earle of Suits bury ^tnd a Welch Captaine . . - [ 

Welch. My Lord of Salisbiirie we haue ftaied ten daies. 
And hardly kept our countreynicn togither, 

Aridyet we heare no tydings from the King, 

Therefore wee wil difperfe our fclues.farewell. 

Sulif. Stay yet another day thou truftie Wclchtnan> 

The King repofeth al his confidence in thee. 

W, elch. Tis thought theking is dead,we will not ftay. 

The bay trees in our countrey all arc witherd. 

And Meteors fright the fixed ftars of Heaueh, 

The pale-facdc moone lookes bloudie on the earth. 

And leane-lookt prophets whi f oer fcarcfol change, 

Rich men looke iadde,and ruffians dautfee and i0pe ? 

* heoac in fcarc toloofc vvhat they cnioy, 

^ **’ ~ T? _ QXg • ^ 




■' " W 7 • -.fe i nci ragcmcoj 

The -other toeniojbyrageand war. :• brv.nv.v ;-;r- -, ■ 

Thefe fignes forcrunnethe death of Kings, 

Farewcl, our countrymen are gone and fled. 

As wel allured Richard they r King is dead. 

Salt/. Ah Richard ! with eyes of hcauie mind, 

1 Ice thy glory like a (hooting flar. 

Fall to the bale earth fcom the firmament. 

Thy lunnc fets weeping, in the lowly weft, m-jsS 

Witnefimg ftotmes to come,woe,and ynteft, 
Thyfi-iendesarefled { to w.aitc vpoiuhyfpc.s, ijjiJ. 

And crofly to thy good al fortune goes. 

Enter 'Duke ofHereford. Torke, North umberltyd, 

Hujhie and Greene prifoners, 

Hull. Bring forth thefe men. 

Bufliie and Greene 1 wUl<ppt yefltc your fouies: , u 0 i o rti i ;<f 
Since prefently your fouies mull part your bodyes. 

With too much vrging vour pernitious Iiuef. .... 

For twere no charity; yet to waft* your blw<Ji: . 

From off my hands; here.ifl thc^)cvv i rbiri 7 

I willvpfold fotnc ca r ujfes t pf yoyrdcathi \ ■■ vr.u« jl 
You haue mifled a Pnncc,a royall King, 

A liappie Gentleman in blond and lineaments, 
Eyyauvnhappiedand di%ur ? d ejeane, uai&Y' ; 

You haue in manner with yout finful houres* 

Made a dmorcebctwixt his Quecne and him, 

Broke the poflefsion of a royall bed, 

And ftainde the bcautic of a fairc Queencs checked 
With tcarcs drawnefrom her cies with your foulc wrongs. 

My fclfc a Prince by fortune of my birth, 

Near e to the King in bloud,and ncarc vn loue,. 

Til they did make him mifinterpfet me, 

Flauc ftoopt my neckc vnder your iaiuries. 

And figh’t my Englilh breath in forren c#md«. 

Eating the bittcrbrcjidof bamfhmcnt. 

While youhauefed yponmy fegniorics, 

Difparkt ray parks, and felld my forreft woods. 

From my owne windowcyforne iuy houfiiold ; cpatC» 

Ract ©uttty ^ 
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King jR tchard the feconi', 

Sauemensoptnions.and tny liaing;b!oud. 

To Ihew the world I am a Gentleman, 

This and much more, much more then twice all this 
Condetrimyou to the death : fee them debacle douce 
To execution and the hand of death. 

Bujbie More welcome is the ftroke of death tome, 
Then Bullingbrooke to England,Lords farewell. 

(jrcene My comfort is,thatheauen wil take our foules. 
And plague iniufiice with the paines of hell. 

Bull. My Lord Northumberland fee them difpatchtr 
Vnckle you fty the JJuccnc is at your houfc. 

For Gods fake fairely let her be intreated, 

Tclhcr I fend to her my kind commends; 

Take fpeciall care my greetings be deliucred. 

Torke A gentleman of mine I haue difpatchr. 

With letters of your loue to her at large." 

1 'Bull , Thanks (gentle V nckle:)conie Lords away. 

To fight with Glendor and his complices, 

A while to worke,and after holiday. Exeunt . 



Enter the King, Aumerl e, Carle'tl,&c. 

King Barkloughly Gallic call you this at hand? 

A urn. Yeamy Lord,Howbrookcs your Grace the ayre. 
After your late tofsing on the breaking feas? 

King Ncedesmuftljike itwell,I weepefbfioy, 

Tolland vpon my Kmgdorae onceagatne, ‘ ' ; v.-td-bn/s 
Dearc earth I do falute thee with my hand. 

Though rebels wound thee with their hol ies hoofes; 

As a long pat ted mother with her chflfl, 

Playes fondly with her tearc$,and fmiles in meeting; 

So weeping, fmi hrig.grcete I thee my earth. 

And do thee fauour with my royaj hands; 

Feede not thy fouerasgnes foe, my gentle earth, - ' ‘ ^ 
Norwich thy fvveet^j comfort his rauenous fence. 

But let thy Spiders that fucke vp thy venome, 

And heauy- gated, toiades lie in their way. 

Doing annoyance tathctrecherous feetc, 

Which with v furping ftep* do trample thee; 

Yeelde 



Yeelde ftinging'nettles to mine enemies: 

And wh entity fromthy boiome pluck a flower. 

Guard it I pray thee with a lurking Adder 
W hofe double tongue may with a mortal touch, 

T hrow death vpon thy foucraignes enemies: 

Mock not my. fenceles conjuration Lords, 

This earth flial hauca feeling and thefe ftones 
Prooue armed fouldiers ere hcrnatiueKing, 

Shallfaultcr vndcr foulc rebellions armes.^ 

Carl. Fearc not my Lord, that power that made you kin* 
Hath power tokeepeyoukinginfpightofal, " ° 

The meanes that heauens yeeld muft b e imbrac't 
And not neglcftcd. Elfe heauen would, 

And we wil not,heauens offer, we refiife j • 

The profered meanes of fuccors and redrefle. 

Axm He meanes my Lot that we are too rcmiflc 
Whilft Bulhngbrooke through our fccuritie, 

Growcs ftrong and great in fubftance and in power. 

King DifcomfprtabU Coofen, knovvft thou not. 

That when the fearching eie of hcauen is hid 
Behind the globe that lights the lower world 
Then thecucs and robbers range abroad vnfeene. 

In murthers and in outrage bloudy here. 

But when from vndcr his tcrreftriall ball. 

He fires the proude tops of the eafternc pines. 

And darteshis light through cuery guilty hole 
Then murthers, treafons, and detefted finnes. 

The cloak of night being pluckt from off their backs, 
Stand bareand naked trembling atthemfelues? 

So when this thiefc,this ttakour Bulhngbrooke 
Who all this while hath rcueld in the night 
Whilft we were wandting with the Antipodes, 

Shall fee vsrifingin our throne the call 
His trcafoijs will fit blufhing in his face, ■ 

Not able to endure the fight of day, '•*' ' 

But felfe affrighted, trembled at his finne, 

Notal the water in the rough rude fea, 

Can wadi the balme off from anannointedKing, 







The 
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King Kkkardthefcconi, 

The breath of worldly men cannot depofc. 

The deputy elefted by the Lord, 

For euery man that Buljingbrooke hath preft. 

To lift Ihrcwd fteele againft our golden crown c, 

God for his R ic : hath in fieauenly pay, 

A glorious Angel: then if Angels fight, 

Weake men muft fal, for hcauen fti l gardes the right. 

Enter Salts b. 

King Welcome my Loi how far off lies yourpower? 
Saltf. Nor nere nor farther off ray gracious Lo. 

Than this weake artpc; Difcomfortc guides my cpngue. 
And bids me fpeake of nothing but Dcfpairc, 

One day too late I fearc tnc noble Lo: 

Hath clouded al thy happy daies on earth, 

O call backe yefterday,bid time returne, 

Aud thou fhalt hauc twcluc thoufand fighting men. 
Today, todav, vnhappie day, too late, 

Ouerthro wes thy ioyes frindes* fortune and thy ftate. 

For althe Wcllhmen hearing thou wertdead, 

• Are gone to BulIingbrooke,difperft and fled. 

Aum Comfort my liege, whylookesyourgraccfopalc. 

King But bow the bloud of 20000. men 
Did triumph in my face, and they are fled: 

And til fo much bloud thither come againe, 

Haue I not reafon to lookc pale and dead? 

All foules that wilbe fafe,flie from my fide. 

For time hath fet a blot vpon my pride. 

Atm Comfort my liege remember who you are* 

King I had forgot my felfe, am I not King* 

Awake thou coward, Maicfty thou fleepeft, 

L not the Kings name twenty thoufand names? 

Arme arme, my name a puny fubieft ftrikes 
At thy great gloric, lookc not to the ground, 

Ic fauoui ites of a King, are we not high? 

High be our thoughts , I know my Vnckle Yorke 
Hath power enough to feme our turnesbut who com* here? 

Scr - More health and happines betide 

F Then 



wi-l-l-l 







Then can my care tundc tongud dfcTiuer him. ' t 

King Mtnc care is open, and mvJrcarr'prepard, 

The worft; is worldly lolTcthoircanfl: vnfoid/ 

Say, is my Kingdoms lofl?why twas my care# 

And what loflc is it to be rid of care? 

Strines Bullingbrooke to be as great as wee# ' ■ 

Greater he dial not bc> if he ferur God, ^ 

Wcele ferue him too.and be his fellow (or 
Rcuolt our fubie&s, that we cannot mend,' 

They breake their fayth to God as wel as vs* 

Cry woc,deftruftion,ruine*and deedy. 

The worft is dcath,and death wil hauc his day. 

Scroo . Glad am I, that your highnefle'is fo armdc, 
Tobearethe tydings ofeahmicie, 

Like an vnfcafonablc ftormie day, 

Which makes the filuer Ri uers droWne their fhorcs. 

As if the world werealdifloludcto teares, 
Sohighabouehis limits fwels the rage 
Of Builingbrooke^couering your fearefull land 
With hard bright fteele, and hearts harder then ftcclc, 
,Whitc beards haue armd their thinne an^ haireleftc fealps 
Againft thy maieftic : and boyes with womens voyces 
Striuc to Ipc ikc bigge, and clap their feitialeioynts 
In fliflfc vnwildie armes againft thy Ci bwne. 

Thy very bead (men learnc to bend theyr bowes 3 1 
Of double fatatewe againft thy ftate. 

Yea diftaffe women mannage ruftie billes, 

Againflthy fcatc both yongand old rebels 
And al goes woife then l haue power to tell. 

Kwg Too weljtco wti thou telft a tale fb ilk 
Where is the Earle ofWiltfhire?wherc is Bagot? 

W hat is become of Bufhie?vvherc is Greene? * 

That they haue let the dangerous enemic 
jMcafure our confines with fuch peaceful fteps, 

Ifwe preuaile; their heades flial pay for it: 

I warrant they haue made peace with Bullingbrooke* 

* Scro. Peace haue they made with him indeed my Lord# 

King ,Qh viilaiccs. vipers, damnd without redempfi^j 

Vo*$ 
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Dogscafily woonne tofawnc on any man. 

Snakes in my heart bloud warrad.that fling my heart; 
Three Iudaflcs,each one thrice worfe then Iudas, 

Would they make peacc,terrible hell. 

Make war Vpon their fpotted foulcs for this. 

Sere. Sweeteloue I fee changing, his property 
Turnes to the fowreft and moft deadly hate, 

Againe vneurfe their foules,their peace is made 
With hcad,and not with hands, thofc whom you curie 
Haue felt the worft of deaths deftroying wound. 

And lie ful low grau'd in the hollow ground. 

Aum. Is Bu/hie,Grecne,and the Earle of Wikiliircdc 
Scro. Ye al of them at Briftow loft their headcs. 

Amt. Where is the Duke my father with his power} 

_Kmg No matter where,of comfort no man fpeakei 

Lets talke ofgraues,of Wbrmes,and Epitaphs. 

Make duft our paper, and with raioie eyes 
Write (orow ontheboforne of the earth. 

Lets choofo execu tors and talke of 
And yet not lb, for whatcan we bequeath, 

Saueourdepofcdbodics'tothegroundj .... . 

Our !ands,our hucs.andal are Rullingbrookes, 

Aud nothing can wccal our owne.but death. 

And that final! model of the barren earth, 

Which femes as paftc and couer to our bones. 
ForGo^fakelerte vs fit vpon the ground. 

And tel faddc florid ofthe death ofKin^s, 

How fome haue becne depofde.fome flame in war, 

home haunted by the ghofts they haue depofed, 

oomc poyfoned by their wiues,fome fleeping kild« 

A. tnurthercdjfbr within the hollow Crownc 
1 hat rounds the mortal templcsofa.King 

T* hi5 court ' and ^cre the antique fit*, 
hng his ftatc,and grinningat his pompe. 

Allowing him abreath,a little fccane, P 
InOmGnarchifc.be feard.and kil with Iookes, 

At , ^"awith felfe and vaiae conceit, 

^ Jfthisflcfo which wallcs about our life, 

F * Were 








t 



Were brafle impregnable : and humord th U*> 

Conies at the laft,and with a little pin, 

Boares through his Cattle walls»and faTewell King, 

Couer your heades.and mocke not flelh and bloud. 

With folcmne reuerencc throw away refpett, 
Tradidon,foi rne,ahd ceremonious dutie* 

For you haue but mittooke me al this while, 

I liue with bread like you, feele want, 

Tafte gricfe.neede fhendcs,fubieftcd thus. 

How can you fay to me I am a King? 

Car letl. My Lord.wiferocn ncrc fit and waile their wots 
But prefcntly prcuenc the wayes to waile. 

To reare the foe.finccfeare oppreffeth ftrength, 

Giues inyour weaken efle ftrength vntoyour foe. 

And fo your follies fight againtt your fclfe: 

Feare and bee fiaine.no vvorfe can come fo fight. 

And fight and dyc.is death deftroying death, 

Where fearing dying, paics death feruilc breath. 

Awn. My father hath a power, inquire of him, 
Andlearnc to make a body ofahmme. 

King Thouchidtt rnfeWelsprbirde Bullihgbrook.I conic 
T o change blowes with thee for our day of doome: 

This agew fitte offcare is ouerblownc. 

An cane taske it is to winne our owne. 

Say Scroope.whcre lies our Vnckle with his power? 
SpeakeOrcctdy man, although thy lookes be fewer, 

Scroope. Men iudge by the complexion oftheskie 
Theftateand inclination ofthc day. 

So may you by my dul and heauie eye: 

My tongue hath but a heauier tale to fay, 

1 play the torturer by final 1 and final). 

To lengthen out the worft that mutt be fpoken: 

Your Vnde Yorke is ioynd with Bullmgbrooke-, 

And all your Northerne Caftlesyeelded vp. 

And all your Southernc Gentlemen inarmej- 
Vponhis partie. 

King. Thou haft laid inoiigh: 

Be/hrcw th cc coolin which didft lcadc me foorth 
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a mg Ktcmrd the Jectmd. 

Ofthatfweete way Iwii intodifpairc, 

What fay you now?what comfort haue we noWc? 

By heauen lie hate him euerlaftingly. 

That bids me be of comfort any more: 

Go to Fhtff Caftle.there llc pine away, 

A King Woesfiauc fhal kingly Wo obey: 

That power I haue, difcharec;and let them goe 
Toearc the land that hath fame hope to grow. 

For I haue none,letno manfpeake againc 
To alter this, for cotinfel is but vainc. 

Aunt. MyLeige, one word. 
fyng He does me double wrong, 

That wounds me with the flatteries of his tong, 

Difcharge my followers, let them hence away, 

From Richards night, to Bfrflittgbrookcs fairc'day. 

Enter BuU,Torke, North. 

Bui. So that by this intelligence we icarne 
The Welchmen aredifperft,and Salisbury 
Is gone to mcetc the King, who lately landed 
With fome few priuatc friends vpon this coafh 
North. The newes is very faire and good my Lord, 
Richard not far from hence hath hid his head. 

When fuch a facred King fhould ' * « d 
North. Your GirSicc miftakes.ondy tfobcbrYcfi? 1 
Left I his title; out. * 

Torke The timehath bin.would y ou haue bin fo brieftf 
He would haue beenefo briefe to fhorten you, (with him, 
For taking fb the head,yqur whole headcs length. 
r BuR. Mifiakd fibt(Vncklc)further then you fhould. 
Yorke Take not (good Coofin) further then you fhould. 
Lead you laiftakc the heaueni are oucr our hcadr, 

'SA. I know it Vncle,and oppofe not my felfe 
Agamft thei r wit.But,who comes here? , . Enter Terete. 
welcome Harry: what, wilnorthis Cattle yeeld? 

A^Vc«“. k : !ropUymi " d ^ ^ 

r I a* 
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TbeTragedktf 

2 ?#/?. Royally, why it con tames no King. 

H.Per. Yesfary good Lord) 

It doth containe a king.King Richard lies 
Within the limits of yon lime and ftone. 

And with him the Lord Aumcrlc, Lord Salisbutie, 

Sir Stephen Scroope, befides a elergie man 
Of holy Reucrencfxwhol cannot learne. 

North. Oh be like it is the Bifhop of Carleih 
‘Bull. Noble Lords, 

Go to the rude ribbes ofthatituncicnt Caftle, „ .^j s t 

T hrough brazen trumpet Tend the breath of pavlec 
Into his ruindc eam,and thus. deliucr, 

H.fcull.on bpth his knees doth kiffe king Richards hand. 
And fends alleagcance and true Faith of heart 
Tohis moft royal perfon: b.^fir come 
Euenathisfecte to lay my armes and power; 

Prouidcd, that niy banifhraentrcpeald. 

And lands reftored againc be freely graunted. 

If not, He vfe the aduantage of my power. 

And lay the Cummers duf: with Ihowcrs of.bloud, 

Rainde from the woundes or fTaughtercd Engliihmcn, 
The which, how far oft" from the mind ofBuUingbrookc 

It i{,fuchctimCoji ( tepipeft fh^Vdb.edrench 

Tlicfrcfh greeny Richards hni, 
^yftoopin^ti^Vhdcrly fhall fhew: 

0 0 ffcirt fce f*. «puc%while here wee march . 

Uho» the gradie carpet of this plaine; 

TLetMiiarch without the noyfe of threatning drummer 
Thatfrom this Cattles tottered battlements, 

Ourfaire appoyntments may be wcl perufdc. 

Me thinks King Richard and my feife fhculd mectc 

With no leffe terror then the elements 

Offire and water when th eir thundering fmoke, 

At meetingtearcs the cloudiecheckesof heauen. 

Be he the firejlc be the ycelding water, 

The ragchc his,whilft onthe earth I raigne. 

My water's on the earth, and not on him , ^ 

March on, and markc hing Richard hovv he lookefc ^ 




WILLIAM SHAKESPEARE Richard II (STC 22308) LONDON, 









^ ? t 

Zhetfft tnpets'fpiind, Kichard appear etbmhe vails. 
Butt. Seefte.KrngRjyhard do^h'hitnfelfeappcare, 

Asdoth the blulhiing difconrenfed'Stthnd, 3 
From out the fieric port:;. I of the Etfft, ' 

When he pcrcejues the enuious doudes are bent 
To diuimehisgloric.and toftaine thctrackc 
Of his bright paflage to the Occident. 

Yorks Yet lookes he like a King, bbhbldc his eye, 

As bright as is the Eaglcs.lightens forth 
Controlling maieftie; alacke alacke forwob, 

That any harmc fhould ftairre fo fairtii flic vV. 5 [ } < 

King We arcamazdc, and thus long haue vve ftoode. 

To watch the feareful bendingofthy knee, 

Becaufc we thought our felfethy lawful King: 

And if wc be, liowc dare thy ioynts forget 
To pay their aweful duetic to our prefence? 

Ifvvebenot, fhew vs rhe Hand of God ‘ ( c 
That hath di ftiniff vs from our Stcwardfliip; 

For wel we know no handof bl.oud and bone 
Can gripe the (acred handle dfbufScepteft 1 ' 
VnlefTchcdoprophane, fteale,orvfurpe: 

And though you thinke that al as you haue done 21A 

Hauotorhe their foulcs, by turhing them frOra vs, 

And we arc barren and bereft of friends: ’ ' ' ■ ; 

Yetknow,my uiaifterGodomnipdtc'nti : : J - - A 
Ismuftcring in'his cloudes onour behalfe. 

Armies of peftifencc, and they (hall ftrike ‘ 

Your children yet vnbornei and vnbegof, rq?, 

Thadiftyour vaffaile hands againft my head. 

And threat the glorie offrlyprceious crownc. * v f 

Tell Bullingbrcoke, for yon me thinkes heftandcs. 

That tuery ftride he makes vpon my land, 

L dangerous treafon: he is come fo open 
The purple teftament of bleeding war t 
But crethecrownc he lookcsfor liue in peace, • / - 

i, et J moufand bloudy crownes of mothers fonnes * 
ohal ill become the flower of Englihds face, 

Change tbecbmflexion of her mai^-palc peace. 

To 
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Be rufht vpon.T hy thrife noble Coofin, 

Harry Bullingbrookc doth humbly kifle thy hand. 

And by the honourable tombe he fwcares. 

That ftands vpon your royal grandfires bones. 

And by the royalties of both your blouds ; ,, 

Current* that fpting from one tnoft gracious head. 

And by the buried hand ofwarlike Gaiint, 

Andby the worth and honor of himfclfc, 7. 

Cocnprifing al that may be fworne or fayd. 

His comming hither hath no further fcope. 

Then for hitlineall royalties,and to begge 
Infranchifcmcrit immediate on his knees, 

Which on thy royal partic graunted once, 
Hisglittcrimgarmeshee will commend to ruft, 

His barbed ftccds to ftablcs.and his heart 
To faithful feruice ofyour,Nlaiefty. 

This fweares nee, as hce isprioceftc iuft. 

And as I am aGcntlemanl credit him. 

King Northumberland/*/ thus the King returner, 

His noble Coofin is right welcome hither. 

And al the number of his f airc demaundes v n; ( 7 l 

Shal be accomplifht without contradnftion* 

With all the gracious vtterancc thou haft, 

Speake to his gentle hearing kindcommends. 

King We do dpbafe our fclucs Coofin, do we not? 

To leoke fo poorely tofpeaHc fbfaire? . , 1 . w \j -,t 
Shal we cal backc Northumberland and fend 

Defiance to the traitor and fo die, 

Aum. No good my Lord, lets fightwith gen tle words, 
Till time lend friends, and friends their helpful fwords, 
King Oh God*oh God that ere thjs tong of mine, 
That laidc the fentence efdread baniftiraent 
On yon proud manfhould take it offagaine. 

With wo?fls,of|%?th! Oh that I were as great, ^ 



T o fcarlet indignation and bedew. 

Her paftors grade with faithful Englifh bloud. 

North. The King of heauen forbidrour Lo.the king, 
Should fo with ciuill and vnciuil arme$ 7 • 
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The Trdgedieof 



As is my griefs or lefler than my name 1 
Or that 1 could forget what I haue beenel 

Or not remember what I muft be now! 

, Swellft thou (proud heart) He giue thee fcope to beafe, 

Since foes haue fcope to beate both thee and me. 

Anm. Northumberland comes back from Bui h ngbrooke* 
King What muft the King do now? muft he Inbuilt} 

The King ftial do it : muft he be dcpofde ? 

The king lhal be contented : muft h c loofe 
The name of a Ki ng ? a Gods name le t it go t 
He giue myicweU for a let ofBeadcs : 

My gorgeous pallas for a hermitage : 

My gay apparel for an almefmans gownct 
My figurde goblets for a difti of wood: 

My feepter for a Palmers walking ftaflfe : 

My fubieAs fora paire ofearued Saintes, 

And my large kingdomc for a litlc graue , 

A little little graue, an obfeure graue, 

Or lie be buried in the Kings hte way. 

Some way of common trade, where fubie&s feete 
May hourely trample on their foueraignes head; 

For on my heart they treade now whilft I liuc: 

And buried once, why not vpon my head? 

' Aume rle thou wcepft (my tender-hearted coofin) 

Weele make foulc weather with defpifed tearcs; 

Our fighs and they lhal lodcg the fummer corne. 

And make a dearth in this reuoldng land: 

Or Aral we play the wantons with cur woes, 

And make fonie prely match with (heading tcares. 

And jihus to drop them dill vpon one place. 

Til they haue fretted vs a paire of graues 
Within the earth, and there in laidejthere lies 
Twokinfmen digd their graues with weeping eies: 

Would not this ill do wel? wcl well I Tee, 

Italkebutidlely, and you laugh at me, 

'Moftraightie Prince my LordNotthumbcrland, 

What fares king'Bullingbrooke, wil his maieftie 
Giue Richard leauc to liue till Richard dye, 

G You 
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~ T iifi ngeme of - 

You make a leg and Bullingbrookcfaies t. ■ 

North. My Lord, in (he bafe court he doth attend, , 
To fpeakc with you, may it pleafe youtocome downe. - 
King. Downe, downe I conte, like glittering Phaeton: 
Wantmg thetmnage of vnrulie lades. 

In the bafe court, bafe court where Kings growe bafe, 

T o come at traitors calls, and do them grace. 

In the bafe court cotre downe s downe court, downe Kin®', 
For mghtowlcs fhreck where mounting larkcs fliould fin®, 
ij Ball. What laies his maieflie? 

P North. Sorrpwe andgnete ofharr. 

Makes him fpeake fondly like a fbuitike man s 
Yetheiscome, 

Bull. Stand al apart. 

And fhew faire duety to his Maieftic: ; ( he kneeles dome. 

My gracious Lord, 

King, faire coofen, you debafe your princely knee, 

T o make the bafe earth proud with killing it.- 
Me rather had my hart might fec!e yotirlouc, 

T lien my vnpleafed cic fee your curtcfle; 

Vpcoofen vp, your hartis vp I knowe. 

Thus high at lead, although your knee be lowe, 

,, Tull. My gracious Lord* I come but for mine owne. -» 
i I Your dwnc is yours, and l am yours and al. 

| Bull. So for be mine my moft redoubted Lord, 

As my true feruicc fhaJI deferue your lone. ' 

King. Wcl youdcfcruc.: they well defcuie to haue. 

That know the ftroog’ft ami fureft way to get, 

Vuclegiue me your handes,nay one your c?©', 

Tea res (lie w their loue, but want then* remedies* 

Coofen I am too young to be your Father, 

Though you are elcte.nongh to be heyre. 

What you vvilLh sue, he giue, and willing ro 3 
For doewe mufti whac force will baue vs doe: 

Set on towards London, Cofen is it fo? 

BuH. Yea my good Lord : 

King . Then I muft not fay no. 

J&ee, Wha t (port lliall we deuife here in this gardem 

10 
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■King Richard the jecend, 

Tt> driue away the heauie thought of care? 

Lady Madam week play at bowlcs. 

Queens T wil make ine thinke the world is full ofrubSj. 
And that my fortune runs againft the bias. 

Lady Madam week caunce. 

Quecne My legs can keepc no mealiire in delight. 
When my poorc heart no, meafure keepes in gnefe? 
Therefore no dauncing girlc,forae other fport. 

Lady Madam week tel tales, 

Quee. Of forrow or ofgricfe? 

Lady Of either Madame. 

Quee, Ofneither girlc. 

For it of ioy,be ing altogither wanting, 

It doth remember me themore of forrow. 

Or if of gricfcjbeihg altogither had. 

It addes more forrow to my want ofioy: 

For what I haue I neede not to repeate, 

And what I want it bontes not to complaine. 

Lady Madam ile fiiig, 

£>uf. Tiswell that thou hattcaufe, 

But thou fhouldft plcale mec better wouldft thou weepe. 
Lady I could weepe Madame, would it do you good. 
Que. And I could fing would weeping do me good. 

And ncucr borrow any teare of thee. Enter Gardiners. 

But Ray, here commcth the gardmers. 

Lets ftep into the fhadow of thefe trees. 

My wretchcdnefle vnto a row of pines. 

They wil talke of ftatc,for cueric one doth fo, 

Againft a change woe is fore-runne with woe. 

(yard. Go hind thou vp yon dangling Aphricocks, 
Which like vnruiie children make their fire 
Stoopewith opprefsion of their prodigall weight, 
Giuefomelupportancc to the bending twigs, 3 
Gothou,and like an executioner 
Cutoff the headcs of two faft growing fprayes, 

That looke too loftie in our common- wealth, 
nil mud be euen in our gouernement 
You thusimployd,I will gorooce away " 

G» The 
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i ne/ra grate aj . 

Thenoyfoms wcedcs that without profit facke 
The foilcs fertilitie from wholfome flower*. 

^ Mam. Why fhould wee in the corapaffc ofapak, 

Kecpe law andfoiTpe,anddue proportion, 

Shewing in amodle our firmc eftate, 

When our fca-walled garden, the whole land 
Is full, of wcedesjher faireft flowers choakf vp. 

Her fruit trees all vnprundc,her hedges ruind. 

Her knots difordered,and her holfome hearbes 
Swarming with Caterpiilcrs. 

Card. Hold thy peace. 

He that hath fuffcred thisdiforderedfpring. 

Hath now himfelfc met with the falof lcafc: 

Theweedes that hisbroadc fpreading leaues did&etor* 
Thatfccmdein eating him to hold hirmvp. 

Are plucktwp rooteandallby Bullingbrookc, 

Imeatic the Earle of Wi!tlhire,Bufhie,Grcene. 

Man. Wliat are they dead? 

(jard. They are. 

And Bullingbrooke hath ceafcfc the waflefull King* 

Oh what pittie it is that he hadnot fo trimdc 

Anddreft his land as wee this garden at time of yeare 
Do wound the baikc,theskinne ofourfiuit trees, 

Leif being ouer-proud with fappeandbloud. 

With too much riches it confound it felfe: 

Had he done fo logreatandgrowingmen. 

They might haue hude to beare,and he to tafte 
Their fruits of dutie: fupeifluous branches 
We lop aw ay ; that bearing bougbes may liuc: 

H^d he done fn, h i m felfe had borne the Crowne, 

Which vvaile of idle houreshath quite thrownedowne. 

Man. Whar,thinke you the king lhall be depofed? 

Qard. Depieif hers a!ready,anddepofde 
Tis doubt he will be.Lettcrskamc lad night 
To a dcare fri end of the good Duke of York* 

That tell black tydings.| # 

• fifteen Oh I am prelt to death through want of /peaking 
Thou old Adams hi :ne(Te let to drefle this garden. 

How* 



Kin*. Richard tffijectttd. 

How dares thy har/h rude tong found this vnpleafing news? 
What Eue? what ferpent hath foggefted thee. 

To make a fccond fal of cuffed man? 

Why dofl: thou fay king Richardisdepofdc? . 

Darft thou thou little better thing the near th 
Diuine his downefall?fay, where, when and how 
Camft thou by this il tidings?fpeakc thou wrcjtch. 

Card. Pardon me Madam, little ioyhaue I 
Tobreathethcfcnewes, yet what I fay is true.* 

King Richard he is in the mightie holds 
OfBullingbrooke : their fortunes both are weyde# i 

In your Lo. fcalc is nothing but himfelfc. 

And fome few vanities that make him light* *. 

But in the Ballance of great Bullingbrooke, 

Befides himfelfc, areal theEngli/h peerSs; 

And with thatoddes he weighes King Richard downet 
Port you to London.and you wil find it fc, 

1 fpeake no more then euery one doth know. 
gutenc Nimble Mifchance thatart fo light of footed 
Doth not thy embaffage belong to me, 

Andam Ilafl thatknovves it?Oh thou thinkeft 
To ferue me Iaff,that I may longcft kcepe 
T hy forrow in my breft : come Lad ics goe 
To mcete at London Londons king in wo. : 

What, was I borne to thistfiat my fadde looke. 

Should grace the triumph of great Bullingbrooke* 

Gardner for telling meethefenewes of woe, — 

Pray God the plants rhou graftft mayneacr,gr 
Gard. Poore Queen fo that thy llatc miHiT" 

1 would my skil wercfubie&to thycurfe; 0 
Here did /lie drop a tcarc,herc in this p’ice 
lie fet a banke of Rew fowre hearbe of t Vracv 
Rew euen for ruth here fhortly fhahbe fcene, 

In remembrance of a weeping J-pucenc. ) 

Bull. Call forth Baeot-y' 

fow Bagot, freely fpeake thy mind V - * a 

Q 3 0 **'**' 
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V ^ . 

TtaMoucJy office of his timclellc end. {, - 
Bagot 1 hen tot befOremy face the Lord Aumerle. 
BuL Coofin.ftand to errand ho ke vpon that man. 

Flagot My Lord Au.uerle,Ikik>w your daring tone 

Scornes to vnfay what once, it hath dcltucred, • 

in that dead time yvhen Glocefteis death was plotted 
Iheardyoy fay.^^n^^ of length, 

1 hat reachcth'frooithc; r.eftful| Engl till court 

As far as Callicc to pjine Vnckles head? 

Among ft much other talke tiiat very time 
■*-^ card >' ou you had ratheivrefetfe 

i he ofler of an hundred .thfiufhnd.Crovvnes, 
rhenBullingbrookes returyc to England.adding withal!. 
How blc ft this land would be in this your Coolins death. 

Aunt. 1 rinces andnobto; Lords* ■ 

What ayfwcrelhalll make to th.j bafe man? . 

Dhall I fo much di^onour my fairc ftars 
On equal! tcmjcsxqgme my chafliccment* 
hithcrj mu(t f pr hauc mine honour Coild 
With the attainder of his flaunderoushppes- 
There is my gagc 3 the manualfealc of death, 
s hat markes thee out for helhthou Iicft, 

And will maintains what thou hall laycfe is falfe. < 

In thy heait bloudjdaough bcing al tocvbafe 
To ftainc the teipper of my IcuighiijiiworcL*. 

Bull. Bagot,fo rb eare j t ho u fhalt not take it vp, 

Excepting oncyl would he were the bell 
malt £hisj> reXence rfjajtjhatji mooudeme fo. 

n lhz\ thy vaiure ftand on fimpathi e, . 
Aumerle,in gage to chine* 

J * TAaneSiinntthat ihewes me where thou ftandft, 

7 heard Hi tt f^auol v auntingly thou fpafcfl: it. 
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KHioit denieftit larentto nines, thou liefi* 

And I will turn tig feist’ to tnV4 lc ?fL 
Where] tiviS f®i£ed,Wi th my rapiers poynt. t 

(coward)hue L to lee the day. 
fV&ltaw by hyrpsW e,l would were this houre. 



Jam, 



EingRicharJ thefecond. 

'Am. FifJtwatersthouaridamhdtohelfortfijs.;,; :i f| 
L.Per. Aumericjthou lieftdiis honour is as Crutt •••; 5 , • 

Inthtsappca!e,asthouartall vniuft. 

And that ih gu art fo»there I throw my gage# 
Toprooueiton thee to the extreameft poynt 
Ofmortallbreathing.ceazeit.ifthoudarft# 

Jam. And if I do nor, may my hands rot 'off, 

And neuef.brandifti more reuengefull ftecle 
Ouer the glitceringlielniet ofmy foe. , r 

Another L\ take thcearth to the likc(forfworn Aumerle) 
And fpur thee on with ful as many lies, i- !' .Vu.j 
As it may be hollowed in thy trecherous care : .... * 

From linne to linne : there is;my honors pawne .) r , % ' 
Ingagc it to the trial! ifthou darft. 

Jam. Who fits me clfe? by heauenlle throw at all, 

I haue a thoufand fpirits in one breaft, 

Toanfwere twentiethoufand filch as yow. . . 

Stir. My Lord F]rzvvater,I do remember wel >• 
The very time Aumerle and you did talke. 

Fitz. Tis very true.you were in prefence then# 

A”d you can witnefle with me this is true. 

Sur. A s falfc by hcauen.as heaucn i t fclfe is true. 

-Fuz. Surrie thou lie fl> ;■ (fyvord, 

, Sur . Dtfhonorable boy, that lie fhal lie loheauy on my 
( . That it fhall render vengeance and reuenge, 

• Til thou the lie-giucr, and that lie do he 
Inearth as quiet as thy fathers fcull. ; 

Jnproofe w, hereof there is mine honours pawne* 

Jngage it to the tryal ifthou darft. 

Fitz. How fondly do ft thou fpura forward horfc. 

If I dare cafe,or drinke,or breatbe,or hue, 

Idarcmcetc Surry inawildernefle. 

And fpitte vpon him whilft I fay he lies. 

And lies, and lies: there is the bond offayth# 

, To tie thee to my ftrong corrcifhon.* 

As I intend to tbriuc in this new world, 

Aujncrle is gmltie of my true appeal e. 
celides,! heard the banilhed Norfolke lay# 

Thai 









The Tr Age ate o] 

That thou Aurnerle didft (end two of thy men, 

T o execute the noble Duke of Callice. 

Aum, Some honeft Chriftian truft me with a gaee, 
That NorfFolke lies, hcere do I throwe downe this, 

If he may be repeald to trie his honour. 

Bull, thefe differences flialal reft vnder gage» 

'Til NorfFolke be repeald, repeald he fhalbe. 

And though mine enemic, reftord againe 

To al his landes and figniories : when he is retnrnd, 

Againft Aurnerle we will inforcc his trial. 

Carl. That honourable day fhalneucr be feene. 

Many a time hath banifht NoifFolke fought. 

For Iefu Chrift in glorious Chriftian field. 

Streaming the enfigne of the Chriftian Crofle, 

Againft blacke Pagans, T urkes and Saracens, 

And toild with workes of war, rctird himfclfe 
To Italic, and there, at Venice gauc 
His bodie to a plcafant Countries earth, 

And his pure foule vnto his Captaine Chrift, 

Vnder whofe coulours he had fought fo long. 

Bull. Why B. is NorfFolke dead? 

Carl. As lure as I liuc my Lord. 

Bull. Sweet peace conduft his fwcet foule to the bofome 
Ofgood olde Abraham : Lords Appellants, 

Your differences fhal al reft vnder gage. 

Til weafsigne you to your dates oftrial. Enter York;. 

Y orke Great Duke of Lancafter I come to thee. 

From plume-pluckt Richard, who with willing foule. 
Adopts thee heire, and his high feepter yeefdes, 

To the poflefsion ofthy-royal hand: 

Afccnd his throne, defending now from him. 

And long liuc Henry fourth ©f that name. 

"Bull. In Gods name He afccnd the regall throne. 

Car. Mary God forbid. 

Worft in this royal prefence I may fpcake. 

Yet beft befeeming me to fpcake the truth. 

Would God any in this noble prefence. 

Were enough noble to be vpright iudge * . 



King Richard thefecond. 

Ofnoble Richard. Then true noblencfle would 
Learne him forbearance from fo foule a wrong, 

What fubicft can giuefentcnce on his King? 

Aitd who fits not here that is not Richards fubieft ? 
TI.ecues arc not iudgd buttheyare by to heare* 

Although apparant guilt be feenc in them. 

And Ilia!] the figure of Gods Maiefty, 

His Captaine, Reward, deputy, eleft, 

Annomted, crowned, planted many ycares 
Bciugdby fubieft and inferiour breath, 
Andhehirafclfenotprefent?Oh forfenditGod, 

That in a Chriftian climate foules refinde. 

Should Ihew fo heinous blackc obfcenc a deed, 

Ifpeaketo fubiefts.and afubieft fpeakes. 

Surd vp by God thus boldly for his King, 

My Lord of Hereford here whom you call King, 
bafoule traitour to proud Hcrefords King, 

And if you crowne him,let me prophefie, 
lhe bloud of Englifh lhall manure the ground, 

And future ages groanc for his foule aft. 

Peace lhall go fleepe with turkes and infidels. 

And in this feat or peace, tumultuous wars, 

Shal lun with kin, and kinde with kindc confound: 
Diforder, horror, feare, and mutiny, 

Shal heere inhabir,and this land be cald. 

The field of Golgot ha and dead mens fculs. 

Oh if you raife this houfe againft this houfc. 

It wil the wofulicft dmifion proue, $ 

Thateuerfel vpon this curlcdearth: 

Preuent it, refift it,and let it not be fb. 

Left child, childs children crie againfiyou wo. 

North. Wei haue you argued fir, and for your paiiics, 
Of Capital treafon, we arreft you here: 

My LordofWeflminfter,be it your chari 
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T o keepe him fafely til his day of triall. 

Bull. Let it be fb, and loe on wednefday next, 
N e folemnly prodaime our Coronation, 



»v c imemniy proclai 
Lords bereadyalh 



H 



viSAW# 

Exeunt* 

Abbot* 









EIH1 HI HJ Hi tile • I til r'Jc’Jt' hi r’JHiHItil dlHJHi H/^HJBJHEIHTr’J Hi c’Jr'Jr'Ic'JaWEI 




" ' 



Inter the 



M. You holy Clergy men, is there no plot, 

1 ° ruidc ttie reaime °f this pernitWtii blbfi 

Y f L ^ ef \ rafi ' cd y f P ea kc m ymb'd herein,' 
Y u fhnli not oriely take th^a era m e n i » 

i O buric mine intents, but alfo to efteft. 

What cuerl ihaU happen to dcuifc: 

I fee your brovves are fu! ofdifconrenr 
Your hart cffotrow.audyoiir cies of tea res ; 

Come home with mere foppeiy He lay a plot. 

Shall flievv v$aH a mcmttfayj - \ J • ‘ ? 

Sluee. This way*thc King vvil come thisis tfep , 
'i&erte Tolulius Gefars .11 erc^ed lo^er! ' C "T*' 

Sr h °? ^ nt b f 0ibn, f ’ *r COnffcm '>^ Lord,’ 

"****"• Js doomde a prifoner by proud Bull.ngbrooke, 

Heereiet vs reft, if this t fetej /ietis^sirih • " jjUv* 

Haue any*efti»g for her true Kings Queene. (ki&tie 

Butforf, but fee, or rather doe notice, • ']. W, 

My faire ilofe vvithcr,yet foohex’p, behoMe, 

i hat you in pittie may difoluctodeavy, " 

And waihhmi frcih againe with true feme tearc«. 

Ah thouthcmodle where aide Ti oydtd ftand 1 * 

Thou mappe of honour, thou K mg Richards wmbe,' ! ' 
And not King Richard : thou molt benteouvJnne, 

Why ihould h vd fagourd griefe be ktfgfcd «i thee, :0 
When triumph is Ofcome an afehoufe gucfl*’ 

Rich, loyne not with gnefe,faire woman, doe r.ot fo, 

1 o majeemy endtoofoddien, learncgood fouic, 1 ;l 

** finite ot?r-fotawr (late a happje dreafoe, - i: 

Fropn v\duchaw«nkt,thetineffcofwh , at^''e'ar : e 
Siie ws vs but this : l am iworne (biother-fWeei'l - : 

To grim ncceftitic, and heand I, . 

Will keepe a league til death. Hie thee to Fraunce, 

And cloiftertbee in foine religious houfe. 

Our holy hues mu ft- win anew worlds crowne, 

Wlucfoour prophane houresheere haue throvtnc doiiw* ' 

. * Ov/ f> 
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King Richard thefecond. 

Chitene What is my Richard both in' fhape and mind 
Tranfformd and weakencd?hath Bullingbrookc 
Pepofde thine intellettrhath hee beenc in thy heart} 

The Lyon dying thrufteth forth his pawc, 

And wounds the earth,if nothing elfc,with rage. 

To bee ore-po wcr’d.and wilt thou pupill-hke 
Take thycorre£lion,mildIy kifle the rod, 

And fawne on Rage with bafe humilitie, 

Which art a Lion and a King of beafts. 

King A King of beafts indeede, if aught but beafts 
I hadbeene ftill a happie King of men. 

Good (fometiraes J£ucene)prepare thee hence for France, 
Thinkcl am dead,andthatcuen here thou takeft 
As from r»y death-bed my laft liuing leaue. 

In winters tedious nights fitte by the fire 
With good old folkes,and let them tel thee talcs 
Of woefull ages long agoc betide, 

And ere thou bid good night to tjuite their griefe. 

Veil thdu the lamentable tale of me. 

And fend the hearers weeping to their beds: 

For why,the fenfleffe brands will fimpathie 
The heauic accent of thy moouing tong, 

And in companion weepe the fire out. 

And fomc will inourne in afhes,fome cole blacke. 

For the depofing of a righcfull king. Enter Northern. 

North My Lord the mind of Bullingbrookc is changde, 
Toumuft loPomfret.notvntothc Tower, 

And Madam, there is order tane for you, 

With all fwift fpcede you muft away to France, 

King Northumberland, thou ladder wherewithal! 

The mounting Bullingbrobkeafcends my throne, 

T he time fliall not be many houres of age 
More then it is.erc foulefinne gathering head 
Shall breake into corruption, thou (halt thinke 
Though hee diuide the Realme and giue thee halfe, 

Jtis too little, helping him to all. 

He (hall thinke that thou which knowft the way 
1 0 plant vntightfull kings wilt know againc, 

H a. Being 





. _ 

Beuig ncre (o little vrgd another way. 

To pluck him headlong from the vfurped throne, 
Theloue of wicked men conuerts to fearc. 

That fearc to hate.and hate turnes one ot both 
To worthy daungerand defcrued death. 

My guilt be on my hcad,and there an end: 

Take leaue and part,for you mull part forthwith. 

King Doubly’ diuorft,(badde men)you violate 
A twofold marriage.betwixtmy Crowne and me. 

And then betwixt me and my maried wife. 

Let mevnkifle the oath betwixt thee andmee: 

And yet not fo,for with a kifle tvvas made. 

Partvs Northumberland,! rowardsthe north, 

W here fhiuering cold and (icknefle pines the clime: 

My wife to France,from whence fet foorch in pompc, 
She came adorned hither like fwcete May', 

Scntbacke like Hollo wmas, or fhortft of day, 
gtteene And muff we be dtuidcd?muft we "part?. 

King I hand from hand (myloue)and heart from heart. 
gueene Banifh vs both, and fend the king with mec. 
King That were fome loiie,but little pollicie, 
jQueene Then whither he goes, thither let me go. 

King So two togither weeping make one woe, 
Weepefor me in France, I for thee hccrc, 

Bettcrfaroflf then neerebc nere thcneerc. 

Go count thy way with fighes,I mine with groa'ncs. 
J$uecne Sp lougeft way (Fall haue the longed moaner, 
King Twife for one ftep ilc groane.chc way being ihort. 
And peecc the way out with a heauie heart. 

Come come in wooing forow lets be briefe, 

Since wedding it, there is fucb'lengthin griefe, 

One kifle /Trail Hoppe our mouthes,and doubly part, 
Thusgiue I mine,and thus-takc l thy heart: 

£l*teene Giue me mine owne againeitwcrc no good part# 
To takeon me to keepe,and kill thy heart: 

So now I haue mine owne againe,be gone, 

That I may flriue to kill it with a groane, 

King We make yvoc wanton with this fond delay. 

On* 
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King Richard the fecond. 

Oncemore adcw.the reft let forrow fay. exeunt. 

Du. My Lord you told me you would tell the reft, 
When weeping made you breakc the ftory 
Of our two Coofins comming into London. 

Torke. Where did 1 leaue? 

Du. Atthat fad (lop my Lord, 

Where rude raifgouerncd hands from windowes tops. 
Threw duft and rubbilh on King Richards head. 

Torke Then (as I fayd) th e Duke great Bullingbrooke, 
Mounted vpon a hotte and fierie fteede, ' 

Which his afpiring rider feemde to know, 

With flow, but (lately pace kept on his courfe, 

While ail tongues cridc,God faue the Bullingbtooke, 

You would haue thought the verie windowes fpake: 
Somanygreedie look.es ofyongand old, 

Through cafements darted their defiring eyes 
Vpon his vifage,and that al the wa! j 
With painted imagery had fayd at once, 

Iefu preferue the welcome Bullingbrooke, 

Whilfl he from the one fide to the other turning 
Bare-headed, lower then his proude fteedcs neck? 

Befpake them thus, I thanke’you countrymen.* 

And thus (till doing, thus he pafle along. 

Du. Alacke poore Richard, where rides he the whilft? 

Torke As in a Theater the eyes of men. 

After a wel graced Adlor leaucs the ftage, 

Are idly bent on him that entersnext, 

Thinking his prattle to be tedious; 

Euen fo ; or with much more contempt mens eyes 
pidfcoiileon gentle Richard,no man cried, God firne him, 
Noioyful tongue gauehim his welcome home. 

But dull was throwne vpon his (acred head. 

Which with fuch gentle forrow he fhookc off, 

™ ce ft A combating with teares andftniles, 
i he badges of his griefe and patience, . 

hat had not God for (bme ftrong purpole ftecld 
e hearts of men, they muft perforce haue melted* 

And carbanfme it felfe haue pittied him, 



Enter duke 
ofTorke 
and the 
duchejfe. 
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Sut bcauen hath a hand inthefe cuents, ' * 

To whole hie will yyee bound our ealme conftha. - 
To Bulhngbrookc areyve fvyorne.fubicasnow, ' 

W hole ft ate and honour Ifor a y allo w. 

D«. Here conies my fonne Aunjerlf. : w :» w i -’v 
re^Aumerlethatwas,; ; j • Ahr-.oA .*lf 
But t^cis loft, for being Ricbaids friend: 
AndM4dam,you muftall him Rutland now; 

I am in parliament pledge for h is truth 

And Jailing fealtic to theme we made King. 

Welcome my fonne.whp arc, the violets now ,i*. i •' 
Tnatitrcr -Hjj — ^ * 

Aum. . __ 

lorke Wefibearcyou wel in thisnewfpriBgofeime, 
Lean you bccropc before you come Co prime. 

What newes froril Oxford,dothefe iufts& triumphs hoi* 

Jum. For aught I UpwCmy Lord) tlieyd^v . 

Torke You vvilfbe there 1 know. . 

IfGod preueac not,! purpofc Co . 

Tork^ What fea lc is that that , hangs without thy bofome! 
Yca,lookft thou'palcJlet me Icethe writing. 

Aum. My Lord.tis nothing. 

Torke No matter then who fee it, 

I will be latiiffied,lct me fee the writing. 

Aum. Idobefecchyourgracetppardonme* < 

It is a matter offmall conlequence. 

Which for lorne realons I would not haue leene . 

Torke Which for lomercafons firl meanctoiee. 
Ifeare.Ifeare. 

Du. What ll^ould you fcare? 

Tis nothinghut fome band that he is entred into 
For gay apparrell againft the triumph, 

Torke Bound to himfelfe, what doth hee with a bond 
That he is bound to. Wife, thou art a foolc. 

Bov.let me fee the writing* 

Aum. Ido belecch you pardon me, I may not Riew if< 
Torke I will be lacisfiedjec me fee itl lay; 
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Miftg Rkhiirdthefccmd. 



u He plucks 
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T'\ fr^fbn,Vr1Iairte,ttaitc)V,naue. j r,~ 

ter my Lord? 

York-. Ho,who is within there?laddle myhorfe, ojome at 

God for his mercy ! what trechery is here J rca " et tt ' 

Du. Why,whatisrtmyLord? 

7cr%OiuememybootesI : lay,ladcKcmy horfe, - 

Now by mine honour, my lifeitny troth,. ' ,, ^ ‘ 

I will appeach the villairie.' • 

Du. What is the matter? 



jjh . vv uai n me mauc r? 

Torke Peace foohlh woman, 

‘Du. I will not peace, what is the matter Aumerle? 
A urn. Good mother be’contentjit is no more 



& 



— — J -’.-j 

A urn. Good mother be'content,it is no more ‘ ' l J : 
Thenmvpobrc life maft anfwcre. ' 1 . 

Du. Thy life dnfwere? 

Torke Bring me toy bootes,! will vnto the King. 

Du, Strike him Aumerle, poore boy thou art amazd» ma! *. 

ill-.;,,- ter s with 

{: his bootes* 

no5 
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Hence villa ine, newer more come in my fight* 

Torke Giue r tne my b66tcsl fiiy. 

Du. Why Yorkewvjiat wilt thou do? 

Wilt not thou hide the treipafic of thine owns? . 

Haue we more fons?o rare we like to haue? 

Is notrny teeming date drunke vp with time? 
taid wilt thou plucke my faire fonne from mine age? 
•Vadrobbe nice of a happie mothers name. 

Is he uotjike thec?is he not thhWownfc? ‘ * 1 ‘ * 

Torke T&i6ufohdmaddbwQmrfn, : ] \ “*/ ■ 

Wilt thou cronceale this darkecoxifpimcie? r [' 
^doozenofthem here haue tane the facratnent, 

Jnd interchangeably fet dowrie their hands, 1 J ; :ii ' 
fo kill King at Oxford. ■ J Vtw 

Dh. He fliali be noneiweeleiefctic^fiim.hirei 7 ^ UJOW . !i 
1 hen whaHrthactb him 3 h oluloiito *. A. .H ' - 

r J«. Hadft thou groand for him arl Hfltablie; 

^ hou wouldft be more pittifull, ? : * . . . . . a 

bo; ; ^ 

- at ^ haue been e difloyal to tliy bed, - ! ' XCJ al * 
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And tliat he is a baftard,not thy fonne; 

Sweete Yorke,fwccte husband be not of that tninde 
He is as like thee as a man may be, ^0 
Not like nice or any of my kinne. 

And yet I ioue him. 

Torke Make way vnruly woman. 

■©*. After Aumei 1 e : mount thee vpon his horfe 
Spur,poft, and get before him to the King, 

And beg thy pardon, etc hee doaccufe thee. 

He not be long behind, though I be old, 

I doubt not but to ride as faft as Yorke, 

And neuer wil I rife vp from the ground, 

Till Bullingbrooke haue pardoned thee, away, be gone. 
KingH. Can no man tel meofmy vnthriftic fonnej 
Tis tul three moneths frnce I did fee him iaft; 

If any plague hang ouer vs tis hee, 

I would to God my Lords,he might be found: 

Inquire at London, rnongft the Tauernes there. 

For there they fay,he daily doth.frcquent. 

With vnreftratned loole cbmpanions, 

Eucn fuch(theyfay)as Band in narrow Janes, . - ' 

An d bcate our watch.and ro6be our pafTengers, 

W hich he yong wanton and effeminate boy. 

Takes on the point of honor to fupport fodifioluteacrew, 
H.Percie My Lord,fome two daies fincc i faw the prince, 

And told him of thofe triumphs held at Oxfoid. 

King And what faide the gallant? v 

Vercie His anfwere was.hc would to the {fewer. 

And from the commoneft creature plucke a gloue. 

And weare itasa fauour,and withthat . ' 

He would vnhorfe the luftieft Challenger, 

King H. As diflblutc aS defperate.vet through both, 

I fee Tome fpatkie|of better hope, which elder y cares 
May happily bring forth. But who comes here? 

Aum. Where is the King? . (fo wildly. 

King H. What meanesour coofin that he flares and look? 
Aum. God faue yobr grace! do befecch your maieftifi 

T o hauc fonac cohfcrenc.ewith your grace alone.. 

• ® Pin o 






The duke of 
Torke knocks 



KhtgRichardthefecond. 

King. Withdrawc your felues, and leaue vs here aloae* 

Whatis the raatterwithourcoofcnnowe? 

Am. For cuer may my knees grovyt to the earth. 

My tongue cleauc to my rooffe within my mouth, 
yntefle a pardon ere I rife or fpeake. 

King Intended, or committed, was this fault? 

If on the firft, how heynous ere it be 
To win thy after louc, I pardon thee. 

Am. Then giue me leaue that I may turnc the key. 

That no man enter till my tale be done. 

King. Haue thy defire. 

Tor. My leige beware, looke to thy felfe, 

Thouhaft a Traitor in thy prefence there. _ v 

King. Vilain He make thee fafe, (rcare at the deore 

Aum. Stay thy reuengeful hand, thou haft no caufc to anderjeth . 
York. Open the dore, fccurc foolc, hardie King, 

Shal I for louc fpeake treafon to thy face? 

Open the dorc, or I wil breake it open. 

King. What is the matter vncle, fpeake, recouetb: each, - a 
Tel vs, how ncare is daunger. 

That wee may armc v$ to encounter it? 

Ton Perufe this writing heere, and thou (halt know. 

The treafon that my hafteforbids me ihew. 

Jum. remember as thou rcadft, thy promife part* 

Ido repent mc,reade not my name there, 

My hart is not confederate with my hand. 

Ton It was (vilainc) ere thy hand did fet it downs. 

I tore it from the traitors bofomc (King,) 

Feare,and not loue, begets his penitences 
Forget to pittie him, left thy pittic prouc 
A Serpent that wil fling thee to the hart. 

King. O heynous, ftrong, and bolde confpiracy j 
• O loyal Father, of a treacherous Sonne, 

Thoufheerc immaculate and (ilucrFountaine, 

From whence this ftreame through muddy paflTagcs, 

Hath held hti current, and defilde hipfclfe, 

Thy ouerflowof goodcomiertstobad; 

And thy aboundaot goodnes (hall cxcufc 
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This deadly blot in thydigreffing Tonne . 

Tor. So fha! mywerctie, bchii vices baude 
And he (hal fpend mine honour, with his lhame, . 

As thnrtles Tonnes, their Tcraping Fathers o-old • 

Mine honour liues when his di (honour dies. 

Or my (hamdelifein his diihonour lies, 

Thou kilft me in his life gimng him breath. 

The traitor liues, thetrue manYput to death. 

Du. What ho, my Liege, for Gods fake let me in. 

Kmg H What fliril voice fuppl iant makes this eger cric> 
Vu. A woman, and thy aunt (.great king) tis I, 
Speake with me/pitiem^opemthedoore,'' 

A beggar begs that neuer begd before. 

A/w Our feenc isaltredfromaferiousthino - . 

And now changde to the Beggar and the Kin£ 

My dangerous coufin, let your mother in, 

I know (he is come to pray for your fouie finne. 

Torke If thou do pardon whofbeuer pray, 

More finnes for this forgiuenes profper may : 

This feffred ioynt cut off, the reft reftfound. 

This letalone will a! the reft confound. 

Du. Gh kin|,;belceue not this hard-hearted man, . 
Loue louing not it felfe, none other can. :,■! • 
Torke Thou frantike woman, what doll thou make licit? 
Shall thy old. dugs once more. a traitor rearc? 

Du. SwceteYotke be patient, heare me gentle Liege. 
KingH,' Rife vp good aunt. 

Du. Notyerlthcebefeech. 

For euer wil 1 walke vpon my knees. 

And neUer fee day that the happy fees. 

Till thou giueioy, vntil thou bid meiby, 

By pardoningj^titland my. tranj^refsing boy. 

Aunt, Vnto my jnothersprayexsibend my knee. 
Troke A gain ft them both my trueioynts bended be, 

II maift thou tliriueif thou grauntany grace. 

Du. Pleadeshc in earneft? iooke vpon his face. 

His cies do drop no teares, his prayers are in ieftj 
His words do comefroitfhkmoucb, ours, from outbreak 
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King Richard tie fecond . 

Heprayesbut faintly,^ would be denied, it 
\Vc pray vvith Heartandfoulc* and all belidc* 

His weary ioynts would gladly tile 1 know. 

Our knees 1W1 kneelctil to the ground they grow, 

His prayers are ful of falfe hipocrifie, 

Ours of true zcale and deepeintegr. tie, 

Our pray ers do outpray his, then let them haue 
That mercy which true prayer ough’t to haue. 

King Good aunt ftandvp. 

Du. Nay , do not fay, (land vp; 

Say pardon firft, and afterwards, ftand vp, 

And if I were thy nurfe thy tongue to teach. 

Pardon fliould be the firft word of thy Tpeach,. 

Ineuerlongd to heare a word til now. 

Say pardon King, let pitie teach thee how. 

rhe word is Ihort, but not fo lhort as fwcctc,. 

No word like pardon for Kings moutnes fo meete. 

Ttrke Speake it in Freneh.King fay,Pardohne moy. 

Du. Doll thou teach pardon pardon to deftroy ? 

Ahmy fowre husband, my hard-heartedLord ! 

That lets the wotdit felfe againft the word: ■ 

Speake pardon as tis currant in opr land, d 1 .-A' . 
the chopping French we do not vnderftand, 

Thine eie begins to)peake,fet thy tongue there. 

Or in thy piteous heart plant thou thine eare, 
rhathearing how ourplaintsand prayers do piercCj 
Pitie may maouc thee pardon Co rehearle. tr:e j 
KmgH. Good aunt ftand vp. ac.U 

Du. Idonotfucfoftand. •Tl<' r r. 

Pardon is al the Tute I haue in hand. 

King I pardon him as God Thai 1 pardon me. 

Du. Oh happy vantage ofja kneeling knee* I _• non 
TetamIfickcfor.feare,fpeake it.again?, .0 ?:d 
I vvice faying pardon doth not pardon twaine. 

But makes one pardon ftrong. 

KingH. I pardon him with at my heart, . :i < • . .. 
Du. A god oil earth thou-art .; fo 5 .;,:' -o odihsoidi-.T* 

King H. But fw’our trnfty in «®d*h$ Abbot, 

I 2 ” ' With 








xexn t. 



'ierce E-V- 

Wa&C. 



The Tragedies ' ^T w n.j gr 

With all the reft of that conforted crew, 

Deftnid.on (Wight (hall dog them atthehcclcs. 

Good vnek le.helpc to order fcucrall power* 

To Oxford,or where ere theft traitours arc, 

TL hey lhal not hue within this world I fwcare. 

But I wil hauetlicm if I once know where* 

V nckle farewel!,and Coofin adcw> 

Your mother well hath prayed,and prooue you true. 

Du. tome my old fonne,I pray God make thee new 
E xt™ Didlt thou not marke the Kwhat words he fpakef 
xiauel no friend will rid me of thishuinafeare? 
Wasitnotfi.? 

Man Theft were his very word*. 

Ext on Haue I,no friend qaoth he; he fpakc it twice. 
And vrgd it twice togither,did he not; 

Man He did. 

Exton And fpeaking ir,he wilhtly lookton mee. 

As who Should fay jl vvould thou wert the man 
That would diuorce this terrorfrom my heart* 

Meaning the King at Pomfret.Cotne le u go, 
lam the Kings friend. and will rid his foe. 

» , , I haue beeneftudying how to compare 

r a one, 'ffo s p r jf on where I liuc,vnto the world.* 

And for becaufe the world is populous. 

And here is nor a creature but my felfe, 

1 cannot do it : yet He hammer it out. 

My brame lie prooue,the female to my foule. 

My foule the father, md thefe two beget 
A generation of f fill- breeding thoughts; 

And thefe fame thoughts people this little world. 

In humours like the people of this world: 

For no thought isconfrnrcd .• the better fort. 

As thoughts of thmgsdiauieare intertnixt 

With fcrupleSiaod dofct the word it felfe 

Againft thy word ,as thuj:Coroe little ones, Scchcnagaiflf, 

It is as hard tocorae asibr a Cammell 
T o threcd the poflerne of a. final needles eye: 

Thoughts tending to ambition thevdo nloe . 

Vn» 



inter Rr- 
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Thoughts tending to ambition they do plot 
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, King Richard the fkendL 

Unlikely wonders : how thefe vaine weake nailes 
May tearc a palTage thorow the flinty ribs 
Of this hard world my ragged prifon walles: 

And for they cannot die in their o wise pride. 

Thoughts tending to content flatter themftlues. 

That They are not the firft of fortunes flaues, 

Nor fhall not be the !aft like feely beggars. 

Who fitting in the ftockcs refuge their (hame, 

That haue many, and others muff fet there. 

And in this thought they find a kind ofeafe, 

Bearing their own misfortunes on the backs 
Offuch as haue before indurde the like. 

Thus play I in one prifon many people, 
Aodnonccontentcdj fometimes am I a King, 

Then treafons make me wifti my felfe a beggar. 

And fo I am •• then crufhing pcnuric 
Perfwades me I was better when a king, 
Thenamlkingagaine,and by and by, 

Thinkcthatl am vnkingd by Bullingbrooke, 

And ftrait am nothing. But what ere I be. 

Nor I, nor any man, that but man is. 

With nothing flial be plcafdc, till he be eafde. 

With being nothing. Muficke do I heare, the muftkeflaiti] 
Hahakecpetime, how fowrefweete Muficke is 
When time is broke, and no proportion kept. 

So is it in the mufikeof mens liuear 
And here haue I the damtincffe ofeare 
To checke time broke in difordered firing: 

But for the concord of my ftate and time. 

Had not’an care to heare my true time broke , 

I wafted time, and now doth time wafle me: 

For now hath time made his oumbring clocke; 

My thoughts are minutes, and with fighes they iarre. 

Their watches on vnto mine eies the outward watch 
Whcteto myfinger like adiallespoynt 
Is pointing till, in cleanfing them from teares. 

Now fir, the found that tellcs what houre it is. 

Are clamorous groynes winch ftrike vpon roy heart. 

Which is the bell, fo fighs,and tearet, and groancs, 

IT 
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TheTragedie of 
Shew minutes, times, and houres : but my time, 

Runnes porting on in Bullingbrookes proud ioy*. 
While I ftand fooling laeere hi* iackc ofthecbclcc 
Thismuficke maddes me, let it found no more, 
For though it haucholp’mad men to their witts. 

In me it feemes it wil make wife men mad r 
Yet blefTing on his hart thatgiucs it me , 

Fortisa figncofloue: and loue to Richard, 

Is a ftrange brooch in this al* ha ting world,- 
Groome. Haije royal Prince. 
tkich. Thankes noble peare: 

The cheapcft of vs is ten gro tes too dcare. 



HO 



'•1 

r 



io/l 



■eom of the What art thou, and how comeft thou hither, 

I, * I t - . . 
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Where no mau neuer comes but that fad dog. 

That brings me foode to make miffortuneliuc? 

Groome. I was a pooregroomc of thy ftablcKino-, 
When thou wert King.- who trauailling towards Yprke, 
With much adoe (at length) haue gotten Icaue, 

T o lookc vpon my fometimes roial maflers face: 

Oh how jt ernd my heart when I beheld. 

In London ftrectes that Coronation day. 

When Bullingbrooke rode on Roane Barbarie, 

That horfe, that thou fo often hart beftridc. 

That horfe. that I fo carefully haue dreft. 

Rich. Rode he on Barbarie, tel me gentle friend , 
How went he vnder him? 

groom. So proudly as ifhedifdaind the ground. 

RrV. So proud that Bullingbrooke was on his backc: > 
That lade hath cate bread from my royal hand, 

This hand hath made him proud with clipping him: 
Would he not ftumblc, would he not fa! downe, 

Since pride muft hauea fal-and breake the nccke, 

Of thatproud man, that did vfurpe. his backc? 
Forgiucnes horfe why dol raile on thee? 

Since thou created to be awed by man, 

Waft borne to bcare; I was not made a horfe. 

And yet I bcare a bui then like an arte, 

Spurrde, gaJld, and til de by iauncing Bullngbrootf- 
Keeper Fcllowjgiuc place, here is no longer ftay. 
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Themnrdc - 
rersrujh in* 

Here Exton 
Jlnkcs him 
down.. 



K in* Richard the fecond. ' 

Rich. Ifthoulouc mc/istime thou wert away. E#r<ys»e 

n r oome What my tong dares not.that my heart rtial fay hkicha. with 
Keeper My Lord, wilt pleafe you to fall to? meat. 

Rich. Tarteofitfirft.as thou artwonttodo. ^ | 

Keeper My Lord I dare nof,(ir Piercie of, Exton, 

,Vho lately came from the King commands the contrary. 

Rich. Thediueltake Henry ol Lancalter,and tliec, Exit groom 
Patience is dale, and I am wcaty ofit. 

Keeper Helpe,hclpe,helpe. 

Rich. How now, what meanes Death in this rude artault?- 
(Mlainethy owne hand ycclds thy deaths inftrument. 

Go thouand fill another roome in hcl, 1 i: - - ’ 

Rich. That hand rtial t urne in ncucrqucnching fire. 

That flaggers thus my perfon : Exton, thy fierce hand 
Hath with the kings bloud ftaind the kings owne land, 

Mount mount my fbule,thy featc is vp on hie, 

IVhilrtmy grofle flefh finkes downeward here to die: 

£xto» As ful ofvalure,3sof royal! bloud.- 
Both haue I fpilld,Oh would the deede were good, 

Fornowthe diuell thattold me I did well,) 

Sates that this deede is chronicled in hell: 

This dead King to the lining kinglle bcare, « y I 
Take hence the reft and giue them buna! here. 

King Kind vnckle Yoike>thelatcft nevves we heare. 

Is, that the rebels haue coafumed with fire 
Ourtownp ofCicetcr in GIoccfterAire, 

But whether they be tanc or Haine wc heare not; 

* Welcome my Lord,vvhat is the nevves? 

North. Firft to thyfacred ftate wifii IalhappinefTc, 

The next newesisj haue to London fent. 

The heades of OxfordySalisbury^nd Kent., 

The manner of their taking may appeare 

Atlarge difeourfed in this paper here* 

King W e thanke thee gentle Percie for thypames, 

And to thy woorth wil adde right worthic gaines* 

Tit*. My Lord I haue from Oxford fent to London, 

1 he heades of B:occas,and fir Benet Seely, 

Two of the dangerous confortedtrai tours, 

1 hatfought at Oxford thy dire ouenhrovv* 



'Enter 'BttlL 
brvoke with 
, thedtifyof 
Torke \ 

'Enter Nor *» 
thumber - 
land. 



Enter Lord 
E dewaters* 






Jz& P a J nes IfeflMl not be forgoe. 

Right noble is thy merit well I 



jy O J “ lYVHl WOI4 

- j^iaasssaaa^ 

Hath yceldcd vp his body to the grauc: 

But here is Carleil liuing.to abide 
Thylcinoly doome.and fcotence of bis pride, 

_Ktng Catleiljthisis your doonie, 

i oo( ^° ut [ om f f« rcc place, fome reuerent rootne 
More then thou haft, and with itioy thy life: 
bo as thou liu’ft in peacc.die free from ftrife, 
for though mine encmic thou haft cucr bcene. 

High fpark* of honour in thee haue I fcenc. 

Inter Y.xtc» f**f” King.within this coffin I prefent 
*ith the J*>y bur y«d feare r herein al breathlcfle lies 

The mightieft of thy greateft enemies, 

Kichjird of Rurdeaux, by me hither brought. 

Ktng Exton I thankc thee not, for thou haft wrou;!it 
A deedc of Haughter with thy fatal hand, 

V pon ray head and al this famous land. 

E*r*» From your owne raouthroyLord didlthiiW 

VM V^y louc not P° *f° n that do poifon neede. 

Nor do I thcc.though I did wifli him dead. 

I hate the tnurthcrer.loue h im murthcrcd: 

The guilt ofconlciencc take thou for thy labour, 

® ut f? e ^ bcr m y good word.nor princely fauour. 

With Caine go wander through the fhade of night. 

And neuer flic w thy head by day nor light. 

Lords I proteft my foulc is fill of woe. 

That blond fliould fprincklc me to make mee grow: 
Come mournc with mee.for what I do lament; 

And put on fulicjablackeinccntinent, 
lie make a voyage to the holy land* 

To wafli this bloud off from my guilty hand, 

March fadly after,gracemy mournings heerc. 

In weeping after this vntimely Beere. 

FINIS . 

»y.li ...^1.', 
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THE HISTORIE OF 

Henry the fourth. 

Enter the King, LordTohn of Lancajlcr y Earle 
of pfScfmcrland) with others . 

ting. 

O fhaken as we are,fo wan with care. 

Find we a time for frighted peace to pant, 
And breath fliort winded accets of new broils 
To be commenc’t in ftronds afar remote: 

Mo more the th i rlty entrance of thisfoile 
AM Shal dawbe her lips with her ownc childrens 



No more Hull trenching war channel her fields, (bloody 
Nor bruife her flourets with die armed hoofes 
Of hoftile paces :thofe oppoled eyes,. 

WrMch hke tlie meteorsof a troubled heauen. 

All of one nature,of onefubftance bred. 

Did lately meete in theinteftmc fliockc 

And furious elofc of ciuillbutcherie, 1 ■ : ' 1 : 

Shall now in mutuall welbefeemuvg rancks,. 

March all one way, and be no more oppos’d 
Againft acquaintance, kindred andallyes. 

The edge of warlike an ill iheathed knife,, 

No more fiiall cut his maUeritherefore friends, 

Asfarasto thefepulchre of Chrift, 

Whofe fouldiour now, vnder whole bleffed erode 
W e are imprefled and mgag’d to fight. 

Forthwith a power of Englilh (ball we leuy, 

Whofe armes w ere moulded in their mothers wombe. 

To chafe thelc Pagans in thofeholy fields, 

Ouer whofe acres walkt thole blefled feetg 

A a Wliich 
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Which 1400. ycers ago were naild. 

For ouraduantage on the bitter croiTe. 

B nt this our purpofenow is twelue month old. 

And bootlclie t’istoitell you we ivil goe. 
Tiiercforoive meet not nowvthdn let me heare 
Of you my gentle Coolpu Wefltnerland, 

What yeltcr night oritConnftil did decree 
In forwarding this deere expedience. 

Myiiege, thisbalte.\y 3 sbotin'quelHonj 
And maity limits of the. charge fet downe 
But y ellcrnight^hen 1 al I a thwart tberecame 
A port from VV ales, loaden with licauynewcs, 
Whofe word: was that the nobh? Mortimer, 

Leading the men of- Herdferhure to fight ' 
Agamfrtbe irregular, and wild Glendower, 

Was by tlierudediands.of that Welchman taken, 

A thoufand of his people butchered, ' 

Vpcnwbofe dead corps tli ere was l'uch mifufe, 

Such beaftly lhamelelle transformation 
By thofe WelchvvOmen done, as may not be 
Without much l1iainc,.retold,oripokenof.' 

King. It fecmestlien thattdie tidings of this broa’Ie ' 
Brake off our bufipftTefof t/k holy Land. 

^eft. This matclit with other did my gracious L, 
For more vneuen and vnvveleome hewes 
Came from the North, and.thusit didimpoit, ■ 

O11 holy roode day,the!gailant KotCpur there 
Yong Harry P ercy, jud-braue Arclubold, 

That euer valiant and approued Scot, 

At Holmedon met, where they didipend 
A fad and bloudy Mwas 
As bydifehargeof dieir artiUety 1 , ■ 1o 
And fliape of ilteiihood theneweswas told? 

For he that brought them in the very heat 
And pride of their contention, did take horfe 
Vncertalne of she ifliic any way, • • 

King. Here is deare,a true induftrious friend. 

Sir VV alter Blunt, new lighted from hixhorfe. . 1 
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vf Henry the fourth , 

Stain’d with the variation of each {bile. 

Betwixt that Holmddon, and this fcate ofotirs .♦ 

And he hath brought vs fmoothe and welcome newes. 

The Earle of Douglas is diftomfited. 

Ten thoufand bold Scots, two andtwencieknighcs 
Balkt in their ovvne blood. Did fir W alter lee 
GnHolmedons plaines, of.prilbncrs Hotfpur tookc 
M ordake Earle of Fife, and eldeft fonne 
To beaten Douglas,and the Earle of Athol, 

Of M urrey, Angus, and M enteith: 

And is not this an honorable fpoile j 
A gallant prize? Ha coo fen, is it not? In faith it is* 

Weft, A conqueftfor a Prince to boaft of. 

King. Yea, there thou mak’it me fad, and mak’ft me finne 
In emiy, that my LordNorthumberland 
Should be tbefatber to fo bleft afonneu 
A fonne who is the theame of honors tongue 
Amongft a groue the very ftraightefi: plant, 

Who is fvvect fortunes minion and her pride., 

Wliilft I by looking on the praife of him 
S ee ryot and dilhonourftaine the brow 
Of my yong Harry. O that it could be prou’d 
That lome night-tripping fairy had exchang’d 
In cradle clothes our children where they fay. 

And tal’d mine Percy, his Plantagenet, 

Then would I haue lus Harry, and he mine : 

But let him from my thoughts.W hat thinke you coofe 
Ofdiisyoung Percies pride? The prisoners 
Which he , in this aduentare hath furpriz’d 
To his owne vfc, he keepes and fends me word, 

I fliall haue none fcnt Mordake Earle of Fife, 

V r eft .Tins ls.his vncles teaclungrT his is W orccfter, 
Maleuolent to you in all alp efts, 

Which makes him prune himlelfe,and bridle vp - 
The crclh ofyouth againfl: your dignitie. 

King. B ut I haue fent for him to anfwerc this ; 

And ter this catffe,a while we mufi: neglect 
Our holy purpofc to lerufal em . 

A, 3* Coofc^j 
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J. be Jtrtijtorit ~ 

Coolen,on wednefday next our Counfel vve wilUiold 
At Windfore,fo informe the.Lord.es ; 

But come your felfe with fpeedto vs againe. 

For more is to be faid and to be done. 

Then out of anger can be vttered. 

W'i eft. I vvil I , my liege. Exeunt. 

Enter prince of Whales O' Sir ToImF uljldffe. 

Falf. Now Hnl> what time of day isiclad? 

Prince. Thou art fo fat-witted with drinking ofoldefacke, 
and vnbuttoningthee afterfupper, and ileeping vpon benches 
after noonej that thou hall forgotten todemaund that trucly 
which thou wouldeft truely know. What adeuill liaftthou to 
doe with tlie time ofthc day ? vnles houres were cups of facke,, 
and minutes capons, and clockes the tongues of Baudes and 
Dulles the fignes of leaping iioufes,and the blelTed funne luu- 
felfeafaii-ehotwenchinflame-coulered taffataj, I fee no rea- 
fon why thou fliouldcll be fuperfluous todemaunde the time 
ofthe day. 

F*lf. Indcede you come neere mee nowe H.t/,for wee that, 
take purfeSjgoc by die moone and the feuen ftarres^nd not by 
Phoebus, he, that wandring knight fo faire : and I prethel'weete 
wag, when thou ait king, as God faue chy grace : maicftiel 
fhoul d fay,for grace thou wilt Jiaue none.. 

Prince. What none-? 

F/tlf, No,by my troth,.notfomuch as willferue- to bee pro- 
logue to an egge and butter. 

Prince. WelLhow then ? come roundly Roundly, 

Falf. Mary then, fweet wag ,.when thou art king, let not vs. 
thatarelquiresof the nights body,, bee called dieeucs ofthc 
dayes beautie : let vs bee 0 /<*rMwforrcfters, gentlemen of the- 
fliade^minions of the moone, and let men fay , wee bee men of 
good gouernemenr,bcing gouerned as the fea is, by our noble 
and chafle miltrcfte die moone, vndcr whole countenance wc 
fteale. 

Prince. Thou faieft: well, and it holds wel too,forthe fortune' 
of vs that are the moones men, doth ebbe andflow like the fea, 
^feeing gouerned as the fea is by die 11100110,3 s for proofe. Now 

apurfc 






of Mettry the fourth. 

t purfeof gold moll refolutely /natcht on Munday nighr, and 
ni oll dillolutely fpent on Tuclday mornuig,got with (wearing. 
Jay by, and fpent with crying, bring in, now in as low an ebbe 
as thefcot of the ladder, and by and by in as high allow as the 
.ridge of the gallowes. 

By die Lord thou faift true lad, and is not my hoftefle 
of the tauemc amoft lwcct wench* 

Prin. As the bony of fitbU my old lad of the caflle, and i& 
Oct a buftelcrkin a melt fwcetrobe of durance? 

Fnlf. How now, hownowmadwagge, wliar,inthy quips 
And thy quiddities? what a plague hauc I to doe with abuiic 
lerkin? 

Prince. Why what a poxe liauc I to doe with my heftefle of 

4 hctaucrnc? „ , . 

F*l{. Well, thouhaft cald her to a reckoning many atime 

v And oft. 

Prince. Did Ieucr callfor thee to pay thy part? 

F*lf. No, rlc giue tliec thy duc,diou hall paid all there. 

Prin. Yea and clfe wlic re,fo far as my coync would ftretch* 
iftnd whercit would not 4 hauc vfed my credit. 

Faif. Yea, audio vf’d it, that were it not hereapparantthat 
thou art heire apparant. Butlpretbe fweetwag,fhallthere bee 
gallowes ftandmgin England w hen thou art king? and refolu- 
Hon thusiubd as ids with tlierultie curbc of old father Antkkc 
tlie law, docnot thou whenthou art king hang-athcefc, 

Trtnce. No, thou fhalt. 

Falf. Shall l? O tare by the Lord tie be a braue iudge. 

Prince. T hou uidgeft falfe already ,1 meane thou lhak haue 
the hanging ofthe checues, and fobecome arare hangman, 

Fdf. Well, Bui, well, andrnfome fort it iumpes withmy 
humour, as well as waiting in tlie Court I can tell you. 

Prince. , For obtaining offutes ? 

Fnif. Yea, for obtaining of fortes, whereof die hangman 
hath no leane wardrob. Z blood lam as malancholy as a gyfe 
Cat, or a lugd Beare. 

Prince. Or an old Lyon,or a loners Lute. 

Falf. Yea, or the drone of a Lincolnihire bagpipe. 

Prince. What fayelt thou to a Hare, or the malancbcly of 

Mooreditch? 
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jVlooreditchj 

Falf Thou haft the moft vnfauory fmilesj and alt indeed 
the mod comparatiue rafeatiieft fweetyong Prince. But Hal 
, I prethe trouble me no more with vanitie,! would to God thou 
and lknew where a comtnoditie of good names were to bee 
bought : an olds Horde of the counfell rated me the other day 
in the flrcete about you fir, but I markt him net , and yetlxee 
talkt very wifely* b ut I regarded him not, and yet lie talkt wife- 
ly and in the llrect to. 

'Prince. Thou didft wcl,for vvifedom cries out in the fireets 
rand.no man regards it. - / 

Falf. O, thou haft damnable iteration, and art indeed able 
to corrupt a faint: thou had done much harnic vnto mee, Hal 
Godforgiuetheefor it : before I knewe thee Hal, Jknevye ncZ 
thing,and now am I, if a man fhould fpeake truely, little better 
then one of the wicked : I'muftgiue ouer this life, and I will 
giueit ouer: by the Lord and I .doe not,I am a villaine, ile bee 
damndfarneuer a kings ionne in Chriffendom, . .y 

Prin, Where ihall we take apurfe to morrow Iacke ? 

Falf, Zounds where thouwiltlad,ile make one, an I do nd 
trail mevillaine and baffcll me,; 

Prini Idee a good amendment oflife in thee,from prayingi 
to purfe-taking. 

tai: Why.W^t’is my vocation Hal, t’is no finne for a man 
to labour inhis vocation. . Enter Paines. 

Poynes,nowe fhall we knowe if Gads hill ha ue feta match, 
0,ifmen wereto be faued by merit, what hole in hel were hot 
cno’ugh for him? this isdhe mod omnipotent villaine that etter 
cryeddandjto atrueman. f r •. . >.j je.iV-K'i 

Prince, Good morrow, Ked;. 

Pomes. Good morrow fweetc Hal, What faies Monfieur 
remorfe •? what fayes fir IohnSacke, and Sugar Iacke? howe 
agrees- the deuillandtlrceabout thy ioalbtlfat thou fouldcft 
turn on good Priday-laft, fora cup of M edera and a cold capons 
legge? 

Prtnce , Sir I ohn Hands to his word; the deuill fliall haue liis 
bargain e,. for he was neuer ycta breaker of pro uerbes ; he will 
eiucthcdiu.ellhis.duc,. 






?rtsC? •« 



WILLIAM SHAKESPEARE 




Henry IV. Part i (stc 22281) lond 



of Henry the fourth . 

Popes. Then avttliou damndfor keeping thy word with the 

diuell. ...... ,, 

Prince, Elfe he had bindamndfor coofcnmgthe diuell. 

Pot. Butmy lads, my lads, to morrow morning , by foure a 
clocke early at Gads lull, there are pilgrims going to Cantur- 
burie with rich offerings, and traders riding to Londonwith fat 
purfes. I haue vizards for you all ; you haue horfes for your 
lcluesj Gadfhill lies to night in Kochedcr , Ihauebefpokefup- 
per to morrow night in taftchcape : we may doe it as lccwe as 
ilcepe: if you will goe, I will dutfe your purfes full of crovmes: 
if you will not, tarie at home and be hangd. 

Falf. Heart y e Y edward, if I tame at home and goe nor, 
i’le hang you for going. 

To. You w ill chops.; 

Falf. #4/, wilt thou make one? 

Prin. Who, I rob? I a thiefe ? not I by my faith. 

Falf. Thcr s neither lionellic,manhood,not good fellowfhip 
in thee, nor thou earned not of thebloud royall, if thoudarcit 
not rtand for ten flullings. 

Prince. Well then, once in my dayes i’le be a madcap. 

Falf. Why that’s well faid. 

Prin. Well, come what will, i’le tarrie at home, 

Falf By the lord, i’le be a traitor then , when tliou art king. 

Prin. I cai-e not. 

Po. Sir Iohn, I preethe leaue the prince and me alone,! will 
lay him downefuch reafons for this aduenture,that he fhalgo. 

Falf. Wei, God glue thee the ipiritof perlwafion,andhim 
th.e eares of profiting, that what thou fpeakeft may moue, and 
whathe hearts, may be beleeued,thatthetrue prince may (for 
recreation fake) proue a falfe thiefe, for the poore abufes of the 
time want countenance:farewel,youfhalfmd me in Ealtcheap 

Pm.Farewel the latter fpring,farewel Alhallowne lummer. 

Voin. Now my good lwect hony Lord , ride with vs to mor- 
row, I haue a ieali to execute , that I cannot mannage alone. 
Faldalffe, Harucy,RofsiU,and Gadfliil,fhal rob tiiofe men that 
we haue" already way-laid, your fclfe and I will net bee there: 
and when they haue the boctic, ifyodand ldoe not rob them, 
cut this head off from my fhoulders. 

' £ _ Prin % 
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Prin. How fhall we part with them in Totting forth? 

Po. Why, we will let forth before or after tiiem,and appoint 
them a place of meeting, wherein it is at ourpleafureto faile- 
and then will they aduenture vpo the exploit themfclucs* which 
they fhall haue no fooner atchieued, but wec*lcfet vpon them. 

Prin'. Yea; but t*i$ like that they will know vs by our horfes, 
by our habits,and by euery -other appointment to be our felues. 

TV Tut, our horfes they Hial not fee, lie tic die in the wood, 
ourvuards wee will change after wee leaue them: and firra,I 
haue calcs of Buckromfor?he nonce* to immaske our noted 
outward garments. 

iV/*.Yea,but l doubt they will be too hard for vs. 

Po. YV ell, for two of them, I know them to bee as true bred 
cowards as eucr turnd backe : and for the third, if he fight lon- 
ger then lie lees reafon, llcforlwearearmes. The vertue of tins 
leaft will be the incomprehenfible lies, that this fame fat rogue 
will tell vs when wee meet at Tapper , how thirtie at leaft hec 
touglit with, what wards , what bio *ves, what extremities he in- 
jured, and in the reproofe of this lyes the ieaft. 

Prince. Well, fie goe with thee, proui .levs all things neecf- 
fane, and mecte me to morrow night in Eaftcheape , tliere fie 
fup : farewell. , ; . * :* 

Po. Farewell my Lord* Exit Points^ 

Vrin. 1 know you all* and will a while vphold 
The vnyokt humour of your idlcnefle* 

Yet, her eia will! imitate the S unite, ^ 

Who doth permit the bale contagious clouds 
To iinother vp his beautiefrom the world, 

That when lie pleafeagainc to be himiclfe, 

Being wanted he may be more wondred at 
By breaking through tlie foule and vgly milts 
Of vapours that didleemc to ftranglc him. 

If all the y eere were playing holy-dayes, u 

Tofpoit would be as tedious as to w.orkcj 

But when they feldomc come, they wiftit for come. 

And nothing pleaferh but rare accidents: 

So when this loofc behaiuour I throw off, 

And pay the debt I neuer promifed. 
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By how much better then my word I am. 

By To much fhall I falfifie mens hopes. 

And like bright mettall 011 a fullcn ground. 

My reformation glittring or’e my fault, 

Shal fhew more goodly,and attraft more eies 
Then that which hath no foilc to fet it off. 

He fo offend, to make offence a skill. 

Redeeming time when men thinkc leaft I will. tlx, it . 

Enter the King, Northumberland wceft erjlotfpur. 
Sir lTaltcrBlunt.tyith others. 

King. My blood hath bin too cold and temperate, 
Vnaptto ftir at thefe indignities. 

And you haue found me, for accordingly 
You tread vpon my patience, but be fure 
I will from henceforth rather be my fclfe 
Mightie,andtobefeard,then my condition, 

W hich hath bin fmooth as oyle, foft as yong downe, ' 

A nd therefore loft that title of refpeft. 

Which theproud foule ne’re payes but to the proud, 
W'or. Our houfe (my foueraigne liege)litle deferues 
Thefcourge of greatneffeto be vied on it. 

And that fame greatnefle to, which our owne liands 
Haue holpe to make fo portly. North. My Lord. 

King. Worcefter,get thee gone, for I doe fee 

Danger, and difobedience in thine eie: 
OfiiCyourprefence istoo bold and peremptorie. 

And Maieftie might neuer yet endure 
The moodicffonuer of a feruant brow. 

You haue good leaue to leaue vs: when we need 
Yourvfe & counfell, we fhallfendfor you. ExitWor . 
You were about to fpeake. 

North. Y ea, my good Lord. 

Thpfe prifoners in your highnes name demanded. 
Which Harry Percy hereatHolmedontooke, 

Were as he laics, not with fuch ftrength denied 
As is dcliuered to y our maieftie. 

Either enuie therefore, or milpnfion, 
is guiltic of tins fault, and hot my fonne. 
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Hotfp ♦ My Iicge,X did denie no prifoners^ 

But I remember when the fight was done. 

When 1 was drie with rage, and extreme toyle, 
Breathles and faint, leaning vpon my fword. 

Came there a cercaine Lord,.neat and trimly drclt, 
Frefh as abndegroome,and his chin newreapt, 
Shewd like a ftubble land at liarueft home, 

He was perfumed like a Milliner, 

And twixt his finger and his thumbe he held 
A pouncet boxe, which euer and anon 
He gaae his nofe,and took*t away againe, 

W ho therewith angry, when it next came there- 
T ooke it in fuffe, and ftill he fitiild and talkt :* 

And as the fouldiours bore dead bodies by. 

He cald them vntaught knaues, vnmanerly r 
T o bring a fiouenly vnhandfome coarfe 
Betwixt the- wind and his nobilitie: 

With many holy- day and lauie tearmes 
He queftioned me, amongftthe reft demanded 
My prifoners in your Maiefties behalfe. 

I then, allimarting with my woundsbeing cold,. 

To be fo peftred with a Popmgay, 

Out of my griefe and my impatience 
Anfwered neglediingly, I know not what. 

He fhouldjOr he lhould not , for he made me mad 
T o fee him feme fo briske, and fmelldb i Iveete, 

And talke fo like a waiting gentlewoman, 

Of guns, and drums and wounds ,Godfauc the marker 
And telling me, the foueraigneft thing on earth,, 

W as Parmacitie, for an inward bruile, 

And that it was great pine, lb it was,. 

Tliis villanous laltpeeter, lhould be digd 
Out of the bowels of the harmeles earth,. 

Which many a good tall fellow had deftroyed 
So cowardly, and but for thefc vile guns r 
He would himfelfe haue bene a fouldiour. 

This bald vnioynted chat of his (my Lord) 

X anfwered indireftly (as I laid) 



of Henry the fourth . 

And I befeech you, let not this report 

Come currant for an aceufation 

Betwixt my loue and your high maielhe* 

Blunt. The circumftance confidered 3 good my lord, 

What e’re Harry Vercj then had faid 
To fuch a perlon,and in luth a place, 

At fuch a time, with all the reft retold* 

May rcafonably die,and ncuer rife 
Todoe him wrong, cr any way impeach 

What then he laid, fo he vnfay it now. 

King, why yet he doth tie me his pruoners. 

But with prouifo and exception. 

That we at our ownc charge fhall ranfome ftraight 
His brother in law, the foolifh Mortimer, 

Who on my foule,hath wilfully betraid 
The hues of’ thofc,that he did 1 cad to fight 
Againft that great Magitian,damned Glendowcr, 

Whole daughter as we heare, the Earle of March 
■Hath latly married ; fhall our coffers then 
Be emptied to redeeme a traitor home ? 

Shall we buy treafon? and indent with feares 
When they haue loft andloifeitedthemfelucs S 
No,on the barren mountaine let himftar ue: 

For I featl neiier hold that man my friend. 

Whole tongue fhall aske me for one penny coft 
To ranfome home reuolted Mortimer. 

Hot. Reuolted Mortimer* 

He neuer did falloflf, my foucraignc liege. 

But by the chance of war: to proue that true 
Needs no more but one tongue:for all thofe wounds, 

Thofc mouthed wounds which valiantly he tooke. 

When on the gentle Seuerns fiedgie banke. 

In fingle oppofition hand to hand. 

He did confound the beft part ot an hourc. 

In changing hardiment with great Giendower, 

Three times they breathd, & three times did they drinkc 
Vpon agreement of iwift Seuerns floud. 

Who then afinelitedwith their bloudie look 
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R.m fearefuliy among the trembling rcedes. 

And hid his criipe-head in the hollow, banke, 
Blood-ltained with thefe valiant combatants* 

Neuer did bare and rotten policy 
Colour her working with luch deadly 
Nor neuer couldthe noble Mortimer 
Receiue fo many,and all willingly : 

Then let not him bellandered with 

. Thou doeft bely him Percy, thou 
He neuer did encounter with Glendower : 

I tell thee hp durft as well haue met the dcuill r»l 
As Owen Glendower for an cnemie. 

Ait thou not afham’d? but firra, hencefoitl 
Letme notheare you fpeake of Mortimer 
Send me your pnfoners with the fpcedieft i 
Or you fhall heare in fuch a kinde from me 
As will difpleafeyou.My Lord Nor the 
W e licence your departure with your : 

S end vs your prifoners,or you will heare 
Hot. Andifthe deuill come and rorefc 
I wil not fend them. : 1 will after ftraight 
And tell him fo, for I will cafe my heart. 

Albeit I make a hazard of my head. 

Korth. What?drunkewith cholcr?Ray and paufc a while. 
Here comes your vncle. Enter ^or. 

Hot. Speake ofMortiroer? 

Zoundes I will fpeake of him. ‘and let my fouie 
Wantmercie,ifl doe not ioyne with him 
Yea, on his partllcemptie allthelevaines, 

And lhead my deare blood , drop by drop i 
But I w’illlifc the do wnc -trod Mortimer 
As high in the aire as this viithankehill king, 

Asthisihgrate and cankrcd BuIImgbrooke, 

Korth. Brother, the King hatirmade your nephew mad. 
JE'or. W hoftrooke thi s heate vp after I was 
Hot. He.vviUforfooth haue all my prifoners. 

And when I vrg’dtheranfomeonceagaync 
Of my wiues brotker,tlien his ehepkfe ippkt 




And on my face lie turn’d an eicofdeath, 

Trembling euen at the name of Mortimer. 

W'or, 1 cannot blame him, was not he proclaim’d 
By Richard that deadis, the next of blood? 

North. Hewas,l heard the proclamation : 

An d then it was, when the vnhappie king, 

( Whofe wrongs jn vs God pardo) did let forth 

Vpon hislrifli expedition; 

From whence he intcrcepted,did return!: 

To be depos’d, and ihorcly murdered. 

tf^or. And for whofe death, we in the worlds wipe. month 
Liue fcandaliz’d and/ouly fpoken of. 

Hot. B ut loft I pray y ou ,did king Richard then 
Proclaime my brother Mortimer 
Heirc to the crowne ? 

Korth. He did, my felfe did heare it. - 
Hot, Nay, then I cannot blame his coofcn king. 

That vvillichim on the barren mountaines Rarue. .. 

But fhall it be that you that fet the crownc 
Vponthehead ofthis forgetful man. 

And for his lake weare the deteRed blot 
Ofmurtherous fubo.rnation? fhall it be 
That you a world of curfes vndergo. 

Being the agents, or bafe fecond meancs. 

The cordes,the ladder,or the hangman rather : 

O pardon me, that I delcend fo low. 

To lhew the line and the predicament, ...•}■ 

Wherein you range vnder this fubtil king. 

Shall it for lhame be fpoken in thefe day es. 

Or fill vp Chronicles in time to come. 

That men of your nobility and power 
Did gage them both in an vnmR behalfe, 

( As both of you God.pardon it, haue done) 

To put downe Richard that fweet loucly Role, 

And plantrhisthorne, this canker Bulhngbrookc? . 

And fhall icin more l'hame be further fpoken. 

That you are fool'd, difear ded,and iliooke off 
By him, for whom thefe ijiame’s ye vader .vencf 

’ \ ... rw si m as m** 
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No, yet time ferues,wherein you may redeeme 
Tour baniiht honors.and rcfroreyour.felues. 

Into the good thoughts of the world againc : 

Reuenge th e leering and difdaitfd contempt 
Of this proud king, who ftudies day and night 
To anfwere all the debt he owes to you, 

Euen with the bloody. payment ofyour deaths ; 
Therefore I fay* 

Wor. Peace coofen, fay no more. 

And now I will vnclalpe a fecret bookc. 

And to ytffcr qtiicke concerning dUcontcnts 
He reade you matter deepe.and dangerous* 

Asfull of penll and aduenterous Ipirit, 

As to oVevvalke a Current roring lowd. 

On the vnftedfaft footing of a fpcare. 

Hot. If he fall in,good-rniglit,or fi ncke^or fvvim^ 

Send danger -from the Ealt vnto die Weft, 

So honor croJfle it, from the North to South, 

And let them grapple : O the bloud more ltirs 
To roufe alyon than to flare a hare# 

Kortb, Imagination of lome greatexploit frt 
Driueshim beyondthe boundsof patience. :j< Mb - 

By heauen me tliinkes it were an eafieleape, 

T o plucke bright honor from the palefac’d Moone, 

Or dine into the bottom e of the deepe, 

Where fadome line could neuer touch the ground. 

And plucke vp drowned honour by the locks. 

So he that doth redeeme her-thence might weare 
Without corriuall aliher dignities: 

But cut vponthis halfcfa^tfellowfhip. 

UTor* He apprehends a world of figures here, 

But notthe -forme of what he fliould attend, 

Good coofen giue me audience for -awhile. 

Hot . I crie you mercy, 

IF'or. Thofefame noble Scots that areyour prifoners 
Hot. lie kcepe them all j 
By God he fhall not haue a Scotxa£ them, 

Ko ; if a Scot would faue his ibule he (hall not. 

TT^» 



1 ' 
:h-A 

Ti^O 



5r!i 



william shakespeare Henry IV. Part i (stc 22281 ) London, 



of Motiry th fourth 

lie keepe them by tbu hand, 

W'or, You ft ait away, 

And lend no eare vnto my purpofes : 

Thofe pnfoners you fhall keepc. 

Hot. Nay, I will: that’s flat : • , ' 

He faidhe would notranfomc Mortimer, 

Forbad my tongue to fpeake of Mortimer, 

But 1 will findc him when lie lies afleepe. 

And in his earelle hollow Mortimer : 

Nay,ile haue a ftarling ihalbc taught to fpeake 

NothingbutMortimer,ahd giue it him 
Tokcepe his anger ftillm motion. 

W'or. Heare y ou coofen, a word. 

Hot. All ftudies here I iolemnly dene. 

Sane how to gall and pinch dus BiiUingbrooke, 

And that fame fword and buckler prince of Wales, 

But that I thinke his father loues him not, _ 

And would be glad he met with feme mi lchance : 

I would haue lnm poifoned with a pot of Ale, 

ITor. Farewell k«ifnian,ilc talke to you 

When you are better tempered to attend. 

' Kor. W hy what a wafpe-tongue and impatient toole 
Art thou? to breake into this womansmpode, 

Tymg thine eare to no tongue but thine owne > 

Hot . Why looke you,I am whipt and fcoui gd W 

Netled, and ftung with pifmu-esjwhen I heare 

Of this vile pplititian Bulimgbrooke, 

In Richards time, what do you call the place ? 

A plague vpon it,it is in Glocefterfliire; 

T’was where the mad-cap duke his vncle kept . . y 

His vnde Y orke, where I firft bowed my knee 
Vnto this king of fmiles,tlus Bulimgbrooke: 

Why what a Candy deale ofeurtefle. 

This fawning greyhound then didprofter me, 

Locke when his infant fortunecame to age, 

And gentle Harry Percy, and kind cooien; ^ 
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O, the dcuill take fuch coofcners,Cod forgiuc mce, 
Good Vncle telly our tale, I haue done,. 

>r. Nay, if you liauc not, to it againe, 

W c will ftay your leiliirc. 
flat. I haue done Ifaith, 

V^or. Tlien once more to your Scottish prifoners, 
Deliuer them vp, without tlicir ranfome flraight, 

And make the Douglas fonne your onelymeane 
For Powers in Scotland, which for diuers reafons 
Which I fhall fend you written, be allur’d 
Willcafily be granted you, my Lord. 

Y our fonne in Scotland being thus employed. 

Shall fecretly into the bofome crecpe 
Of tliat lame nobleprclatc welbelou’d. 

The Archbilhop* 

Hot [pur. Of Yorke, is it not? 

?r. T rue, who bearcs hard 
His brothers deatliat Briftowthe Lord Scroope; 

I Ipeakc not this in eftimation, 

As what I thinke might be, but what I know 
Is ruminated, plotted, andl'ec dowae. 

And onely ftayes butto behold die face 
Of that oceafion that lhall bring iton*. 

Hotfp . I fmell ir, Vpon my life if will doe well. 

Kor. Before the game is afoot, thou Hill letft Hip, 

H ot. Why, it cannot chu'fc but be a noble plot. 

And then thepower of Scotland, and of Yorke, 

To ioyne with M Or tinier, ha, 

W’lor. And lo they fhall . 

Hot . In faith it is exceedingly w'ell aimd, 

Wor. And t’is no little realon bids vs fpeed. 

To faue our heads, by railing of ahead: 

For beare our felues as euen as we can, 'i . 

The King will alwayes thinke him in our debt, 

And thinke we thinke our felues vnfatisfied, 

Till lie hath found a time to pay vs home* 

And fee already, how he doth begin , 

To make vs Grangers to his lookes of loue. 
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Hot. He does* he docs, wcclc be rcueng’d on him. j- r ,f ] 
Wor t Coofen, farewell. No further goe m tlys, ■« nJ 

Then I by letters fhall diretff your courfe 
W hen time is ripe, which will be fuddenly : 

He fteale to Glcndower, and loe, Mortimer, 

Where you and Douglas, and our pow ers at once. 

As I will fafhion it, fhall happily meet, 

To beare our fortunes in our ovine ilrongarmcs, 

Which now we hold at much vncertnintie. 

Kor. Farewel good brother, we dial thriue, I trull. 

Hot. Vncle adieutO let the lioures be fliort, 

Till fields, and bio w es,and grenes applaud our Iport. Exeunt . 

Enter a Carrier Vertb a km erne in his hand. 
tCar. Heigh ho. Anitbeenotfoureby theday ,ilebec 
hangd, Chaflcs waine is ouerthenew Chimney, and yet our 
horfe not packt. What Oftlcr. 

Oft. A non, anon. 

i Car. IprerhceTom,beatCutsfaddlc, put a few flocks in 
the point, poore iade is wrung in the withers, out of all ceffe*. 

Enter another Carrier . 

4 OvPcafc and beaneSiarc as danke here as a dog , and that 
the next way to giue poorc lades the bots:this houle is^uined 
vpfidedowne fmee Robin Oftler died. 

I Car* Poorsfellow neuer ioied fince the price of Oates role* 
it was die death of him. 

2 Car* I thinke this be the moll villainous houfe in al London 
road for fleas,! am Hung Like a T enck 

i C*r,Like a Tcnchrby the Made there is ne’re a king chtt- 
ften could be better bit,then I haue bin flnccthe firft cockc, 
a G*r.Why>they will allow vs ne , reaIordane,andthcn vve 
kake in your chimney, and your chamber-lie breeds fleas like 
aloach. 

x Car. What,' Oftler, come away, and be hang*d, come away. 
0. Car * I haue a gammon ot Bacon, and two razes ofGnv* 
get, to be deliuered as farre as Charing croffc. 

i Car. Gods body, the T urkics in my Panicr arc quiet ftai- 
tied: what Older? a plague on thee, haft thou neuer an eic in thy 
headtfcan’ft not hear e, and t’werc not as good deeds as drink to 
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breake the pate on thee, I am a very villaine,eome & be haugd ' 
haft no faith in cnee? ° 3 

Enter Gad jhi/l. 

Gadjhilf. Good morrow Carriers, what’s a clocke? 

Car, Ithinkeitbetwoaclocke. 

Gad. I preche lend me thy lantcrne,to fee my gelding in the 
liable. ! ; ! 

1 Car. Nay by God foft, I know a ti ickc worth two of that 
I faith. 

Gad , 1 pray thee lend me tlune* 

2 Car. I, when, canft tell? lend me thy Iantcrne (quoth he ) 
marry ile fee thee hangd firft. 

Gad. Sirra Carrier , what time doe you meane to come to 
London? 

2 Car. Time enough to goe to bed with a candle, I warrant 
thee. Come neighbour Mugs , wee’le call vp the Gentlemen, 
they will along with company, for they haue great charge. 

Enter Chamberlains. Exeunt. 

Gad. What ho : Chamberlaine, 

Cham. At hand quoth picke-purfe. 

Cad. That’s eue as faire,as at hand quoth the Chamberlaine: 
for thou varieft no more from picking of purfes , then giuing 
dire&ion, doth from labouring : thou laycll the plot how. >• . 

Cham. Good morrow mailer Gadflnll, it holds currant that 
I told you yefter night,ther’s a Franckehn in the wild of Kent, 
hath brought three hundred marks with him in gold, I heard 
him tell it to one of his company lafl night at fupper, a kind of 
Auditor, one that hath abundance of chargetoo, God knowes 
what, they are vp already, and callfor egges and butter, they 
will away prefen tly. 

Gad. Sirra, if they meet not with Saint Nicholas darks, ile 
giue thee this necke. 

Cham, No, ile none of it, I pray thee keepe thatfor the hang- 
man, for I know thou worlhippell Saint Nicholas, as truely as a 
man offalihoodmay. 

C<r.Whattalkdlthoutonieof the hangman? if I hang, de 

make a fat paire of gallowes : for if I hang , old lir Iohn hangs 
with me, Scthou knoVveft he is no llaruelingttut, there are other 

Troians 



of Henry the fourth, 

Troians that thou dream’ll not of, the.which for fport fake are 
i^t to do the profell ion, fomc gi ace ,that wouldfit inatters 
fliould be lookt into /or their owne credit lake make all whole. 
I am ioy ned -with no footland rakers, no long-ftaffe' fixpennie 
ftrikers,none ofthefc mad muftachio purplphewd maltworms, 
but with nobilitie, andtranquillicie , Burgomafters and great 
Oneyers,fuch as can hold in fuch as.wil ftrike fooner then fpeak, 
and lpeakfoonci then dnnke, and dnnke fooner then pray,and 
yet(z Qundes) I lie, for they pray continually to their Saint the 
Common-wealth, or rather not pray to her, butpray on her, for 
they ride vp and downe on her, and make her their bootes. 

Cham, What, the Common-wealth their bootes ? : will fhe 
hold out water in foule way ? 

Gad. She will,Jjhe will, Iuliice hath liquord her : we fteale as 
in a Caltie cockfure ; we hauc the receite of Fcrnefeedc, weC 
walk© inuifible. ■■ ■.:■. i 

Cham, N ay, by my faith, T think© you are more beholding to 
the night then to Fern.efeed,fbr your walking inyilible. 

Gad. Giueme thy hand, thoulhalthauealhareinourpur- 
chaie,as lam a true man. h, 

Cham. Nay, rather let me haue it, as you are a falfe theefe,' 
Gad. Goto^homois acommon name to al men.- bid the Cftler 
bring my gelding put ofthe liable, farewell, ye.muddy knaue, 

. Enter Prince^Pomcs^ and Peto^ 8cc, 

P.oin, Come nielter,ftielcer,T,'lj(aue remoou’d Falilalffes horfe, 
and he frets like a gum’d V©luct. 

Prince, Standelofe. . Enter Falfialffe, t , 

Talf, Poynes, Poynes,and be bang’d Poynes, 

Prince. Peace ye fat-kidneyd ralcal, what a brawling doeft 
thou keepe? 

Falf. What Poynes, Hal ? 

Prin, He is walkt vp to the top of the hill,Iie go feeke him . 
Ealf I am accur’ft to rob in that theeues companie,the rafcal 
hath remooued my horfe, and eyed him I know not where, if I 
traueli but four efoote by the fquire further afoote, I lhal break© 
my winde. Well, I doubt not but to die a faire death for all 
tius, ifl {cape hanging for killing that rogue, I haue fbrfworne 
his company hourely any time this x*ai.yeare,and yet I am bcir 
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YTbc Jriijiorit r ; 

#j‘tclit with the rogu<is companie. • If the rafcall' haue rio'e gi« 
' uenme medicines to make me louehim,ileb chang'd. Iccould 
not be elfe, 1 haue drunke medicines, Pdynds, ''Hal, a plague 
rpon you both, Baidoll;Petc>,ilc ftSfue c’v&HPiob 'afoctfe far- 
ther, and t’vvere not as good a deede as drinke to, tone true- 
man,and : to leaue thde rogucsjl am the verieft varietchat cuer 
chewed with a tooth: eighty cardes of vneuen ground is three- 
fcore and ten miles afoote with mee: and die Acme hearted 
villaines knowe it well inough, a plague vpon it when theeues 
can not be true one to another, 

Tbeywhifik. 

,Whewia plague vpon you all jgfaei meemy horfe, you> rtgues, 
giue me my horlc,and behang’d. ■ 

Prin. Peace yefat guts^ie downe,lay thiric eare clofc tothc 
ground, and lilt if thou can licafc die tread of trauellcrs. 

P a {[*. H auc you any leauers to lift me yp againe being down? 
zblodd ilcnqtbcarc mine ownc flcfh lo farre afoote againe. For 
all die coinein thy fathers Exchequer : What a plague mcanc 
yc, to colt me thus? 

frit:. Thou Iyeft,thou art'not eelted, thou art vncolced, 
"Saif. Ipf ethc good prince, Hal,helpe me to my horie, good 
Icings IbnilC; -n'lc r i : v v ' !• 

Prin, Otityouroguc,fTialIIbeyou''OftIcr? £«* 

Yalf. .Hang thy (cite intliinc owneheire apparant gartersrif 
I be taine,-ile peach for this :andil Jmue not Ballads made on you 
all,andlimgtofilchy tunes,lec a cuppeof fackc be my poyfooa 
whenieftislbforw'ai'djdnd afootetoo, I hat# it. 

, 'M Enter Gadfitlf: V- - 

GW.Stand. l Yalf, So I do againilmy will. 

Po/.Ot’is our fcttcr,I know his voycc,Bardoll, what n ewes? 
Brfr.Cafeyeycafcyej on with your vizards, there’s money 
of die Kings eomming doivne the hill , t’is going to the Kings 
'Exchequer. • 

F alf, You lie,yc rogue, t’is going to the kings T aueme, 

Cad, T here’s inough to make vs all: 

Yalf, To behang’d, 

Prw.Sirs.y’ou foure fhnl front them in the narrow lane: Ned 
Poynes,and I wiU walks lower; if they foape from your encoun- 
ter. 
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fer,dicn they light on vs. 

feta. How many be they of them ? 

Cad. Some eight, or ten. 

Calf Zoundes ,will they not rob vs ? 

Prince. What,a coward, fir I olin paunch ? 

Calf. In deed I am not Iohn of Gaunt, your grandfathcrjbut 
yctno coward, Hal, 

Prince , Well, we leauc that to the proofe, 

JPo.Sirra, Iacke,thy horfe llandes behindc the hedge, when 
thou needit him, there thou {halt find him:farewel,& ftand fall, 

Calf. Now can not I ltrike him if I fhould be bang’d. 

•Prin, Ned, where are our difguifes ? 

Poi. Here, hard by,(land dole. 

Calf. Now my matters, happy man be his dole, fay I,euefy 
man to his bufi nefle. Enter the trauailers. 

!fru».«,Comc neiglibour,the boy fhall lead our horfes down 
the hill,weele walke afoote awhile, and eal'c our legs. 

Th«WJ.;Stand, t Trauel, Iclus blefle vs. 

Fa!f. Strike, downe with them, <cut the villaines throates : a 
horefon Cattcrpillers, Bacon-fed knaucs, tliey hate vs youth, 
downe with them,fle ece them, 
v Tra, Q,wc are vndone,both wc and ours, for cuer. 

Cal. Hang ye gorbellicd knaucs, are ye vndone? ilo yefatte 
diuftes, I would yourttore were here: on Bacons on, what yce 
knaucs? yong men mutt liue, you arc graundc iurers, arc yce? 
vveeleiure ye faith. 

Here they rob them^nd lindthem. Exeunt. 

I tr [Enter the Prince and Points . 

. Prin, The theeues haue bound the true men: novyecoulde 
thou and I rob the theeues, and go merily to London, it woulde 
be argument -for a week e, laughter for amoneth,and a good left 
for cuer, 

P eints . j Stand clofc, I hcare tliem eomming. 

Enter thq theeues againe, 

■Fh <7? Come, my ma(lcr;,lec vs fhare,and then to> horfe before 
day: and the Prince and Poi.nes bee not two arrant cowardcs, 
there’sno equitie ftirring,therfs no more valour in tliat Points, 
then in a wilde dutke. li; 

Prin, 
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The Jriijiorit 



As they are [haring , Prince And Point 4 

prin, Your money ,}fft Vpoktkim/they all runne aWay, and 
Pout. Villamcs. jFalftaljfe after a bloty or two runs aWay 

^too,lcauing-the boetie behind e them . 

Prw. Got with much cafe.Now merrily to liorfe: the theeues 
are fcattered,and poffetVwith feare fo ltrongly * that they dare 
not meete each other,cach takes his fellow for an officer^ atoay 
good Ned, FalftaMPe Iweates to \foath, and lards the leane earth 
as he walkes along, wer’t not for laughing I fhould pittie ium. 
Points. How the rogue roar'd. Exeunt, 

•. Enter Hot {fur Joins, reading a letter . 

But for mine eWtte partly Lord , l could be well contented to bee 
there , in refpett of the hue I beareyonr houfe. 

*He could be contented,w hy is he not then ? in the refpeft of 
the loue he beares our fioufo: lie fhewes inthis,he loues his own 
barne better tJicnhc loues our houfe. Let me fee fome more, 

T he purpofeyou undertake is dangerous. 

Why that’s certainejfis dangerous to take acold,to fleepe, 
to dririke,butltell you (my Lordfoole) out of this nettle dan** 
gei^we plucke this -flower iafetie. 

Tl he purpofeyou undertake is dangerous , the friends you haue na~* 



low cowardly hmde,and.y ou lye; .\Vhata lacke^brainei? this? by 
the Lord our plot is a good plot,as euer was laid^ur trends true 
and conftant;a goodplot^good friends,§c fulofexpeftation.-an 
excellent plot, very good friends j wh'at a fr eft tie fpirited rogue is 
thi$^why,my LorcfoFYorke commends the plot,andthe genc- 
&ili couvfeofche A&iomZoundes and l were now by this raf-* 
call,! coBWbratile 'hxm with his Ladies- fennev Is there hot my* 
father, my vncle, and my 1’elfc, Lord Edmond Mortitner, my 
Lord of Yorke,aBd Ow en Gldndowef to there not bcfitles-the 
DowglasJhaue I not al their letters to meete me in armes by the 
ftinthofi the next-moritfi i aiidare they not fdme of them fet ol- 
<w3rd alreadie? what a "pagan rafcall is this, and infidel? Ha^y on 
fhallfee novKn very fificentie of feare and cold heart ,wi-l iC -° 
the lOng, and lay open all our proceedings. 0, 1 could deuic e 

C. a r*' . tiiUisp ^ ^ 
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my felfe, & go to buffets, for mouingfuch a dull of skim milke 
with fo honorable an aflion. Hang him, let him tell the king, vi e 
are preparcdrl will fetforward to night. Enter his Lady , 

How now Kate, I mull leaue you within thefc two hourcs* 
Lady. O my good Lord, w hy are you thus alone? 

For what offence haue I this fortnight bin 
A bamlht woman from my Harries bed? 

T ell me,fweet Lord, what is’t that takes from thee 
Thy ftomake, pleafure,andthy golden ilecpc? 

Why doll thou bend thine eyes vpon the earth? 

And Hart fo often when thou fitft alone? 

Why haft thou loft the frefh bloud in thy cheekes? 

A nd giuen my treafurcs and my rights of thee 
T o thicke eyde mufing, and curft melancholy? 

In thy faint (lumbers, 1 by thee haue watclit, 

And heard thee murmur tales of yjonwars, 

Speake tearmes ofmannage to thy bounding fteed, 

Cry courage to the field. And thou hall talkt 
Of Tallies, and retyres of trenches, tents, • * 

Of pallizadoes, frontiers, parapets, . 

Of bafilisks, of canon, culuerin, 

Of prifoners ranfome, and of fouldiours flame, 

Arid all the currents of a heddy fight, 

T hy fpirit w ithin the e hath bin fo at war. 

And thus hath fo beftird thee in thy lleepe. 

That beds of fiveat haue ftoodvpon thy brow 
Like bubbles in a late difturbed ftreame, C •; •; 

And in thy face ftrahge motions haue appeard, 

S nch as we fee when men rellraine their breath. 

On fome great fuddaine hafte.O.w'hatportents are theft? 

Some heauy bniines hath my Lord in hand. 

And I mull know it, elfc he loues me not. 

H ot . What ho, is Gilliams with the packe t gone? 

Ser, He is, my Lord, an hourc ago. 

Hot. Hath Butler brought thofe horfesfromtlie Sheriffe? 

Ser. Onehorfe, my Lord, he brought euen now. 

Hot. W hathorfe, Roane .?. a cropeare, is it not? 

Ser. It is my Lord. 

D ’ H0 . , 
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Tftc Hijloriz * 

Hof. That Roane fhal be ray throne. Well, I will backe him 
llraigiit: O Efpcrance, bid Butler lead him forth into die parkc. 
La. But hcare you my Lord* 

Hot. What faill thou my Lady? 

La . What is it carries you away ?. 

Hot , Why, my horfe(my loue)my horfe. 

La, O ut y ou madhedded ape, aweazelhath not fuch a deale 
of fpleeue, as you aretoftwidvlii faith, ile know your bufines 
Harry, that I wil,l feare.my brother Mortimer doth dir about 
his titlcjdc hath lent for you to line liis cnterprife,but if you goe. 
Hot. So far afoot , I fliall be weary, loue* 

La, Come, come youParaquito,anfweremee Jire&ly, vnto 
tills quedion tliat I fhaliaske : in faith, ile breake thy little fin- 
ger, Harry , and' if thou wilt not tell me all things true. 

Hot. Away, away you trifler, loue, I loue.th.ee not, 

I care not for thee Kate, this is no world 
To play with niammets y and to tilrwith lips, 

W e mud haue bloudy nofes, and crackt crownes.. 

And pa(Te them currant too: gods me, my horfe: 

What laid thou Kate? what woldd thou haue mdvmc? 

La. Doyounot loue me? do youootindeed?. 

Well, doe not then, for fince youJouc me nor, 

I will not loue my felfe. Doe you not loue me£ 

Nay, tell me, if you fpeake in ieaft , or no? 

Hot, Come, wilt tho u-fec me ride ? 

And when I am ahoricbackc, I will Iwcai'e,- 
I loue thet infinitely. But harkeyou Kate, 

I mud not haueyou hencefoith,quedion me,. 

Whither I goe,-nor reafon, wbereab out : 

Whither I mud, I mud, and to conclud e, 

This euening mufti leaue you gentle Kate : 

I know you wife, but yetno fattherwife, 

Then Harry Percies wife: conftant you are,- 
But yet a woman, and forfecrecy. 

No Lady clofer, for i well belccue,. 

Thou wilt not vtter, what thou dod not know: 

And ib far will I trudj thee,, gentle Kate* 

La. How, fo far? 
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Hof. Net an inch further, butharkc you Katc> 

Whither I goe, tlnther lhallyou.goe too: 

To day will I fet forth, to morrow you: 

Will this content you, Kate? 

La* It muft of force. Exeunt. 

Enter Trine cava Voines. 

Vrift* Nedypr ethee come out of tliat fat roome, and lend me 
thy hand to laugh a little. 

Poi, W here haft bin,Hal? 

•Pj 'in, Withthree or tourelogger-hcads , atnongd threC'or 
fourscore hogflicads. I haue iounded the very bale ftnng of 
hunulitic. Sirra, 1 am fworne brother to alcafh of drawers, and 
.can call them all by their chriften names, as Tom , Dicke , and 
Francis: they rake it already vpon their faluation, that though I 
be but Prince of Wales, yet 1 am the king of Cuitefie,& tel me 
flatly,! am no proud Iacke,hke Falftalffc, but a Corinthian, a 
ladof mettal,agood boy, ( by the Lord, fo they call me) ^nd. 
when I am King of England, I fliall command all the good lads:. 
inEaftcheape, They call drinking deepe, dying fcarlet, and 
when you breathe in yOur watering, they cry hern, and bid you 
play it off. T o conclude, I am lo good a proficien t in one quar-» 
ter of anhourejthatlcandrinke w'ith any Tinker, m his own 
language, during my life; I cell thee, Ned , thouhaft loft much 
honour,* that thou wertnotwithmc, in this action. \ -but fweet 
Ned, to fweeten which name of Ned, I giue thee this peniworth 
of fugar, clapt euen now into my hand, by an vndcrskinkei\ 
one tliat neuer Ipake other Englifh in his life , then eight (hil- 
lings and fixe pence, and you are welcome , with this flirift ad- 
ditio, anon, anon firjskore apint of baftard in the h^femoone. 
or fo, ButNcd , to driuc away the tune till Falftalfte come : I 
prethce,doe thou ft and m fome by-roome,while I queflion my 
puny drawer, to what end he gaue me. the fugar, and doe thou 
neuer leaue calling Frances, tliat his tale to me may be nothing 
but anon; ftepafide, and ilefliew thee aprefent. 

Tom. Frances, > Trln. Thou artpeifcft* 

Frances. Enter Drawer. 












*Tbe Hijlorie. 

prin. Come hither,Frances. Fran, My Lord. 

Prin. How long haft thou to fcrue,Frances? 

Fran, Forfooth, fiue y eeres, and as much as to. 

Po. Frances. 

Fran. Anon, anon hr. 

Prin, Fiue ycere,berlady a long leafe for the clinking ofpew- 
ter; but Frances, dareft thou be fo vahant,as to play die coward 
with thy Indenture , and drew it a faire pane of hceles, and run 
from it? 

Fran. O Lord fir, ile be fwome vpon all the bookes in Eng- 
land, I could find in my heart. 

Poin. Frances, Fran. Anon fir. 

Prin, How old art thou,Frances ? 

Fran. Let me fee, about Michaelmas next I fhali be. 

Poi» t Frances; 

Fran, Anon fir,prayyou ftay a little my Lord. 

Prin, Nay but harke you Frances, for the fugar thou gaueft 
me, t’ was a p eni worth , was’c not; 

Fran, Q Lord, I would it had bin two. 

Prin, I will giue thee for it, a thoufand pound,askc me when 
thou wilt, and thou (halt haue it. 

P oin, Frances. F ran, Anon, anon. 

1 Prin , Anon Frances,no Frances, but to morrow Frances: or 
Frances a Thurfday; or indeed Frances when thou wilt. But 
Frances. 

F ran. My Lord, 

Prin, 'Wilt thou rob this Ieatherne Icrkin , criftall button, 
not-pated, agat ring, puke ftocking , Caddice garter , fmooth 
tong’ue, fpafnifh pouch? 

Fran. O Lord fir, who doc you meane? 

Prin. Why, then your browne ballard isyouronely drinke? 
for looke you Frances , your white canuas doublet will fulley. 
In Barbary fir, it cannot come to fo much. 

Fran, What fir? Poin. Frances. 

Prin. Away you rogue, doft thou not hcare them call. 
fiere they both call him, the Drafter Hands amazed, nst knofting 
fthich war togoe- Enter Vintner. 

Vint, What, ttandlt thou ftil, andhearft fuch a calling? looke 
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to the ghefts within. My Lord, old fir Iohn with lialfe a douzen 
more are atthe doore,fhallI letthem in? 

PrinXet them alone awhile, and then open the door t'.Poines, 

Pot, Anon,?.non fir. Enter Poines. 

'Prrnce. Sirra.FalftalfFe and the reft ofthc theeues are at the 
doore.,lhall we be merry? 

p oi. As merry as Crickets, my ladfout harke ye,what cunning 
match haue you made with this left of the Drawer? come,what's 

Prin, I am now of all humours, that haue fhewed themfelues 
humours fince the old dayes of goodman Adam, to the pupil! 
age of this prefent twelue a clocke at midnight. What’s a docke, 
Frances ? 

Fran. A non, anon fir, 

Prin. That euer this fellowe fhould haue fewer words then 
a Parrat,& yet the fonne of a wo man. His induftrie is vp ftaires ^ 
and downe ftaires, his eloquence the parcel of a reckoning,! am 
not yet of Percies minde, the Hotfpur ofthe North, he thatkils 
me fomc fixe or feuen douzen of Scots at a breakefaft , walhes 
liis handes, and fayes to his wife,Fie vpon this quiet life, I want 
wbrke, O my fweet Harry faies lhc! how many baft thou kild 
to day ? Giue my Roane horfe a drench (layes hee ) and aun-° 
fwers fome fourteene, an hour after atrifle, atriflle. I prethcc 
call in Falftalffe,ileplay Percy, and that damndc brawne fiiall 
play Dame Mortimer his wife. I\ino faies the drunkard : call in 
ill bs, call in Tallow, 

Enter Falftalffe. 

Pei. Welcome Iacke,where haft thou bene; 

Falf, A plague ofal cowards 1 fay, and a vengeance too, mar- 
ry and Amen : gitie me a cup of iacke boy, E’re I lead this life 
long, ile fow neat’nerftocks,and mend them, & foote them too, 

A plague of all cowards. Giue me a cup of facke, rogue, is there 
no veitue extant ? he drin\eth. 

Pm. Didft: thou neuer fee T itan kifle a dilh of butter,pitiful 
hartedTitanthatmeltedatthelweettaleof the Tonnes? if thou 
didft ? thcn behold that compound, 

' D3 
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'Jl)c J~iiJtorie 

Jalf. You rogue, hcere’s lime in tliis facke too,therc is no-* 
tiling but rogery to be. found in villanous man, yet a covvardc is 
vvorie then a cup offacke with lime in it, A villanous coward. 
Go thy way es old Iacke,die when thou wilt, if manhood, good 
manhood b e not forgot vp on the face of the earth, then am/a 
ihotten herring : there hues not three good men vnhang’d in 
England,and one of them isfat,andgrowes old, God help the 
while, a bad. world /fay, I would /were a weauer, / could fing 
pfalmes, or any thing, A plague of all cowards,/ fay Hill, 

' Prin. How now, Woliackc, what inupter you? 

E*/, A kings fonnehf /doe not beat thee out ofphy kingdom 
with a dagger oflath, and driue all thy lubiects afore thee like a 
flock of wilde gcefe, ile neuer weare liaire on my face more, you 
Prince of Wales, 

P rift. Why you horefon round-man, what’s the matter? 

F aif. Are you not a covvardc ? aunlivere me to that, and 
Poyncs there. 

Pew, Zoundcs ye £atpaunch,and yc call me cowarde,by the 
Lord,ilcftab thee. 

Half /call thee cowarde?ile fee thee damndc ere / call thee 
cowardjbut / would giue a thoufand pound / coulde runne as 
fall as thou canft,Y ou arc ftraiglit cuough in the lhoulders,you 
care not who lees your backe : call you that backing of your 
friends; a plague vpon fuch backing: giue mee them that will 
face me; glue me a cup of facke. I am a rogue xf/dranke to day. 

Prh.O villain, thy lips arc fcarfe wip’t lincc thou druk’il laft. 

palf. Allis one for that. Uedrinketh. 

A plague of all cowards, liill fay I, _ 

P riff. What’s the matter? 

F*lf. What’s the matterftherc be foure. of vs here haue tano 
a thouiand pound this day morning, 

Vrin. Whereis it, Iacke, where is it? 

p gif. Where is it? taken from vs it is ; a hundred vpon poorc 

foure of ys, 

Prin. What,?. hundred, man? 

Fitlf, I am a rogue,if / were not at halfe f\vord,with a douzen 
ofthemtwo hourcs togetlier. 1 haue leap t by myracle, I avci 
fight times tl'.rull through the doublet, foure through the ° c > 
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my buckler cut through and through, my fworde hack’tlike a 
hand-law,ett* [ignum. I neuer dealt better fincel was a man, a! 
would not do, A plague ofall cowards,let them fpeake, ifthey 
fpeake more orlell'e then trueth,they are villains, and the Ibnncs 

of darken die. 

Gad. Speake,firs, how vvasit ?• 

We foure fet vpon fome douzen. 

Fail. Sixeteene,at lead, my Lord, 

And bound them. 

Pc/e,No,no, they were notbound. 

Fa!. You rogue, they were bound, cucry man of them, or I 
am a lew elle,and Ebrew lew, 

pffs. As wc were (haring, fome fixe or feuen frclh men fet 
vpon vs. 

Fat. And vnbound the reft,andrhen come in the other. 
Pm. What, fought ye with them all? 

Fal. All? /know not what ye call all: but if I fought not with 
fiftieof them, /am a bunch ofradifh : if there were liottwo or 
"three and fiiiie vpon poorc oldelacke, then am l no two leg’d 
creature. 

Pm, Pray God , you haue notmurthered lome oftliem, 
F<»/, Nay .that’s pall praying for, / haue pepper’d two of the. 
Two /am lure /haue paied, two rogues in buckrom futes : /tell 
thee what, Hal, if I tell thee a lie, Ipit in my face; call me horlc: 
thou knowelt myolde warde : here /lay, and thus/ bore my 
point; foure rogues in buckrom let driue at me. 

Vrin. Whatjfoure? thou lay d’ll buttwo,cucnnow, 

F at. Foure,HaI, I told thee foure. 

Torn, I, I, he fa id, foure, 

Fal. Thefefoute came all afront, and mainely thrull at me; 
I made me no more adoe, but tooke all their feuen points in my 
target, thus. 

Prin. Seuen?wliy there were but foure,encn now, 

Fal. In Buckrom. 

Vojnes. /, foure, in Buckrom fuites. 

Vat. Seuen.by thefe hilts,or I am a villaine elfe. 

Prince. Prcthee let him alone,we lhall haue more anon. 

Fat, Do eft thouheare mc,Hal ; 



T’rtticf, 






'The Flijloric 

Vritt. I,and marke thee too,Iacke, 

Falf. Do fo,for it is worth the liftning to, there nine in Buck-, 
rom t hat I told thee of. 

Priti, So, two more already* 

F alf. Their points being broken. 

Tom, Dovvne fell his hole . 

F alf. Began to giue me ground.but I followed me cIofc,came 
in, foot, and hand, & with axhought,feucn of the eleuen I paid. 
Priw.O monftrousleleuen Buckrom men grownc out of two? 
Frf/yTBut as the deuil would liaue it,three misbegottenknaues 
in Kendall greene came at my backe, and let driue at me, for it 
waslodarke, Hal,that thou could’ft not fee thy hand. 

Prw.rThefelyes are like the lather that begets the, groffe as 
a mountaine,open, palpable. Why thou clay-brain d guts,thou 
knotty-pated foole ; thou horefon oblcene grealle tallow-catch* 
F alf VVhat,art thou mad; art thou madfts not tiie trueth the 

trueth? ; 1 

P rin. Why, how could# thou know thefe men m Kendall 
i green, whe it was fo darke thou could’ft not lee thy handfeome 
tell vs your reafon. What lay eft thou to this ? 

Pettis Come your realon,Iacke, your realbn. 

F 'air what, vpon compulfion? Zoundes , and I were at the 
ftrappado,or all the rackes in the worlde,I would not tel you on 
compullion. Giue you a reafon on compullion; if reafons weie 
as pi entie as blacke-berncs,! would giue no man a reafon vpoa 

C ° Prfce . lie be no longer guiltie of thisfinne. This fanguinc 
coward, this bedprelfer, tins horle-backe-breaker, this huge 

Fa Zbloud you ftarueling,you elfskin,you dried neatstoug you 
buHpizzel,you ftockfifluO for breath to v.tteyvhat its ike thee, 
you catlcrs yard, you ftieath,youbowcafc, youvdetta^ngmek. 
Vrin. Wci,breathe a while, and then to it againe,^^tho« 

haft tired thy felfe in bafe copanfons, hcare me fpeakc butch . 

Voynes. Marke, Iacke. . j r 1 

Pr/». We two faw you foure fet on loure,& bound them,an 
were mart cis of their wcalth:marke now how a pla me tale 1 * 
put you downe, then did wee two fet on y ou toure , an a 
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cfltJcnry the fourth* 

wordc-outfac’tyoufromypur prize, dthaueit, yeaj&tin-fhew 

it you herein the houfeiand Falftalffe,you carried your guts a- 
way as nimbly .with as quicke dexteriuc,&roard for mercy ,and 
llil run and roar e, as eder I heard B uLcalf. Wlwcaftaue an thou 
to hacke thy fword as thou halt done; & then fay it warm fight* 
What tricke? what deuice ? what ftamngJiolecanft thou now 
find out, to lude thee from thisopen and apparent lhame? 
foitt. Come, let’s hear c .1 acke , what tricke halt thou now? 
Talft. By the Lord , 1 knew y ce as wellas hee that made yce. i 
Why, heare you , niy mafters, -wa s it for me, to kill the heire ap- 
parant; fhould 1 tome vpon theirue Prince? Why, thouknow- 
eft, I am as valiant, as Hercules.: but, bewarcmftni&j thelyoii 
will not touch thetrue Prince, infti®£fis a great matter. I was 
a coward on inftind, I fhall tlunke the better of my felfe, and 
thee, during my life*, I , for a valiant lyon, and thou, for a tiue. 
Prince: but, by tire Lord, lads, I am glad you liaue die money. 
Hoftcfle-daptothe docres, watch tb night, pray to moiro.v, 
gallants, lads, boy es, hearts of gold,all die titles of goodfdlow- 
fhip come to you. What, fhall we bee merrie, ihall wehauc 

a play extempore? . , 

p r in, Content, and tire argument fhall be,thy running away* 
Fa. A, no more of rhat,Hal,& thou loueft me.Enter bo(hfse. 
Ho. O Iefu, my Lord the Prince 1 

< 7Vi».Hc\v now, my lady the hoftcfle,whatiaift thou to me? 
ffo.Marry,my L. there is a noble-man of the court,at doore, 
would fpeakc with you : hefayes, he comes horn your Father. 

Vr 'm. Giue him asmuch,as will make him a royail man , and 
fend lum backe agame to my mother* 

Frf/What manerof manishe? 

Ho. An old man. ; • 

Fal. What doth grauitie out of his bed at midnight? Shall I 
giue him his anfwerc? . . 

Priti. Prethee do ,1 acke . Fa!. Faith ,and lie fen d lum packing* 

Exit. 

Prrw.Now firs, birlady you foughtfairc , fo did you Petcvo 
did you Bardol, you are lions to , you ran away vpon mini it f 3 
you will not touch the true Prince, no fie. 







2 IxJ-fiftoric 

Vri*. Faith, tell me now in carncft,how came Falft, tiffs fword 
lohacktf 

***** Why, hee hacktit with his dagger, and faid hee would 
fwearetructh out of England, buthc would make you beleeue 
it was done in fight, and perfwaded vs to doe the like. 

Car Yea, and to tickle our nofes with ipearc-graflc, to make 

them bleed, and then to beflubber our garments with it and 

fwcare it was the bloud of true men . J did that I did not this f c - 
uenycerc before, I blufhtto heare his monftrous dcuiccs, 

Vrin, O villaine, thou ftoleft a cup of Sacke eigl.teene veers 
ago, and wert taken with the matter , andeuer fine* thou haft 
biulht extempore, thou hadft fire and f.vordon thy frde,and yet 
thou ranft away : what inftinft liadft thou for it; 

Ear My Lord, do you feethele meteors? do you behold thefc 
exhalations* Vrincc , I doe* 

Bar. Wliat thinkc you they portend} 

Pri». Hot liuers, and cold purfes. 

Bar t CJioler, my Lord, if rightly taken. 

. Enter Valftalffc, 

Trtn, No, if rightly taken, halter.; Here comes Ieane lackey 
Iiere comer bare bone : how now my fvveete creature of bum- 
ba(l,how longis’t ago,Iacke,fince thou faw*ft thine owne knee? 

F<*LMy owne knee? when I was abouttby yeeres (Hal)Iwas 
not an Eagles talent iii the vvafte: I could haue crept into any 
Aldermans thumbe ring:a plague offighing & griefe,it blovves 
a man vplike abladder. Tiler’s villainous newes abroad, here 
was fir l ; ohn Bracy from your father: you muft to the Court in 
the morning. T hat fame mad fellowiof the North, Percy, and 
he of Wales, that gauc Atnamon the baftmado, and made Lu- 
cifer cuckold , and fwore the diuell his true liegeman vpon the 
crofie of a Welfh hooke : what a plague call you him? 

Voines. O, Glendower, 

Tal. Owen, Owen, the fame , and his fonne in law Morti- 
mer, and old Northumberland, and that fprightly Scot of 
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Fa!, You. haue hit it. 

why , what a rafcatl art thou then , toprairchirafofor 

"£& hotfcbacke (yc cucko’.v)but afoocc lie wJJ not budge 
g footc. ' . 

wfiy.cisthcretoo,,„dpne 
Mordache, a Jad.oufa.td blew caps more Worcefer « ftelne 

swaytekight, thy fathers bcardis totuduhitcwitli tee newes, 
vou may buy land now as cheapens lbnking Machiel. 
y P^Wlw then , it is like,if there comcahotte Iune , and 
tliis cmiUbuftcting hold,we Ihall buy maidenheads,as they buy 

h °fe?ByK faift truc ’ ic is Uke "' c ^ lia b U ,® 

good 4admg that way : but, tell me, Hal , art not 
I'eardf thou being heire apparant , 

outtbreefuch enemies agamc, aschatfiend Dowg^t^fpi- 
rit Percy ,& that diuell GlcndowerJart thou not horribly afi aiu 5 

doth not thy bloud thril at it? . . . . 

, Vritt. Notaw'hit ifaith, Ilacke fomcof thy lnftinct. 

Fain. Well, thou wilt be horribly chiddc to morrow when 
thoucommeft tothy father, if thouloue mee : praftifc an an- 
^ c c 

^ Price. Dothou ftandformy father .and examine me vpon 

wncent^This chaire Hiallbe niy ftate,t!iis dag- 
«er my feepter, and this cufhion my crownc. ^ 

& Pm. Thy ftate is taken for aioynd ftoolc, thygpldenkcptcr 
for a leaden dagger, and thy precious rich crownc, orapiti 

bald crowned , . . • 

Fal. Well, andthefire'of grace bee not quite out o , 

now Hiatt thou bemooued. Giucmecacupol Sacke o 
my eyes Iooke redde , that it may bee thought haue wep , 
for I muft fpeakc in pafsion, and I will doc it , in king am <■ 

vainc ‘ E 3 







'I * be historic 

"Prince W ell, here is my leg. 

Fal. And here is my fpeechjftarid afide,NohiIitie. 

Tie. O Iei'j; tlusis excellent fport, IfaitJi, 

tal. For Gods lake.Lords, conuay my truftfull Queene 
zorteares doeftopthefioud-gatesof her eyes. 9 

Ho. Olefu, he doth it, as like one of thcleharlotrie plaier- 
aseuerllec. v H 

Frf/. Peace, good pint-pot, peace, good tickle-braine. 

Harry, I doe not ondy maruaile , where thou ipendefi thv 
tnnc:buta!/o,how' thou art accompanied. For, though the cam. 
nioniill J dier.iorc itis troden on, ti:e fallen it groivcs~:fo youth 
the- more it is wafted ,the fooner it weares : that thou art my fon 
, at i c P art |y thy mothers word, partly my owne opinion , but 
• rfe™ mckc of thine eye, and a fooliiii hanging of 
thy neadier lip, that doth warrant me. If then thou be fonne to 
nie, here lies the point : why, beeingfomie to mee, art thou lb 
pointed at; fhall the bleflcdtlonnc of heauen.prooue a niicher, 
and eathlackc-bbrries? a queftiiii not to be ask. Shall the fon 
bf England, prone a theefe, and take purles ; aqueftionto be 
askr, 1 here is a thing, Harry, which thou halt often heard ofy 
and it is known to many in our land, by die name of pitch. Tins 
P ltc I 1 . ? ( as ancient writers do report) dotih d*efile:.fo doth the co- 
panie thou keepeftrfor Harry* -novw I doe not fpcake ro thee m 
drinke*but in teares.5 not in pleafure*but in pafsio not in .words 
onely* but in woes alfo:and yet there is avertuous imn^whom 
I Jiaue ofren noted in thy company, but I know not his name. 
Vrin* What maner of man^anditlikc your Maieftie? 

1^4 A goodly portly man ifaith,and a corptilent^of a cheered 
full looke, apleafing eie* Sc a molt noble iarriage ? Sc as I think* 
his ageTome fiftie, or birlady, inclining to threcicore^and now 
I remember mee* his name isFalJta/jfe: if that man fhouldbee 
lewdly giuen_, lice deceiueth me. For Harry, 1 fee vcrtucin his 
lookes : if then the tree may bee knowne byrtfoe fruit, as the 
iruit. by the tree 5 then, peremptorily I fpcake it, there as vertue in 
shat talf} alffe y himkeepe with, the reft bamlh:& tel me now, 
^hou nauglitic variety tell me* where halt thou bin f this month? 

Print 
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1 of Henry the fourth* 

?rw.Doft thou fpeakc like a king? do thou Hand for me, and 

lXe fal Depofome,ifthou doftithalfe lb gtauejy/o maiefticak 
ly both in w ord and matter, hang me vp by the lieeles for a rab- 
bet fucker, or a poulters Hare. 

Prm. Well, here I am let. 

Saif. And here I (land, fudge, my mailers. • 

frin. NovVjHarry, whence come you ? 
fa if. My noble Lord/rom Ealtchcape. 
frince. The complaints I heare of thee, arc grieuous. 
falf. Zblood, my Lord, they are falfe: nay, lie tickle ye for a 
yong prince Ifaith. «■ - 

prin. Sweareit thou,vngraciousboy ? henceforth nc’re looke 
on me, thou art violently carried away from grace, there is a de- 
tail haunts thee,in the hkeneffe of an olde fat man, a tun of man 
is thy companion: why doeft thou conuerfe with that trunke of 
b.iunours,that boulunghutch of beaftlineflc, that fwolne parcell 
of dropfies, that huge bombard oflacke,that fluff cloak ebag of 
guts, that rolled M anningtree Qxe with the pudding in his bel- 
ly, that reuerent vice, that gray iniquitie ,that father ruffian,tliac 
vanitie in yeeres? wherein is he good, but to talle facke & drinke 
itfwherein neat & cleanly ,but to carue a capon & eat ^where- 
in cunning, but in craft; wherein craftte, but in rillanie/where- 
in.villanous, but in all 'dungs; wherein worthy ,but in nothing? 

Falf. I would your grace would take mce with you, whorne 
meancs your grace; 

frince. That villanous abominable milleader of youth ;FaI» 
£lalffe,that olde white bearded Sathan. . 

Falf. My Lord, die man I know# 
friti, 1 know,diou doeft# 

Falf. Buttofay,I know more harme in him then in my felr, 
Were to lay morethen I know : that he is old, the more the pic— 
ticJiis white haires doe witnefTc it,but that lie is failing your re- 
uertnce,a whorcmafter,tbat I vtterly deny : if facke and fugar 
beafaultjGod Jielpe thewickedjifto be old and mery be a (in, 
the many an old hoft that I know is damn'd ;if to be fat, be to be 
hated, the Pharaos leane kine are to be loued»No,my good lord, 
banifh Pcto,bamfh Bardol,barulli Poines,but for fweet Iacke 

E 3 Falftalffe, 








t'J t>Jdl ifdlETBTd IdJETd) EFBI r'Jc'l MdMEIdMEmHEJEIZIRrEfZrZJPJT’ 




-L be Jriijtorit 

Falfialffe, kinde lacke FalftaiflFc,true lacke Fal&Iffe, valiant 
Jacke Falflalffe, and therefore more valiant, being as he is olde 
lacke F?Jilalffe,banifh not him thy Harries companie , banifh 
not him thy Harries companie, banifh plumpe lacke, and ba- 
nifh all die world. \ 

Ur in. /,do,I will, E nter'Bardellr timings 

Bar. O, my Lord, my Lord, the Sherifc, widi a mollmoji- 
ftrous watches at the doore. 

Fa/. Out you rogue,play outdieplayil hauemuchtofayin 
the bchalfc ofthat Falftalife. 

Enter theHoftcfie. 

H«/J . O Iefu,my Lord, my L ord ! 

Prince, Heigh, heigh, the diuel rides vpona fiddle fticke, 1 
what’s die matter i 

H«f, The Sherifc and al the watch are at the doore,theyara 
, come to fcarch the houfc,fhall /let them in ? 

Fal. Docft thou heare, Hal; neuercall atrue piece of goldc a 
COunterfet,thou art eficndally made without feemingfo. 

Trmce. And thou, a naturall cow'ard without mltinch 

Fal, l deny your Maior,ifyouwil deny the Sherifc fo, if not, 
let him entcr.If/becomenota Cart as well as another man, a 
plague on my bringi ng vp : I hope I fhall asfoone b c ftran|lc d 
with a halter as another. x 

Prift. Go, hide dice behinde the Arras, the reft walke vp a- 
boue: now my matters, for a true facc,and good confidence, 

Fal, Both which I hauc had, but tbeir date is out, and there- 
fore ilehideme. 

Print Call in the Sherife. 

E nter Sherife and the Carrier , 

Urin. Nov/, mailer Sherife, what is your will with me ? 

S be ¥ Firft.pardon me, my Lord, A hue and cry hath followed 
certaine men vnto this houle. 

Urin. Whatfocn? 

she t One of them is well knowen,my gracious Lord, a greue 
fat man. 

Car. As fat, as butter. 

Print The man, I do afliire you is not here. 

For I my feife at dus timehaue lmploid him ; 
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Ami Sherife, /will ingage my word to thee, 

That /will by to morrow dinnertime, 

S end him to anfwere thee or any man. 

For any thing he fhall be charg’d withall. 

And fo let me intreat you leaue the houfe. 

She 4 1 will,my Lord: there are two gentlemen 
Hauc, in this robbery, loft 300, markes. 

Urin. It may be fo: if he haue rob’d thefe men. 

He fhall be anfwerafeleiand fo farewell. 

She. God nightymy noble Lord. 

Urin. /thinke it is god morrow, is it not ? 

j’be.Indeedjtny Lord, I thinke it be two a clock?, Exit. 

Prin. This oylie rafeal is knowne as well as Pouleslgoe call 
him forth. 

Pfid .Faiftalffe? fall afleepe behinde the Arras, and fnorting 
like ahorfe. 

Pr/.Harke, how hard he fetches breath, fearch his pockets* 
Hefearebeth his pockjet >and findeth certaine faperf, 

frin. What haft thou found ? 

Pet. Nodiing butpapers, my Lord, 

Prin. Let’s lee whatthey be : read them* 

Item, a capon, *- s di.d. 

ltcm,fawce. iiji.d* 

3 tern, facke, two gallons, v,s.viii,d. 

Item,anchaue$ and facke after fupper, 3 .s,vi.d. 

Item, bread, ob. 

O moftreus l but one halfepcnivvorth of bread to this intole- 
rable dealc of fack? whatthereiselfekeepclofe,wcc'lereaditat 
more aduaritage:there let him fleepe till dayjilc to the court in 
die morning. We mull all to the wan es, and thy place fhall be 
honorable, lie procure this fat rogue a charge of foot?, and I 
know his death wil be a march of tweluc fcore,the money fhall 
be paid backc again e with aduautage; bee with me betimes in 
the morning, and fo good morrow Peto, 

Pete. Good mon - ow,good my Lord. Exeunt. 

Enter lIotffur.p'^orccfier,LerdMotimcr l 
Often Cjlendoftcr. 

KM»r. Thefe prpmifes arc faire,the parties fore. 

And 








The Mijlorte 

Anti oar mdu&ionfullofprofpeioushope. 
fl'tfr.Lord Mortimer.and coolen Glcndowcr wilyou fitdown? 
and Vncle Worccfter; a plague vpon it/hau? forgot the map] 

glen daw. Nowhere it is; fit Ccofcn Pcrcie, fit good Cookn 
Hodpur/or by that name, as oft as Lancafter doth fpeakofyou, 
his cheeke lookes pale, and with a nfing fight he wifhech you in 
lieauen. ■ 

Hot, And ypu in hell, as oft as he heares Owen GUfidower 
fpokeof. 

Glen, /cannot blame him ; at my hatiniti® 

The front ofheauenvvasfulloffieriefhapes 
Of burning crcffets, and at my birth 
The frame and foundation of the earth 
$ haked like a coward. 

Hot. W hy,fo it would haue done at the fame feafon, if your 
mothers cat had b ut kittened, though y our felfe had neuer ben® 
borne, 

C len, I fay, the earth did lhake when / was borne* 

Hot, And I fay,the earth was not of my tiunde, 

Ifyou fuppofc,as fearing you, it fhooke. 

Glen. The lieauens were all on fire,the earth did tremble. 

Hot. Oh 3 then the earth fhooke to fee the heauens on fire, 
And not in feare ofyour natiuitie, 

Difcafed nature oftentimes breakes forth 
/ In itrange eruptions, oft the teeming earth 
Is with a kind of collicke pincht and vex’t. 

By the imprifoning of vnruly winde 
Within her wombe, which for inlargcment ftriuing, 
Shakestheold Beldame earth, and topples downe 
Steeples and moflegrowen towers. At your birth 
Our Grandam earth, hauing this dilbempraturc 
In paision fhooke. 

Glen. Coofenyofmanymen 
I do not beare theie crofsings: giue me leaue 
T o tell you once agamc,that at ray birth 
T he front ofbeauen was full ©f fime fhapes. 

The goates ran from the mouiitainesjand the h cards 
Were llrangely clamorous to the frighted fields. 
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of Henry the fourth 

Thefefigncs haue markt me extraordinary, ' . 

And all the courfes of my life doe fhew, ' , r::s ^ 

I am not in the roule of common men': 

Where is he liumg, clipt iii with the lea, 

That eludes thebancks of fngland, Scotland, Wales^ 

Winch cals me pupill, or hath read to me? 

And bring him out, that is but womans fonne, • 
CantracemeinthetediousWaies of Art®, 

And hold me pace^in deepe experiments, _ 

Hot. 1 thinke, there’s no man ipeaks better W elfli: 

lie to dinner. - J( j ; ' • ' Jj ‘ ■ 

Tylor, Peace, coofen Percy, you willmake him mad, 

Glen. I can call fpints from the vaity deepe. 

Hot, Why,fo can I, or fo can any man: - no , o:'. • tr: , 

But will they come, when you doe Call for them? ‘ 

Glen, Why, I can teach you coofen,to command the dcnil!. 
Hot. AndIcanteachthee,coofe,to fliatne thedcuil, 

By teiling trueth. Tell *rueth and ihame thedeuill; 

It thou haue power torayic him, bring him hither. 

And ile be fw orne, I haue power to fhame hull hence? 

Oh while you liue, tell trueth and fhamethe deuill. 

Mor. Come, conic., no more of this vnprofitable chat, 

C/e«. Three times hath Henry Bullingbrooke made licit; 
Ag. inrt my pow er,thiicefromthc bancks of W ) ,<r j 
And fandy bottomd Seuerne haue I lent him 
Booties home, and weather-beaten backe. 

Hot . Home wit ho ut bootes,and in foulc weather too? 

How fcapes lie agues, in the deuils name? 

C/f??.Come,hci e is the map,lhal we deuide our right, 

A ccording to our threefold order tane? 

Mor.Thc Arch-deacon hath dcuidedit . 

Into three limits, yefy equally : 

England from Trent, and Seuerne hitherto. 

By South and Haft, is to my partafsignd: 

All Welbward, Wales beyond the Seuerne fhorc s 
A nd all the fertile land within that bound. 

To Owen Glcndowcr : and dcarc^dole.to yoti, 

T he remnant Northward, lying off from Trent, • • ' 
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be 

Anti our indentures tripartite are drawn e 
Which being icaled eutcrchangeably, *" 

(A bulmcfTe that this night may execute:) 

To morrowjcooi'en Percy, you and J,. 

A nd my good Lord of W orceflcr, will fet fortS- 
Toraeet your father, and the Seottiih power, 

A sis appointed vSj-.ar Shrewsbury; 

My father Glendowcfis not ready yet. 

Nor (hall wc need lus.ht-lpethefe fourtccne daies: 

\</ ithin that (pace , you may haue drawn together 
1 our tenants, friends,& neiglibouring gentlemen,, 

Glen. A (barter time fhall fend me to you, Lords, . 

And in my condud (hall your.Ladies come. 

From wlioai you now:mu(Hleale,,& take no leauc, , 

For there will be a world of water (hed,. ■ \ 

V pon theparting of your wiucs and you* 

Hot , Me.thinks,my moiry North fro Burton here,, 

In quantitic equals not onc.of yours: 

See, how this riuer comes me cranking in, 

A nd cuts me from the belt of all my land, . 

A Huge halfe moone, a monltrous fcanclc out:.' 

He haue the currant in this place darnnd vp. 

And here the finug and (iluer Trent (hall run 
In a new channell , faire and euenly,. 

It fliall not wind, vyith fuch a deepe indent, 

To rob m sofdb rich a bottom e here. 

C/e»,Not wind? it (hall,it muft, you fee it doth, . 

Ttfor. Yea, butmarke,liowhebearcs his courfe,and runs me- 
vp,with like aduantage on the other fide, gelding theoppofedi 
conrinent,as much, as on the other fide,it takes from you. 

W't or. Yea, buta little charge will trench him here. 

And on this Northfide, win this cape of- land, 

And then he runs (traight^and eucn. 

Hot, He haue it fo , a little charge will dock, . 

Glen. lie nothaue it altred. 

Hot. Will not you? 

Glen, No, nor you (hall not. 

Hot , W ho (hall fay me nay ? 





WILLIAM SHAKESPEARE Hewy IV. Part 1 (STC 2228l) LONDON, 



of J-icnry tbc fourth, 

Glen, Why, that willl. . . m , 

Hot* Let me not vnderftandycm'tlien ^ fpeake it in W €Un> 
£/*»♦! can fpcakeEnglilh* Lord, aswcllasyouj 
For I was traind vpin the Englifh Court, 

Whcfc, being but yong, 1 framed to the harpe 
Many an EngUtli ditty, louely well. 

And gauethe tongue ahelpefull ornament: 

A vertuc, that was heuer feene m you. 

Hot, Marry,and I am glad of it, with all my heart, 

I had rather be a kitten and cry mew,' 

Then one of thefe fame miter ballet-mongers: 

I had rather licarc a brafen canftickc turnd. 

Or a drie whede grate on the axle-tree. 

And that would fet my teeth nothing an edge. 

Nothing fo much as nunfing Poetry t 
T’is like the forc’t gate of a lhuffling nag* 

Glen. Come, you (hall haue T rent turnd. 

Hot. I do not care, lie giue thrice fo much land, 

T 0 any well delcruing f riend: 

But in the way of bargainc, markc yeme: 

lie cauill on the ninth part of ahairc. 

Are the Indentures drawne? fhall we be gone? 

Glen. The Moone (hincs faire, you may away by rwghe: 

He halfe the writer, and withall, 

Brcake with y our wiues, of v our departure hence, 
l am afraid my daughter will run mad, 

So much (he doteth on her Mortimer. Hxit. 

IW«r.Fie,coofen Percy,hovv youcroffc my father. 

Hot , I cannot chufe, fometime he angers me 
With telling me of the Moldvvarpc and the Ant, 

Of the dreamer Merlin and his prophecies : 

And, of .a Dragon and a finlelTe fi(h, 

A clip-wingd Griffin and a moulten rauen, 

A couching Lyon, and a ramping Cat, 

And fuch a deale of skimblc skamblcltufrcj 
Asputs me from my faith. I tell you what, 

He held me laft night, at leaft, nine hourcs, 

lurcckoning vptliefcucrall diuds names That 
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Tic 1-hjhrit 

Thdi were his lackics : I cried Imm^ and well, go to ' 

B ut inarkt him not a worth O, he is as tedious 5 * 

As a tyred horkj a railing vvife^ 

W orfe then a finoky .boufel I hadratherliue 
With cheefe and garhke itva Windmill far. 

Then feede on cates, and haue him taIketome 5: 
in aiiy fmirmcr-houfe in ehriileiidome; 

Ti loy. In faith lie is a worthy Gentleman,.. 

Exceedingly well read andpr.ofite.d 
In ftrange concealments, valiant as a lion,. 

And wondrous affable j. and as bountifull 

As mines of India: fliall I tell von, coofen,.; 

He holdsyour tempermahigh refpeflyl 
And curbs himf^lfe, euen of his naturall icope. 

When you come erode his humor, faith he does? 

I warrancyouj that manis notaliue, 

Miglitfo hauc tempted hiui,as youhauedone. 

Without the taite of danger andreproofe: 

But doe not vfe it oft, let me intreatyou. 

W'or, In faith,my Lord-, you arc too wilfull blame,. 

And fince your comming hither haue done enough 
To put him quite befide his patience : 

Y ouauift needs icarne, Lord, to amend thisfaulc, r 

Though fometimes it Ihew greatnellejxo.urage, bloud, 

And that’s the dearefl grace itrenders you. 

Yet oftentimes it doth prefcncharOi rage, 

Defeft of manersj-wanr of gouernment^ 

Pride, hauunefle,. opinion, and diidaine,. 

Tiieleaflof vvluch,.hanting- anoble man, 

Lolcch mens heartl and dearies behind>a ftaine 
Vpon the beautieof all parts befides,, 

Beguiling them of commendation,. sUit , •; 

Hot, Well, I am Gdioold,.good maners beyour fpeedj. 
Here come our wiues,andlet vs takeour leauc. 

E.nterG Londoner 'tenth the Lakes, 

71/or. This is die deadly fpight that .angers me. 

My wife can lpeakc no Englilh, I no VVellli. 

Glen. My daughter weepes, fhefc’lc not part witiiyou, 

Shecle 
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CW’Iebe a fGuldiertoo,fhee*ieco the wars, 

Sl ^lor, Good father te 11 hcr,that (he, and my Aunt Percy 

Shal follow in your conduct fpeedily. 
b Clevdowerfpeake* to her in IFehh.andlheanfWeres 
him in the fame, 

A p e aiidi wildd hariotr ic ,* one that iao perfwafion can doc 

good vpon. ^ udiefpeakes in IT etsh. 

7 vtor. I vnderftand thy loo kcs,that pretue Welili, 

Which diou powrelt downe from thele fvvelhng heauens, 

I am too perfect inland but for fhanae 
In Inch aparley lhould / anfwere thee. 

The Lady arameinlTelsh. . . 

Mot. I vnderftand thy kiftes,and thou mine, 

And that’s a feeling deputation : 

B ut / v\ ill neuer b e a truant louc. 

Till l haue leai-n’d thy langua?.c,for thy tongue 
Makes Welih as fweet as ditties highly pend. 

Sung by a faire Quecne m a lummers bowre. 

With rauifhmg duufion to her Lute, 

' Glen. Nay,ifyoumelt,thenwiUiherunnesnad. 

TheLady fpeakes agatne tn l^elsh. 

Trior. O, /am ignorance it felfe in this* 

Glen, She bids you on the wanton nifties lay you down?, 

A nd reft your gentle head vpon her lap^ 

And file will fing the fong that pleafeth you, 

And on your eyelids crowne the God of ileepe. 

Charming your blood with pleafing heauinene y 
Makingluch difference twixt wake andfleepejr 
As is the difference betvyixt day and night, 

The houre before the hcauenly harneft teeme , 

B egins his golden progreife in the Eafl. _ 

Tdor. With all my heart, ile fit and heare her ling, 

B y that time will our booke I thinke be drawnc. 

GUn. Dofo^andthofemuficions that (hall play toy ou. 
Hang in the aire atlioufand leagues from hence. 

And lfraight they fhall be here, lit and attend, ^ 

\ , P 3 0 




jL bcj-lijtoric 

Hot, Come, Kate, thou artperfeil in lying downe; 
Come,quick,quick,that I may lay my head in thy lap. 
La, Go,yc giddy goofe, 

iv, vt t tyemufickepUyet. 

« of. Now, I perccxucthc diuel vnderflands Wcllh, 
And t is no niaruaile he is fo humorous, 

Birlady he is a good muficion. 

La. Then lhould you be nothing but muflcall. 

For you are altogether gouerned by humours: 

Lie ilill,yethiefc,and hcare the lady fing in Welfh, 

Hot, I had rather heare,lady,my brache howleinlriffi,' 
La. W ould’it thou haue thy head broken} 

Hot. No. ' 

La, Then be ftill. 

Hot. Neither, t*is a womans fault.' 

La, Now God helpe thee. 

Hot. To tlie Wdxh Ladies bed. 

La. What’s that* 



Hot, Pcaee,flic lings. 

Here the Lady ftngs a Welsh fong, 

Hot. Comc,Kate,ile hauc your long too. 

La. Not mine in good footh, 

Hcf.Not yours in good looth? Hart, you fwcare like a comfit* 
makers wife, not you in good fo oth,and as true as I iiuc, and as 
God lhallmend me, and as lure as day : 

And giucll fuch farccnetluretic for thy oathes. 

As if thou ncucr walk’ll further then Finsburic, 

Swcare me, Kate, like a lady as thou art, 

A good mouthfillxng oath,and leauc in looth. 

And fuch proteft of pepper gi nger bread 
To veluetgards,and Sunday Citizens. 

Come,fing. 

La. I will not fing, 

' Her, T’isrhc next way to turne tay!er,orbe redb reft teacher ; 
and the indentures b c drawne.ile away witliin thefe two hourcs, 
dnd fo come in when ye will. Exit. 

G/e».Come,conie,Lord Mortimer, you are asftovv. 

As Hot .Lord Percy, is on firctogoc ; 
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jBy this our booke is drawne,wccl’e but fcale,. 

And then to horfe immediatiy.. 

7/ior. With all my heart* Exeunt. 

Enter the Kingfrince. of Wales, and others. ^ 

Kino, Lords, giue vslcaue,thc Prince of Wales and I, 
Mull haue fome priuat conference, but be neere at hand. 
For we fliall prefently haue neede of you. Exeunt Lor it, 

Iknowe not whether God will haue it fo, 

. For fome difpleafing feruice I haue done. 

That in his leeret doomc,out of my bloody 
Hce’le breed reuengement andaftourgefor me S 
But thou do ell in the paftages of life. 

Make me beleeue that thou art onely marie t,. 

For the hot vengeance and therod ot hcauen. 

To punifh my miftrcadings. T ell me eitc. 

Could fuch inordinate and low defires, 

Suchpoore, fuch bare, fuch lew d,lUch meant attempts. 

Such barren pleafurcs,rudc focieuc , 

As thou art match’cwithall,and grafted to*. 

Accompany the greatnefle of thy bloo , 

And hold their leuellwuh thy princely heart? 

Erin. So pleafe your Maieftie, I would I could 
Quit all offences with as cleare excufcj. 

As well as I am doubtleffe l ean purge 
My felfe o f many lam charg’d withall : 

Y et fuch extenuation letme beg, , 

As in reproof; of many tales deuifdc. 

Which oft the care of greatnes needes mull heart. 

By finding pickthanks and bafe newes mongers, 

I may for fome tilings true,wherein my youth 
Hath faltie wandered,and irregular. 

Find pardon, on my true fubmifsion. 

IC/n.God pardon thee,yetletme wonder, Harry, 

Atthy affeflionsjwhich do hold a wing 
Quite from the flight of all thy aunceftors, 

Tliy place in counfell thou haft rudely loft, 

W hich by thy yonger brother is lupplide,. 

And art almo ft an alien to the hearts 
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TbeHforie 

Of nil the Court and princes of my blood, 

The hope and expectation of thy time 
Is ruin’d, and thcibule ot'euery man 
Prophetically dobforethinke thy fall : 

Had I fo lauiih ofiny prefence beene. 

So common hackneid in the eyes of men. 

So ftale and chcape to vulgar companie. 

Opinion that did helpe me to the crowrie. 

Had lhli kept Joy all to poflefsion. 

And left me in reputelcile baniihment, - 
. A fellow of no marke nor likchhoode. 

By being feldome feene, / could not llirre. 

But like a Comet, I was vvondred at, 

That men would tell their children. This is he : 
Others would lay. Where, which isBullingbrook* 
And then I itole all courcefie from heauen, 
Anddrefl myfelfeinfuchhumilitie, - 

Thatl did plucke allegeance from mens hearts. 
Loud lhouts, and lalutations from their mouths, 
Euen in prelence of thtf browned King, 

Thus did /keepe my perfon frelli and new. 

My prefence hke a robe pontifical!, 

Ne’re feene, but wondred at, and fo my Rate 
Seldome,but fumptuous,fheivcd,like a feafr. 

And wan by rarcneil'e l'uch loleniiua?, 

T lie skipping King,he ambled vp and downc, 
With lhallow icftcrs,and rafh bauin wits, 

Soone kindled, and foone burnt,carded his date, 

M mgled his royalue with carping fooles, 

Ha d his great name prophaned w ith their fcornes. 



Enfeoftlumlelfetopopulai-itie, . . 

That being day ly fivallo wed by meps eyes. 

They hirfetted with hony, and began to loath 
Uhc talic offvvectencfl'cjvvlici'cbf ahtflc 

I More 



And gaue his countenance again it his name 
To laugh at gibing boy es, and (band the pufh 
Ofeuery beardlcfle vaihe cbiripavatiuej 
Crew a companion to die Common ftre'etes. 
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More theni little, is by much too much, r 

So when lie had occafion to be feene. 

He was, but as the Cuckow is in lane, 

Heard, not regarded: feene, but with fuch eyes 'a 

As fickc and blunted with communioie, - J " 

Affoordno extraordinary, gaze. 

Such as is bcr.t on fun-like Maielhe, 

Whenitfhinesfcldome in admiring eyes. 

But rather drowzd, and hiing their eye-lids down, • ir - - ‘ - 

Slept in his face, and rendred fuch afpeft 

As cloudy men vfe to their aduerfanes, • i -- . 

Being with his prefence glottis fcbgorgde, and fall. 

And in that very line, Harry, ftandelt thou. 

For, thou haft bid thy princely prmilcdge, 

With vile participatio n. Not an ey e, 

But is aweary of thy commhh fight, 

Saiie mine, which hath defired to fee thee more 5 . 

Which now doth that I would not hauc it doe. 

Make bhnditfelfe with fooUOvtendemefie. 

Pm, I fhall hereafter , my thrice gracious Lord, 

B e more my felfe. King. For all the world, 

As thou artto this houre, Was Richard then. 

When Ifrom France fetfootatRauenfpurgh, 

And cuen as I was then, is Percy now: - 

How, by my feepter, and myfoule to boote, 

Hehath more worthie intereft to the ftate. 

Then thou, the (had ow of fuccefsion . 

Fo r of no right, nor colour like to right, - 

He doth fill fields with liafn^flfe-in the R calmif, 

Turns head againft the Lyons -aimed iawes, 

A nd being no more in debt to yeeresjthen thou, 

Leadsanaent Lords, and reuerend Bifhops on 

Tobloudiebattailcs,and to briiffingarmes4 y '° ' ; 

What neuer dying honour hath he got, . , ‘ , T 

Againft renowmed Dowglas? Whole high deeds, 

VVhofe hot incurfions, and great namein armes. 

Holds from allfouldtours, chiefe maiontie, 

Andmilitarie title capitall . ' : ; '* ' 

Q Through 










*Tbc hlijlorit 

Through all the kingdoms that acknowledge Chrift. 
Thrice hath this Hotlpur Mars in fwathling clothes. 
This infant warricr, in hiscnterpriles, 

Difcomfited great Douglas, ta’nehhn once. 

Enlarged him, andmadcafriendof him,. 

To fill the mouth of deepe defiance vp. 

And lhakc the peace and lafetie of our throne* ~ 

A nd what fay you to this? Percy, Northumberland* 
The Archbilhops grace of York, Douglas, Mortimer,, 
Capitulate againlt vs, and are vp. 

But, wherefore doe I tell thele newes to thee? 

Why, Harry ,doe I tell thee of my foes. 

Which art my neereft and dear-ell enemy f- 
Thouthat art like enough, through vaffall fearc, 

Bafe inclination, and the llart of lpleene, 

T o fight againft me, vnder Percies pay. 

To, dog his heejes, and curtfie adds frownes, 

(T o llicw, how much thou ait degenerate. 

P rin, D o not thinke io, y ou lhall not find it lo , 

And God forgiue them, that fo much haue fwayd 
Your Maielhes good thoughts away from me* 

I will redeeme all this on Percies head, 

A nd, in the clofing of fome glorious day*. 

Be bold to tell you that I am your fonne,. 

When I will weare a garment all of bloud, 

Andftaine my fauors in a bloudy maske, 

Which wafht away, Ihallfcoure my fiiamewithit. 
And that lhall be the day, when e’rc itliglits. 

That this fame child of honour and renowne, 

T his gallant Hotfpur, this all praifedkniglu* 

And your vnthought of Harry, chanceto meet* 

For euery honor, fitting on his helme, 

Would they were multitudes, andon my head 
My lhames redoubled. For the time wdlcomc 
T hat I fhall make this Northren youth exchange 
His glorious deeds, for my indignities. 

Percy is but my faftor, good my Lord, 

To engroffe vp glorious deeds on my behalfie* 





william Shakespeare Henry IV. Part i (stc 22281 ) London, 



of tienry the fourth* 

A nd 1 will call him to fo ftrift acc ount. 

That h e lhall rend er euery glory vp , 

Yea, euen the ileighteft worlhipof his time. 

Or 1 will teare the reckoning from his heart. 

This, in the name of God, 1 promife here. 

The which, if lie-bepleafd, 1 lhall performer 

Idoe befcechyour Maiefty may faluc 

The long growne wounds of my intemperance; 

If not, the end of life cancels all bands, 

And I will die, a hundred thoufand deaths, 

Pre breake the fmalleft .parcel of tliis vow. 

King. A hundred thoufand rebels die in this, 

Thou lhalt hauc charge, & foueraigne truft herein. 

How now good Blunt 2 thy lookes arc full of fpeed* 

EnterBlunt , 

Blunt. So hath thebufines, that Iconic to fpeakc of. 

Lord Mortimer of Scotland hathfentword. 

That Douglas andthe Englifii Rebels met, 

The elcucnthof this moneth, at Shrewsbury, 

A mighty, and a fcarefullhead they are, 

(If pthmiles be kept on euery hand,) 

As euer oft red fo ul cpi ay in a ftate. 

King, The Earle of Weftmerland let forth to day. 

With him my fonne. Lord Iohn of Lancaitcr, 

For this aduerdfementis fiue dayes old, 

On Wednefday next,Harry, you lhall let forward. 

On thurfday,we our fel ues wil marckOur meeting 
Is Bridgenorth, and Harry ,y ou lhall march 
Through Gloccfterlhire, b v which account, 

Ourbufincs valued fometwelue daies hence. 

Our gcncrall forces, at Bridgenorth lhall meet: 

Our hands are full of bufincs, let’s away, 

Aduantage feeds him fa t, while men delay . Extmtt, 

Enter Fal ft alfft and Bat dol. 

FM, B ardol, am I not falnc away vilely fince this Iaft action? 
do I not bate? doe I not dwindle? Why, my skin hangs about 
me, like an old Ladies loofe gowne. I am withered like an o 

apple Iolrn. Well, ile repent, aiidthatfuddenly, while Iamm 
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Conic liking, I fhall be out of heart fhortly^and thcbl fliallhatifc 
no ftrength to repent. And I haue not forgotten; what theyif 
fide of a Church isinadc of, lam a pepper cornc., . a brewed 
horie, the rnfide of a Church; Company ^vill^aous.fo.mp’tHtjT 
hath bcene, the fpoileof me. 

Bar. Sir Iohn, you are fo frecfull, you c'amrioflwelougv ■ HT 
F<j/„ Why, diere is it, come, ling me a bawdie tong, make 
mec merry, iwasas vertuoufiygiueh,. as a gentleman needcp, 
be,, vercuous enough, fwore little, dic’ r t.notahoikfeuen.ttmeS| 

weeke, went to a bawdy hbiifc , 'not aboiieotrcc in Ea qqartjgrof 
an houre, paid money that Iborrowedthree'orfoure rimes , fi- 
lled well,and in, good compaflc,and ilow I- Hue but of -all order, 
out of all compafle. 

Bar. Why, "you are fo fat, fir Iohn, that you mud needs bee 
outof all compa(Te:out of allreafonable ftompaffe, fir Iohn. 

Fal. Do thou amend thyrface, and lk a'rachdmy litet ; thou art 
our Admiral, thou, bear eft the lantcrnein die poope, but t’is ia 
the nole of theeithou art the knight of the burning lampe, f jp 
Bar, Why,firIohn, my face doesyou noharnrie. l .i:>:j ->r!T 
Fal. No,ilcbeelworne, I make as good v/c of ie.,, as many % 
man dothof a deaths head, ora >lii8(iki« tljji 

face, but I tliinke vpon hell fire, and Diues-diacfiaedfij P.urp% 
for there heels in lus robes burning, burning. If tligiiwecwny 
way giue to vettue, I would fweard by tliy faceriny. othefiionld 
bee. By this fire that Gods Angell. Butthou art altogether gif 
uenouer : and wert indeede, bncforthelightinchy face , the 
fonne of vfter darkcnefle^'When thou tfWtfevp- Gftds Ml (ij 
the night, to catch my horfc, if I did not thittke , thou hadicbfi 
an ignis fatms,nv a ball of- wlkhfire, there’s n»purchafeh*>mq* 
ney. 0,thou art apeipetuall triumph,: an eitethftingb^n-.fire 
Jight,thou haftfaued me, a thoufand Marks in Links,.and Tort 
dies, walking with thee in the nightjbetwitc Taueene and la-* 
Heme : but the lacke, that thou haft driinkemee , would haue 
bought mee lights as good cheape atdie deareft Cliandlersin 
Europe, . I haue maintained that Sallamaiider of yours ^ with 

fire, a ny time this ttvo and thirtie yeeres, God reward me for it. 

Bar. Zblo'ud, I would my face were in yourbelly* 

J 'al. Godamcrev, fo fhould I be fureto be heart* burnt, 

73 Hew 



ofHm tyibKfourtb. 

How' noto,dame Paftlet the betyiliaue yplj ‘fntepJ&jl . 

yetwhopick’cmypockct? .-modusi ,1b 

Ho/, Why fir Iohn, what doeypti tlunkd,ftr. Tolin? doe you 
thinke ikeepc theeues-in my /lia.os/oatclf.t, en- 

quired/olias my husbaiKl,maiiby ma.U^bytbyboy'/’/niant by 

feuf before. 

Falf. Ye lie, Hqfteffe, Bar-dyl! wasftiau’d.and loft many a 
lianc: and ilc be fworne,my pocket was pick’d goto,you are a 
• woman, go. f (blol nbfbfib.* • ' ■ 

w; caTd fo 

inrmneo\ynehoule beiorie, j 0 P[-i ' bnc t 303iq •' ni:o^ a® 
Falf. Go to, / know y ou well inough. 

Hof, .No,fu;lQhn,yQ.U;do not kiiow me, fir (Ibhnfl kneyyyotj 
fir Iohn, yon ovye.mc money,fir Iohn, and now you plckc aqnar- 
rellto beguile me of it : (bought you a-douzen of lhirts to, your 
backe, 5 jon bib - r : •' r »«’vt i 

/ Falf. Dbulas^thy,doubr. /haue^uen' them aw3y.-«o’-Ba- 
kers sv lues, they hau.eauadc boulters .qfthem, t \Wi 

. Hof. No wias lam a true wauian, holla nd of viii.s, an tiBnyen 
<me money Wc feeGde^fi^Iobfi, fogyour diet, andby 4b®k- 
tngs,and money lentyou xxiiii, pound. - .••hb uo^oD 

Falf, Hehad his part ofit,kthimpay. • - . : .vp/tS ,%Vl 
Hof He}flbs,he ispoore^ie hath nothing, 
fal, How?poorefl6oke vpon his face.VYhftt call y»oH rjelrtlct 
dmmcoyneli^nqfe, let them eo/nc his cjieekcs:,'dlefJiQi5 pay’d 
deny er : what, wffl youniake^it yotiker of ®ee 5; . lnall .iatot tike 
tniiveealcin mineIni»jbut/ihallhftueiJig(«.po(lketipifcltt? I4iauc 
loft a feale ring of my grandfathers, worth fortie marly*! ■ 

Ho/.O Iefu! 7haue ; heard the Prince -tell hwii, ,/ khow \ftot 
how oft, that that ring was copper. N a. 

falf. ^ ow? thepniwg-is a Idckcyafneakeup: Zbloodauft he 
Were here, ( would cudgdll ium likea d^/iie.would by lb." 
Enter the prince marcbing^and Falftalffe meetes hint > cAn 
, < uplayityvpvvhis truachionfikeaftfo. -i » Y 1 '- 

Fatf Hownowj.ladStisithe windr m.eliat dooreafiuthivmuft 
#®ialkiiktd»bnui.fl »d . -an t albjlo . . i c r; ; i flyf) t odT 
Bar, Y ea,two,?.nd two,Ne;vgate faftiion, , ( vl •• 

t- MyLordi/braVIyoulrcafeitie; • l r-ob , ' . / ' 

r Gj, Vrinl 
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1 be irLiJtorit 

Vri» What gift tb.oj.ij miftris quickly? howdoeth thy I, U 5« 

band? /loue him vvell,heis an honeftman. 
Ho^.GoodiiijrLor^heareme, , 

faif. Prethee Jet her alone, and lilt to me. 

Tnn. What: failt thou,Iacke ? 

F*£Tfie othrr night,* fell aflcepe here, behind the Arras, 
and had my pocket pickt.this houfc is turn’d baudy houle,thc'» 
picke pockets. ( . , . ■* 

Prw. Whatdidft thou lofe, Iacke ? 
fai, WilcthouheleeucmeyHal? three orfourc bonds of for-* 
tie pound a piecc,and a leale ring of my grandtatiicrs. 

Vrin. A trifle, iome eight penic flutter. 

Heft: So l told him,my Lord, and /fa id,/ heard your grace fay 
fo:&inylord,hefpeakesmpft vilely pfyou,kko a fcule mouth’d 
man, as heis,and laidhe would cudgel you. 

Prjj», What he did not i 

' HeiiiThere'siiexther faith, trdth,tior womanhood in me elfe, 

Ta/f There’s no rpore faith in thee, thcnallucd prune, nor 
no mote tructh in thee, tlicn in a drawen foxc,and for woman- 
hood, n^aid mario may be the deputies wife of the ward; to thee* 
Go, you tiling, go, y: j- 1 brir 

Heft. Say, what thing, what thing? ‘ ■ i 

Talf.W hat thing? why aching to thanke God on, 

Hof /am nothing to thanke God on, /would thoufhouli’ft 
know it,Iam an honeit mam wife, and fettihgtby knighthood 
afidcjtfaduartaknaueto callme fo, 

v Fdt. Setting thy womanhood afide,thou art aibeaft to fay o« 
therwife, - 

H of Say,what beaft,thou knaue thou i 
Falf. What beall? why, an Otter. 
i. Princr, Ah Otter, fir Iohn? why an Otter J 
Falf. Why? fhee's ncitiier fifli nor flefh, a man knowes no* 
where to haue her. 

Hof, Thouart an vhiud manyin faying fo,thou or any man 
knowes where to hauc me,thou knaue cliou, ' 1 ' 

Trin, Thoufayft true, Hoilcflc , and bee (launders thee moft 
grofiely, ; .i ‘ . . "f v r o ; i : 

Hof, Sohedoctliyou.my Lord>andfayd this other day. You 

ought 




of Jhitnry the fourth . 

bught him a thou land pound. 

Prin, Sirrajdo I owe you a thouland pound ? 
falf, A thoufand pounds Hal J a million : thy loue is worth a 
inillion:thou oweftmc thy loue. 

Hof, Nay, my Lord,heealdyou Iacke, and faide hec wouldc 

cudgel you, 

Falf. DidI,Bardol? 

Bar, Indeed,(ir Iohn, you fa^'dfo^ ; , 

Falf.- Yea,ifhcfaidmy ring was copper* 

Eti, / fay t’is copper: dared thou be as good as thy word now? 
Falf.Why , Hal ? T hou knoweft as thou art but man I dare, 
but as thou artprmcc, I feare thce as /feare tlie roaring of the 
Lyonswhelpe. 

Erin, And why not as the Lyon ? 

Fal, The king himlelfe is to be feared as the Lion: doeftthoy 
thinke ile feare thce,as /fearc tliy father? nay, and J doc, ./pray 
God my girdle breake, ■ , 

Prut, 0,ifit fliould, liowe wouldc tliyguts.fall abc|Utjthy_; 
knees? but firra, there’s no roome for faith, tructh, nor honcfiicf, 
in this bofeme ofthine.lt is all fil’d vp with guttes, and midriffc. 
Charge an honeft woman with picking thy pocket? why, thou, 
horefon impudent imboltrafcall,if there were any thing in^hy 
pocket, but tauerne reckonings,meniorandums of baudy hou- 
fqs, and one poorepeniworth of Sugar-candle to make thee 
long winded : if thy pocket were inric lit with any ocher injuries' 
butthefe,/ am a vilkune ;and yet you will tland to it,.y ou wxl not 
pocket vp wrong; art thou not alhamcd? 

Ftf/.Doclt thou Heaic, Hal? thou knaweflin tJieflate pfinno- 
cencie Adam fell,& what ihouklpooce Iacke Falftalfe do in the 
day es ofvillanie?thou fecit / haue more flelh then anotlier man, 
& therfore more frailty. You confeflc che you pickt my pocket, 
Prin, It appeares lb ,by the llorie, 

F«/, H oftelTe,/ forgiue thf c,goe make ready breakfad, loue 
thy husband, looki? to thy feruantes, cheriih.;tliy ghelts , thou 
Inalt find me trattable to any hpnelt reafon; choufeeR /am pa- 
cified ffill: nay, prethee be gone. Exit Hofiefse, 

Now,FIaI,to the newes at court for the robbery, la<j?how is that 
fnlwcrcd? 

-• “Print 
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The Jjtijlorie 

frits. O, my fiveete beoffe, /muft ft ill be good angel to thee, 
tlic money is paid backe agjune, 

•'BsiftOi' like that payiiig'backe,^ia double labour. 

Fri,l am gpod friends with my fatherland may do anything* 1 
■Fal, ilobffiethe'£s<hequertheihft -thing thou docftjanddo 
it with vnwalh’t hands too. . 

Bar. Do, my Lord, V ••• i V 

Vrttt. I haue procured thc4^Gk^ : <^argeoffbotw : 1 '■<* 
F<*/.1 would it had bTS9l"0fh6rfe Wliere fhal i: l findc bne.that 
can Itealc well? 0,fdr ! arfoie thiefe of the ageofscxii, or therea- 
bouts ; I am haihoufly'v-nprouided.VVell,G‘od be clunked for 
thfeierebel^h^dfifcnd^ii^batthevertuons; /.laude;t3ieni,| i 
prayl'e them. Vrtn. Bardoll, ( Ear. MyLoi-d* 

Pr/, Go,beare this letter to Lord iolih of-litincafter,- • A 
To my brotliei-Tohn,this;to mV lord of Weltmerlarrd-i 
Go, Pc to, to h orfc'jto hoiie/orthou and f 

Haue thime miles to ride y et e’rc dinner time: ' -* * 

I^Vffrifreteme to fliorr ow ii¥the tertipleh^n 1 » V «'■>' ' 
Attfvvo a do'cke in the afternoone, 

There flialt thou know thy charge, and there receiue • 
Money andorder for their furincure. 

The land is l^hi'ng^Pt'rcy itands on high, • < . ; c\ - 

Ahd'eitheftWdftWVtduitdoiyerlie. "■■ -n ■ ••»'•** 

F/*/,Rare Wfiids^briubHyorki . Hull ef; e,my break eta ft, come s 
Oh,I could wilh this tauerne were my drum. Exeunt* 

• Ewer Hotfpptr Jt^orcefter, and Douglas t 
WeU faid, mv itoke ScotjiiTpeaking truetli 
In thisfiii^^,'.Verehot thbught f)arteiyy ! -' ■ 
Suchdbtftbuttd^lhOTidVlie DduglaS Jiatid’i ' ' , 

As not a fouldibr df this feafons itampc. 

Should go lo generall cufri&t through the 'world: : V 1 

Bv God,I cannot flatter, /defid ' ... * ’ ■' 

The ton'giies of foothers, but a bfauer place _ 

0$y hektsloue'hath rtoni&Mfeft-your lelfe : 

Nay,taskcme to my word, apprboueme, Lord, 

Doughs. T hbu art the King of honour , 

No man fo potent breathes vpon the ground, 

But|.WiU beard him. Enter one wh letters. — 
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Hot. Doe fo, and t’is well:' What letters haftthouthcre? 
I can but thankeycm 

Mef. Thcie letters come from your father. 

Hot. Letters ft om him 5 why comes he nothimfelfe? 
lYlef. He cannot come, my Lord 5 he is gneuousiicke* 
Bet. Zounds, how has he the leiiuretobeficke 
In fuch a iuftling time ? who leads his power# 

Vnder whofe gouernment come they along# 

Tvief. His lettersheares his mind, not I my mind. 

Wor. 1 prethee, tell me, doth he keepe lus bed? 
mf. He did, myLord, tour e dayes c relfct forth, 

And at the time of my departure thence, 

He was much feard by his Phiiicions. 

IFcy. I would the ftate of time had foil bin whole , 

E're he by fkkneffe had bin vifited: 

His health was neuer better worth then now. 

Hot. Sicke noWjdroope now* this ficknes doth infect 
The very life-blood of our enterprife, 

T*is catching hither, euen.to our campe: 

He writes me here, that inward ficknefle. 

And that his friends by deputation 

Could not ib loone be draw A, nor did hethinkit meet* 

T o lay fo dangerous and deare a truft 
On any loule rcmoifd,but on his owne. 

Yet doth lie glue vs bold aduertifement, 

T hat with our fmall coniunttion, we flhould on^ 

To fee how fortune is difpos'd to vs: 

For, as he writes, there is no quailmgnoW) 

Bccaufe the kingis certainly pofTeil 
Of all our purpofes: wliat lay you to it? 

J^oy. Y our fathers ficknefle is a maime to vs. 

Hot. A perilous gafli^ a very limme lopt oft^ 

And yet, in faith, it is nothisprefent want 
Seemcs more, then we (hall find it; wereitgood* 

Tofet the exact wealth of all oifr (fates. 

All at one caft? to fet lb rich a maine^ 

On the race hazzard of one doubtfull hotirej 
It were not 2 ;ood^ for therein fhould we read 

H 






A be Jrlijlorie 

The very bottomc and thefoalc of hope 
The very lill,chc very vtmoil bound r * 

Of all our fortunes, 

Doug. Faith, and fo we fhould. 

Where now rcmaines afweet reuerfion 

Wc may boldly Ijpend, vponthe hope, of what t'is to conw in: 
A comfort ot retirementliues in this. 

Hot. A randeuous, a home toflievnto. 

If that the Diuell and mifchance looke big 

Vpon the maiden-head of our affaires. 

^ *r. B ut.yet I would your father had bin here: 

Tlie qualitie and haire of our attempt 
Brookes no diuifion, it will be thought 
By fome, that know not why he is away. 

That vvifedome, loy aide, and mcere difiike 
Or our proceedings, kept the Earle from hence* 

And thmke, howfuch anapprehenfron 
May turne the tide of fearefullfaftion. 

And breed a kind of queftion ;in our caufe: 

For, well you know,, we of the _o fifing fide, 

Mufl keepe aloofe from ftri&arbitranent, 

And flop' all light-holes, cilery loope,from. whence 
The eye of reafon mayprie in vpon vs. 

Thisabfence of your fathers drawes a curtaine. 

That fhewes the ignorant, a kind of fcare. 

B efore not dreamt of. 

Hot. You iVraine too far,. 

I rather of hisabfencc make this vfe, 

It lends aluftre and more great opinion, . 

A larger dare to our great enterprife. 

Then if the Earle were iiere : for men mull tliinke, 

If we without his helpe can make a head 
T o pufli againfla kingdom!, with ins helpe 
W c Shall or’eturne it, topfic turuy downe, 

Y et all goes well, yet all o ur ioy nts are whole. 

Doug. As heart can thmke,.there is not fuch a word 
Spoke of in S cotland , as this tearme of fearc* 

Enter Sir J\t. Vernon » 

' ‘ Hoi. 



of f-ictiry mtjcv.rtn. 

Hot. My ecofrn Vernon, welcome by myfoule* 
Vcr. Pray God my newes be worth a welcome, lord. 
The Earle of W eilmerland, feuenthoufand ilrong, 

Is marching hitherwards, with Prince Iohn, 

Hot. N o harme, what more? 

Vcr, A nd further I haue learnd. 

The King himfelfein perfon is fet forth. 

Or hitherwards intended fpeedily. 

With ftroug-and mighty preparation. 

Hot. He dial be welcome too: where is his Tonne-* 

The nimble footed madcap, Prince of W ales? 

And his CumradeSj that date the world afide. 

And bid ftpafle? 

Ver. All furnifht, all in Armes,: 

A 11 plumde hke Ellridges, that with the wind 
Baitedlike Eagleshaumg lately bath’d, . 

Glittering in golden coats like images, 

A s full of fpirit as the month of May, 

And gorgeous as thefunne at Midfomer, 

Wanton as youthfuU goates, wild as young bulsj. 

I law young Harry with his beuer on, 

His cufhes on his thighs, gallantly armde. 

Rile from the ground like feathered Mcrcury : 

And vaulted with fuch eale into his feat , 

As if an Angel dropt downe from the clouds, 

T o turne and w ind a fiery Pegafus, 

And witch the world with noble horfemanfhip. 

Hot. No more, no more, worfe then the fun in Marchj, 
7 hispraife doth nourifli agues , let them come. 

They come like Sacrifices in their trim, 

A nd to the fire-ey d maid of fmoky war. 

All hot and bleeding will we offer them: 

The mailed Mars (hall on his altars fit 
Vpto thc eares in bloud, l am on fire 
To heare tliis rich rcprizallis fo nigh. 

And yet not ours:Come,Ietme tafle my horfe, 

W ho is to beare me like a thunderbolt, 

Againll the bofoiae of the Prince of Wales, 

~~ H 
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; H any c ° Hai-ry , fhall hot horfe to hor fe 
Me et 5 aiid neYe part, till one drop downe a coarfe: 

Oh, that Glbndowcr were come. 

Ver. Th ere is morenevves, 

I learnd in Worcefter, as I rode along. 

He can draw his power this rourteene dayesr. 

Doug, That’s the worft tidings, that I heareof 1 tv 

If^or, I , by my faith . that beares a frofty found, 

Hot . What may the kings whole battel reach vntof 

Ver. To thirty fchoufitnd. 

. Hot, Forty leiit^be*. 

My father and Giendower being botlraway, 

T lie powers of vs may feme lo. great a day. 

Come, let vs take a mufter Ipeedily, 

Doomesdayisneere, die all, die merrily. 

Dotig ♦ T alke not of dying, I am out of feare 
Of death or deaths hand, for this one halfe y eare # Exemt\ 
Enter Faljlalff e^and Bar doll . 

Falft. Bardol, getthee before to Couentry, fill me abottle of 
Sacke, our foitldiours mail march through. W eele to S ut ton 
cophill tonight* 

Bar. W ill you giue me money, Captaine? 

Fal. Lay out, lay out. 

Bar. This bottle makes an angcll* 

Fa l. And if it doe, take it for thy labour, and if it make twen- 
ty, take them all, . ile anfwere the coy nage, bid my Lieutenant; 
Peto meet me at Townes end. 

Bar ♦ I wiT!, Captaine, forewell. Exit ♦ 

Fat. If I be not afhamed of my fouldiers,! am a fouc’t gurnet*. 
Thaue mifufed the kings prefle damnably. Ihaue got in ex- 
change of I 5 o ♦fouldiers,. 5 oo^and oddepounds. Iprefteme 
none, but good houiholders, Y eomens fonnes, inquire me out 
contra&ed batchelers , fitch as had beene askt twice on the- 
banes, fucli a commoditfeof war me flail es, as-had as lieue heare 
the Dwell, as a drumme , fuch as feare the report of aCaliuer, 
vvorfe the a llrooke foule,or a hurt wild-ducke: l preft me none, 
but foch tofts and butter, with hearts in their bellies no bigger 
then piunes heads, and they haue bought out their fcruiees, ana 
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now, my whole charge confifts of Ancienfs,' Co rporals y Licit- 
tenants^entlemen of companies, ilaues as ragged as Lazarus in 
the painted cloth, where che gluttons dogslicked his fores ; and 
fhch as indeed were neuer fouldiers, but discarded, yniuft fer- 
uingmen,yo'nger fonnes to yonger brothers, reuolted tappers, 
and'Oftlers tradefalne,the cankers of a ealme workman d a long 
peace, ten times more difhonourable ragged, then an olde fazd 
ancient, and fuch haue I, to fill vp the roomes ofthem as haue 
bought out their feruices, that y ou would tlnnke, that I had a 
hundred and fiftic tottered prodigals, lately come from fwine 
keeping, from eating draflfe and husks* A mad fellowe met mee 
on the way, and told mel had vnloaded all the Gibbets, and 
preftthe dead bodies. No eye hath feene fuch skarcrowVs. Ile 
not march through Couentry with them, that's flat : nay, and. 
the villaines marchwide betwixt the legs, as lftliey had giues on, 
for indeede,! had the nioft of them out of piulpn , there's not a 
fliirt and a halfe in all my.compame , and the halfe iTsirt is two 
napkins tack’t together, and throwne oucr the ihpulders like a 
Heralds coate without flcetics, and the flair c, to iay the tiueth,. 
ftolne from my hoftat S* Alboncs,orthe red-nofc Inkeeper of 
Dauintry,but that’s all oncgthei’ie Hnde ininen inOtigh on cue- 

ry hedge. • 

Enter the 'Prtnce^and the Lord ofWe/tmerhtnJ. 
frht. How noWjblownelackeJ how now, quilt . 
F*/.What,Hal; hownowjma'd wag; . what a diueldoft thou 
in Warwicklhire? My good L.of VVeftrnerland J cry you mer- 
cie,I thought your honour had alreadie bene at Shrewsburie. 

Weft. Faith, fir Iohn, t’is more then time thatl were there, 
and you too, but m powers are there already ;che king.I can tel 
youjlookcsfoi- vs all,we murtaway all night* 

Falf Tut, neuer feare me. I am as vigilant as a Cat, to fteale 
, Creamc. 

Prin. I thinke to fteale Creame indeed forthy theft hath al- 
ready made thee butter ib Lit tell me, iacke, whofe fellpwes are 
thefe that come after; ' y ' , ■ 

Falf, Mme,Hal,mine, 

Frin, I did neuer fee fuch pitifull rafcals. 

Fa!, Tut, tut goodinoughtotoile, foede for powder, foode 

H 5 for 
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for powder r thci'Icfill a pit as well as a better: tulli man,mortall 
men,mortall men, 

U^efe . ) , b ut, fir Iohn, methinkes they are exceeding poore 
and bare: too beggetly* 

Frf/, Faith, for their pouertie/know not where they had that: 
and for their bat enefle /am fure they neuer learn’t that of me. 

Pri. NOjile be fvvorne,vnleffe you cal three fingers in the ribs 
bare: but firra, make halicjPjcrcy is already in the field. Exit, 
Fat. What, is the king incamp’t ? 

IP'i fit, He is, fir Iohn,/rearc we fiiall (lay too long, 

Faff. W ell, to the latter end of a fray, and the b eginning of a 
£eaft,fits a dull fighter, and a keenegheft. Exeunt. 

Enter Hotfpur i WorcefterJ)oHgUs,atid Vernon, 

Hot, Wee’le fight with him to night, 

Wor. It may not be. 

Doug. You giue him then aduancage. 

Her. Not a whit. 

Hot , Why, fay youfo? lookeshc notfor fupplyi 
Ver. So do we. 

Hci t, His is certaine,ours is doubtful!, 

Wor. Good coofen be adius’d, ftir not to night. 

Ver, Do not, my Lord. 

" Doug . You doe.not co unfell well : 

Y on fpeake it out of fie are, and cold heart. 

Ver, Do me no Hander, Douglas, by my life* 

And I dare well maintaineic with my life. 

If well relpefified-honor bid me on, 

I hold as little counfel with weake feare, 

As you,my Lord.or any Scot that this day Hues : 

Let be feene to morrow mthe batcell, which of vs feares. 

Doug, Y ca,or to night. Vt rr, Content, 

Hot, To night, fay I. 

Ver. Come,comc,itmay not be, 

1 wonder much,bcing men of fuch great leading as you arc. 
That youforefee not what impediments 
Dragbackc our expedition: certaine horfc 

Ofmy coofen Vernons are not yet come vp, 

V. ‘ Your 
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Your Vnclc W orcefters horfes came but to day* 

And now their pride and metall is alleepe, 

Tlieir courage with hard labour tame and dull, 

That not a horfeis halfcthe halfe of himfelfe. 

Hot, So are the horfes of the enemie. 

In gcnerall tourney bate d and brought low *, ! 

The better part of ours are full of reft. * ■ 

Wor. The number of the king exceedeth our: 

For Gods lake, coofen. Hay till all come in. 

The trumpet founds a parley .Enter fir Walt er Blunt, 
Blunt. I come with gracious offers from the king, 
Jfyou vouchsafe me hearing, and refpett. • 

Hot, Welcome, fir Walter Bluntiand would to God 
Y ou were of our determination; 

Some of vs lone you well, and euenthofe fomc 
Enuy your great dsferuings and good nam e, 

Becaufe you are not of our qualicie, 

But Hand againft vs like an enemie. , 

Blunt. And God defcnd,but ftilll fliouldftand la. 

So long as out of limit and true rule 
Youftandagainlt anointed niaielbie. 

But to my charge«The king hath fentto know 
The nature ofyour gricues,and whereupon 
Y ou coniure from the breall of ciuill peace. 

Such bold hoftikie,teaching his dutious land 
Audatious crueltie. If tint the king 
Haue any way your, good deleits forgot 
Which he confefleth to be manifol d. 

He bids you name your grieues, and with allfpeede, 
You fhallhaueyour defires with intereft 
A nd pardon abfolutefor your lelfe.and thefe 
Herein milled by yourfuggelfion. 

Hot. The king is kind; and welwc know, the king 
Knowes atwhattime to promife, when to pay ; 

A'!y father, and my vnclc, and my felfe. 

Did giue him that fame royaltic he weares. 

And when he was not fixe and twentie ftrong, 

Sicke in the worlds regard, wretched and low. 
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TbeHiftorie 

A poove vnminded outlaw fncaking home, 

My father gaue him welcome to the lhore ; 

And when he heard him fweareand vow to God, 
Ke came but to be Duke ofLancafter, 

T o lue his liuery , and beg his peace 

With teares of innocencie,and teannes of zeale, 1 

My father in kinde heart and pittie mou’d. 

Swore him afsiftance,and perform'd it too. 

Now, when the Lords, and Barons of thercaltne, 
Perceiu’dNortluimb.rland didleaneto him. 
The more and Idle came in with cap and knee, 
Methim in Boroughs, Cities, Villages, 

Attended him on bndgcs,ftoodin lanes, 

Laid gifts before him,profFer’dhim their oathes. 



Gaue him their heires 3 as Pages followed him, 

Euen at the heelesdn golden multitudes. 

He prefently,as greatnes knowes it felfe. 

Steps me a little higher then lus vow 
Made to niy father, while his blood was poore, 

Vpon the naked lhore at Rauenlpurgh, ‘ ^ r - • 

And now foriooth takes on him to reforme 



Some certaine edifts^and lome ftreight decrees 
That lie too heauie on the Common-wealth, 

Cryes out vpon abufes ,leemes to weepc 
Ouer his Cou%trie wrongs, and by this face. 

This leaning brow df iultice,did lie winnd 
The hearts of all that he did angle for : 

Proceeded further, cut me of! the heads 
Of all the fauourites that the abfent king 
In deputation left behinde him here, 

When he; wasperffenallin thelrifli warrt# 

Blunt ♦ Tut, I came not to heare this. 

Hot. Then to the points 
In fhorttime after, he depos’d the king, 

S oone after thar,depriu’d him of his life, 

And in the necke of that, task t the whole ftate : 

T o make that woorl e ,’fuffi-e d his kinfman March, 

(Who is, if euery owner were well plac’d, 

Indcede- 
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Indeed his king) to beingag’d in Wales, 

There without ranfome to he forfeited, 

Difgrac't me in my happie vi&ories. 

Sought to mtrap me by intelligence. 

Rated mine vnkle from the counfell boord. 

In rage difmifd my father from the Court, 

Broke othe on othe, committed wrong on wrong. 
And in conclufion, droue vs to feeke out 
Thisheadof fafetic,and withalltopric 
Into his title, the which we find 
T 00 indireft for long continuance. 

Blunt. Shall I return e this anfwere to the king? 

Hot. Not fo, fir Walter# Wee’ie withdraw a while# 
Go to the King, and let there .be impawnd 
Some furetie for a fafe returne againe. 

And in the morning early fhall mine vnklc 
Bring him our purpoles, and lb farewell. 

Blunt. \ would you would accept of grace .and louc* 
Hot. And may be, lo we (hall# 

Blunt. Pray God you doe. $ 

Enter tArchbifbop of Y orkf^ AndSirldighel. 

*Arch. Hie, good fir Mighel, bearethis fealed briefe 
With winged hafte to the Lord Marfhall, 

This to my coofen Scroope, and all the reft 

1 o whom they are directed. If you knew 

How much they doe import, you would make hafte. 

S trill. My good Lord, I gefie their tenor* 
^rr^.Like enough you doe. 

T o morrow, good fir Mighel!, is a day, 

Wherein, the fortune of ten thoufand men 
Muft bide the touch# For fir, at Shrewsbury, 

As I amtruely giuen to vnderftand. 

The king with mighty and quicke raifed power, 
Mceteswieh Lord Harry: And I fear e, fir Migheii, 
What with the fickenefle df Northumberland, 
W.hofe power was in the firlt proportion. 

And what with Owen Glendowersabfence thence, 
Who with tii cm was a raced. finew too, 

Y’ I 
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'■** 1 f)C J-iiJtorit 

And comes not in,oucr-ruldc by prophecies, 

I feare, the power of Percy istco ivcakc. 

To. wage an inftant trial! with the king. 

StrM, Why, my good Lord, you ncednot feare. 

There is Douglas, and Lord Mortimer. 

.Arch. No, , Mortimer is not there. 

SirTd. But there is Mordakc, Vernon, Lord Hany Percy, 
And there is my Lord of W orcelter,and a head 
Of gallant warHours, noble gentlemen. 

*Arch. A nd fo there is, but y et the king hath drawnc 
Thcfpechll head of all the land together. 

The Prince of Wales, Lord lohn of Lancatter, 

The noble Wcttmerland, and warlike Blunt, 

And many mo coriuals and dcarc men 
Of eftmiation, and command in acmes, 

SirM, Doubt not, my L.they lliall be well oppos’d. 
lArcb, I hope no lefle,y et, ncedfull t’is to feare. 

And to preuent the worll, lit Mighel, fpeed: 

For if Lord Percy thriue not, c’re the king 
Difmifle his power, he tncanes to vifit vs. 

For he hath heard of our confederacy. 

And, t’is but wifedome, to make ftrong againfVnim: < ..h; 
Therefore make haftc, I muft goe write agune 
To other friends, andlofarewell,fir Mighel. Exeunt. ■ 
Enter the King, Prime oflFales, Lord lohn of bwcafter,Earlt 
o f W'eftmerUnAySir Walter Blunted Falftalffe. 

King, How bloudily the fumie begins topeare 
Abouc yon busky lull, the day lookes pale 
At his diftemptature. 

Trin, The Southren wind 
Doth play the trumpet to his purpofes. 

And, by his hollow whittling in the lcaues, 

Foretels a tempeft and a blullring day. 

King. Then, with the lofers let it fiuvpathrze, 

For nothing can leeme foulc to thofe that winne. 

The trumpet founds , EntcrW't/rccfter, 

King. Hoiv now, my Lord of Wore e 11c i f t is not welt 
That you and I Ihould meet vpon luch tcarmes J 
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As now we meet. Youhauedeceiu’dourtrutt, 

And made vs doffc our eafie robes of peace, 

T o crufti our old limmes in vngentlc ftccle; 

This is not well, my Lord, this is not well. 

What fay you to it? will you againc vnknic 
Thischurlilh knot of all abhorred war? 

And moue in that obedient orbe againe, 

Where you did giue afairc and naturall light. 

And be no more an cxh'al’d meteor, 

A prodigie of feare, and a portent 
Ot broched milchiefeto the vnbornc times# 

(Tor. Heare me, my Liege: 

For mine ownc part, I could be well content, 
Toentertaincthelagendof my life 
With quiet houres. Forlproteft, 

I haue not fought the day of this diilike. 

King. You haue not fought it: how comes it then? 

Fa l. Rebellion lay in his way, and he found it. 

Prtn, Peace, chewet, peace. 

IF’er, It pleas’d your maicttie to turne your lookes 
Of fauour, from my felfc, and all our houle, 

A nd yeti mutt remember you, my Lord: 

We were the firft and deareft of your friends. 

For you my {laftc of office did I brcake 
In Richards time, and potted day and night 
T o meet you on the way, and kitte your hand, 

Whcnyetyou were in place andin account 
Nothing fottrong and fortunate as I. 

It wasmy felfe,my brother and his fonne. 

That brought you home, and boldly did outdate 
The dangers of the time. You fworc to vs. 

And you did fwearetliatothc at Dancailcr, 

T hat you did nothing purpofe ga inft the ttate, 

Nor daime no further, thcnycur new falne right. 

The feat of Gaunt, Dukedomc of Lancatter: 

T o this, we fwore our aid:but in lhort fpace 
Itraind downe fortune fllowring on ycur head, 

A nd fuch a floud of gicatnclTe fell on you, 

12 What 
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ThtHtjiorU 

What with our lielpe , what with the abfent king. 

What with the iniuricsof a wanton .titnej 
T lie lee min g I'ufferances that y oahad borne,. 

And the confrariods winds that held the king \ 

So long in his vnlucky In ill wars. 

Time. all m England did repute him dead: 

And from this fwarme of faire aduantages, 

Youtooke occalion to be quickly wooed 
To gripe the generalllivay into your hand,. 

Forgot y our otlie to vs at D ancafter. 

And being fed by vs,you vfid vs fo, 

As that vngentle gull the Cuckowesbird 
Vfethtlic fparrow, didopprdfe ourneaft. 

Grew by our feeding to lo great a bulke, 

That euen our loue durtl not come neer your fight,. 

For feare of fallowing: but with nimble wing 
VVe were enforce for lafety lake,.to file 
Out of your fight, and raife this prelent head, 

Whereby we Hand oppofed by liich m canes. 

As you yo ur felfe haue forg’d againlt your felfe ,*■ 

By vnkind vfage, dangerous countenance. 

And violation of all faith and troth 
Sworne to vs in your yonger enterprise. 

King, Tliefe things indeed you haue articulate. 

Proclaimed at market Cro{fes,.read in. Churches, 

Tofacethe garment of rebellion, 

With feme fine colourthat may pleale the eye 
Of fickle changelings and poore difeontents, 

Which gape and mb the elbow at the newes 

Of hurly-burly innouation^ 

And neucr yet did infurredion want 
S uch water colours, to impaint lus caufe. 

Nor moody beggars, ftaruingforatime, 

Of pell mellhauocke and confufion. 

Trht, I n both your armies there is many a loule. 

Shall pay fulldearely for this encounter. 

If once they loyne in trial!, tellyour nephew. 

The Prince of Wales doth ioyne with all the world ^ 
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In pjraife of Henry Percie,b)rmy hopes 
Tins prelent mterprife fetof his head, 

Jdoe nocthinke a brauer Gentleman, • . 

More aftine, valiant, or more valiantyong, 

More daring, or more bold is now aliue. 

To grace tlus latter age witli nobledeedesh /■ . 

Formypart,ImayTpeakeittomyfljame,, • 

I haueatruant bene tochiualrie. 

And fo I hearcjhe doth account metoo; ' ' . 

Y et this before my fathers maieftie, 

5 am content, th at he fiiall take the odder 
Ofhis great name and efiimation. 

And willjto fauethe blood on either fide, 

Try fortune with hiiTijinfinglc fight. 

Kin, And prince ofWales/o dare we venture thee* 
Albeit,confiderations infinite . 

Do make againlt it : no good Woreefter, no : 

We loue our people well, euen thofe wc loue 
That are milled vpon your coofens part. 

And will they take the offer of our grace. 

Both lie, and they,and you, yea euery man 
Shall be my friend againe, and lie b e liis, 

So tell your coofen, and bring me word 
What he will doe. But if he will not yeeld. 

Rebuke and dread correffion wait on vs, 

And they ihall doe their office. So be gone: 

Wc will not now be troubled with rephe, ,y . .. 

W e offer faire, take it aduifedly. Exit lE'orcefter, 

7>riu, It will not be accepted on my life. 

The Douglas and the Hotlpur both together. 

Are confident againft the worldin arntes. 

King. Hence tlierefore, cnery leader to his charge. 

For on their anfwcre wifi we let on them, 

And God befriend vs, as our caufe is iuft, Extant: manent 

Eat. Hal, if thoufcciaedowneinthebattell 9ri»,Talft,. , 
And beffnde me,fo, t’is a poynt of fricndfhip. 

frtu. Nothing but a Coiofliis can doe thee that fricndfhip, 

Say thy prayers, and farewell. 

I 3 2#/. 
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Fa/f. I would it were bed time, Bal,andalhvcll* 

Prince , Why? thou oweff God a death, 

F*tf. T’isnocdueyct, /would be loth to pay hm,beforehi$ 
day:what neede I be lb forward with him that cals not on mce? 
W ell,t’is no matt er,honor pricks me on: yea,buthow lfhonoc 
pricke me offwhen /.come on? how then' can honor let to a leg* 
no:or an armc* no: or take away the griefe ofa wound? no: ho- 
nor hath no skill in lurgery then ' no: What is honour?a worde: 
what is m that word? honor:what is that honoui'aire: a trim rec- 
koning. Who hath it? he that died a Wednefday,dodi hefeclc 
it* no:doth he heare it? rio:t’isinlenhble then? yea: to tiic dead: 
but will it not Hue with tlieliumg* no: why? detraction will not 
fnft'er it,thcrefore ilc none ofit, honor is a mcere skutchioh, arid 
fo ends my Catechifme, Exit , 

Enter Wercejler^and fir fythardVer nan , 

War, O no, my nephew mult not knovv,iir Richard, 

The liberall kiride oiler of die king, 

Per, T’wercbeff lie did. 

W'or. Then arc we all vnder one. 

It is not poiliblc : it cannot be 
T lie king fhould keepe his word in louing vs. 

He willfufpeft vs itill,and findc a tune 
To punifh this offence in other faults, 

Sunpofitioiijal our Hues ffiallbe ffuckefull ofeyes. 

For treafon is but trulted like the Fo\'e, 

Who neuer lb tame,fo eherith’t and loekt vp. 

Will haue a wildc trickeofhis anccffcrs: 

Lookehow we can,or lad, or mcrily; 

Interpretation will nufquote our lookes, 

And we fhall feed like oxen at a Rail, 

The better chcriiht, ilill the neerer death. 

My nephewes trcfpatle may be well forgot. 

It hath the excufcof youth and heat of blood. 

And an adopted name ofpriuilcdgc, 

A hau-bramd Hotlpur gouern’d by a fplcenc : 

A 11 his offences hue vpon my head 
And on Ins fathers. W edid traine him on. 

And his corruption. being tane from vs, 



vf rjcnry wtfourtln 

We as the fpring of all ffiall pay for all ; 

Therefore good coofen,let not, Hairy know. 

In any cafe the offer o’f the king. EnterUaiffur. 

Ve. U cliuer what you will,ilc lay t’is fo.Hcre coins your coo/e, 
Htt, My vncle is return'd. 

D cliuer vp my Lord of W citmcrland, 

Vnclcjwhat newes. 

War. The king will bid you battel prefently, 

Doug, Dcfie him by the Lord of Wcffmcrland. 

Hot, Lord Douglas, goe you and tell him fo. 
t>ou, Marry and lhal,and very willingly. Exit Deng, 

\y*r. There is no Teeming mercy in the king. 

Hot. Didycu beg any ? God forbid. 

W'or. I tolde him gently of our grieuances. 

Of his oth breaking, which he mended thus 
By now forfwcanng that he isforf.vorne. 

He call vs.rcbelsjtraitors.and will fcourge 
W it Ii hautie armcs,this hatcfull name in vs. Enter DeugUt* 

Boh. Arme, gentlemen, to armes : for 1 iiaue tlirowne 
A braue defiance in king Henries teeth. 

And Wclbncrland that vvasingag'ddid beareit 
Which cannot chulc but bring Jum quickcly on*. 

W'or. The Prince of Wales Aept forth before die king ’ 

An d,nephew,chaleng’d you to fingle fight, 

Hot. 0,would the quarrel lay vpon our heads. 

And that no mail might draw fhort breath to day 
But I and Harry Monmonth: tell me,tcll me, * 

How fhewed his talking? feemd it in contempt J 
tfr>\No,by my foulc I neuer in my life. 

Did heare a chalengc vrg’d more uiodcftly, 

Vnlcfle a brother fhould a brother dare. 

To gentle exercife and proofe of Armes , 

He gaue you all the dueties of a man, 

Trim’d vp your praifes with a Princely tongue, 
opokeyour defenuiigs like a Chronicle, * 

Waking you cacr better then his prayfc, 

Bvftill difp ra ifj n g p ra if c valued with you. 

And which became hiuijike a prince indeed. 
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Tfte hlijlorit 

He made a blufliing citall of Jiimfelfe. 

And chid his truant youth with fuch a graced 
Asifhe maftred there a double fpirit 
Of teaching and of learning inltanth 
There did he paufe jbutlct me tell the 
If he outliue the cnuicofthis day, 

England did neuer owe fo fweetc a hoi _ 

So much mifeonftured in his wantonnefle. 

Hot, Coolen, 1 thinkc thonart 
On his follies: neuer did I hearc 
Of any prince fo wild a libertie : 

But be he as he wilt, yet once e’renigiiu, 

I will imbrace him with a fouldiers arme. 

That he fhall fhrinke vndcrMy courtefie. 

Arme,arme with ipeedand fellowes, fouldiers, friendes, 

B etter confider what you haue to do. 

Then I that haue not wel the gift of tongue 
Can lift y our blood vp with perfvvafion. Enter a mefsenger. 
"Mef. M y Lord,herc arc letters for you, 

Hof ♦ I can no t read them now . 

O, Gentlemen, the time of life is fhort: 

To (pend that l'hortncs bafely,were too long, J ‘-'' h -‘ n 
Iflifc did ride vpon a dials point, 

Still ending atthcarriuallofanhoure, 

And ifwc liue,weliuetotreadonkings, 

Jfdic,braue deathwhen princes die with vs. 

Now for our confcier.cesjthe acmes are fure. 

When die intent of beanngthem is itvlh Enter another. 

Mef. My Lord,prepare,the king conies on apace. 

Hot. I thanke him^ that lie cuts me from my tale: 

Tor 1 profefle nottalkingj onely this. 

Let each man doe his b eft: and here draw lafword, 

Whole temper I intend to-ftamc 

With the belt blood that I can meet withal!, 

1 n the aduenture of this'perilous day. 

Now elperanCe Percy , arid feton, 

So(.md all die loftie inftruments of war. 

And by that Mufickeletvs a!! embrace, ^ 



ofJ-Jcnry the fourth. 

Forheauen to earth, feme of vs neuer (hall 
A fecondtime doe fuch a courtefie* 

Here they embrace jhc trumpets found, the king enters with his 
poW'er ,alarme to the butt ell } thcn enter Doughs ,and Sir Wal- 
ter Blunt. 

BUnt > What is thy name, thatinbattell thus thou croffeft me? 
Whathonour doit thou feeke vpon my head? 

Dong. Know then, my name is Douglas, 

And I doe haunt thee in the battell thus. 

Be caul e fome tell me that | hou art a king. 

Blunt , They tellthec true. 

Dong. The Lord of Stafford dccre to day hath bought 
T by likenefie, for in ftead of thee, King Harry, v 

Thisfword hath ended him, fo fhall it thee, 

Vnlelfe thou yeeld thee as my prifoner. 

Blunt. 1 was not borne a y eelder, thou proud Scot; 

And thou (halt find a king that will reuenge 
Lord Staffords d ea th. 

They fight, Douglas kjls Blunt yhen enter hi otjpnr. 

Hot , O Douglas, hadft thou fought at Holmedon thus, 

I neuer had'triumpht vpon a Scot* 

Doug. A Is done,als won : here breathlcs lyes the king. 

Hot. Where i 'Doug. Here, 

Hot , ’ This,Douglas? no, I know this face full well, 

A gallant knight he was, lus name was Blunt, 

Setnblably funiifti’c bkc the king himlelf, 

Deng, Ah foole,goe with thy loule whither it goes, 

A borrowed tide baft thou bought too deare. 

Why dtdftthoutcl me,thatdiouwertaking? * 

Hot. The king hath many marching in liis coatcs, 

Doug. Now by my ( word, I will kill all his coates : 
lie murthcr allius wardrobe, piece by piece, 

Vn till /me etc the king, Hot . Vp,and away. 

Our fouldiers (band full fairely for the day. 

j4Urme, Enter Faljlalffe folks. 

Fed, Though I could fcape (hot-free atLoridon,Ifearc the 
(hot here, here's no (coring but vpo the pate. Soft, who arc you? 
<fr Walter Blunt, that's honor for you, here's no vanity :I am as 
- K hot 
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The HifloHl 

. ?r ,,»l * • 

hot as molten lead, '& as heauytoo: God keepelead cutofmc 
1 need no more weight t hen mine'dWnc bowels. Ifiaue led my 
rag of Muams where they arepepperd:there’s notthree of my 
1 5 o. left aiiue, and they are for the townes end, to be" during 
life: bat who comes here? Enter thePrince > ; 

Trin. What, ftandft chou idle here? lend me thy fwordv] 

Many a noble man lies, ftarke arid ftifFe, 

Vnder the hooues of vaunting enemies, T 

Whole deaths are yetvnreueg’d, I prethee lend me thy fword. 

Fa/. O Hal, I prethee giue me leaue to- breathe a while; Turke 
Gregorieneuer did fuch deeds in anhes, as I haue done this 
day, I haue paid Percy, 1 haue matle hiin lure. 

Pr/w. Heis indeed, and liain^rokill-thec: 

I prethee lend methy fword. 

FaL Nay, before God, Hal^if Percy be aiiue, thou getft not 
my f.Yord, but take my piftol if thou wilt. 

Print Glue it metvvliac? is icmthecale? ■ 

Fal, I Hal,t’is hot, ths hot,, there’s that will fackea Citie. 

T be Prince drakes it outyand finds it to be a bottle of Sacks. 
Trin. What, is it a time-to ieft and daily now? 

He thro^ocs the bottle at hint. , Exit. 

Tal, Well, if Percy be aiiue, ile pierce him , if he doe come 
in my way: fo, if hee doe not, if I come in liis-.villingl-y, let him 
make a Carbonado ofine.ITihe not l'uch grinning -honour as hr 
W alter hath: giue me life , which if 1 can hue, fo if not, ho* 
nour comes vnlookt for, and there’s an end. 



Alarm e t cxcurfio ns ^En ter the King, the Prince Lord Iohn 
of Lane a (ter, and Earle oflT'efrmerliind. 

King, I prethee Hairy, withdraw thy l'elfe,.thonbleedefttoo 
much. Lord Iohn of Laocafter, go youwjith film, 

P John. Not T, my Lord j vnlelle I did bleed-coo, 

Trin. I bef'eechyour Mateftie, make-yp, 

Leaft your retirement doe amaze your friends; (tent. 

, King. | will doelbrmy Lbrd of Wcftmerland,lead him to Jus 
ITeft. GomeirayLordjileleadyoutoyOui-tent. IT 
Print Lead me, my Lord? I doe not rteeetyour helpCj. 

’Arid God forbid a ni^owfrratdifhoidddi^e d ; 1 .n\\ 
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The Prince of Wales from liich a field as this, . 

Where ftain’d nobilitie lies troden on, 

And rebels armes triumph in maflacres. 
lob. We breathe too long,come,coofcxvWeftmeriadj _ 

Curduetiethisway lies; for Godsiakp coinc. . 

Trin, By God, thou half decern’d me,Lanca{tel> 

I did not thinke thee Lord of fuch a lpirit : 

B cfore,/ lou’d thee as a brother Iohn, 

But now,! doe refpc& thee as my foplc. 

Kwg.l faw him liolde Lord Percy at the point, 

Withlufticrmaintenancetheiiididlpokefor 

Of liich an vngvowne warrior. , ■ 

Trin, 0,this boy lends mctall to vs all. Exit. 

Doug, Another king, they grow like Hydras heads, 

I am the Douglas,fatan toall thofe • 

Tliatweare thole colours on them. What art thoa 
Thaccounterfetft the perfon ora king? 

Kip, The king himTelf,who.Dnuglas gneues at heart, 

So many ofhis ihadowes thou nail met 

And not the very kingj I haue two boy es , . ^ 

Sceke Percie and thy lelfe about. the held. 

But feeing thoufallbmn me > • hi ift <wo M . 

I will aflay thee, and defend thy- lelft. 

Doug. I fearethou art another counterfet, v , 

And yet, infaith, thou bearefttheelikeaking, 

Butnime.Iamfure^thoiiartjwhQpethoube: 

And tlius I winne tliee . ; _ Wiioi ■' 

They fight } t he King being in danger ffnt er (Prince of fTaies, 
Vrm. Hold vp thy head, vile Scot,or thou aff 'like 
Neuertohold itvpagaine, thelpirits 
Of valiant Sher'Jy, Stafford, Blunt, are in m'jf armes: 

It is the Prince of Wales, that threatens thee, 

WJ 10 ncuer promifeth, hut he meane? to pay* 

They fight ^Douglas Jlicth. 

Cheerely,my Lord, how fares your grace? 

Sir Nicholas Gaw% hath for fuccourfcnt, . 

And fo hath C lift on : ile to Clifton lbraight* 

King. Stay, andbreathea while; 






j Vbe FJijlorie 

Thou haft redeemed thy loft opinion. 

And fhew’d thou makelt fomc tender of my life. 

In this foire refeue thou haft brought to me, 

Trin. O God, they did, me too much ini uric, 

That cucr laid, 1 Iurkerigd for your death. 

If it were fo, f might haue let alone 

The infultmg hand of Douglas oner you, * I 

Which would haue beene aslpeedyinyour end, 

A* all the poifonous potions in the world, 

Andfau’dthe treclierous labour of yourfonne.’ 

K*»£» Make vp to Clifton, ilc to S, Nicholas Gawfey.Fa-ft.Ki. 
Enter Hot [‘pur. 

Hot. If I miftake not, thou art Harry Monmouth, 

Trm. Thou fpeakft,asif I woulddeny my name. 

Hot , My name is Harry Percy. 

*Frin, Why, then t lee a very valiant rebcll of the namej 
I am the Prince of Wales, arid thinkc not, Percy, - - ' 

To fharc with me In glory any liiore: ’ ’ 

Two ftars keepe not their motion in one fpherc. 

Nor can one England brookc a double raigne 
Of Harry Percy, and the Prince of Wiles. 

Hot, No w, ftiall it. Hai ry : for the houre is come. 

To end the one of vs, and would to God 
Thy name in armes, were now as great as mine. 

Trin. lie make it greater , e’rc I part from thee. 

And all the budding hOndiifs on thy creft, 
lie crop to make a,garland for my head. 

Hot. I can no longer bfooke thy vanities. 

They fight :Enter Fntflalffc, 

Tat, Wellfaid,Hal, toit,Hal. Nay, you fliall find no boy e* 
play here, I can tcilyou. 



Enter Donglat,he fight eth with Talftatffe, he fait 
detyneaj if he Were dead, the Trine e 
killcthVcrcj. 

Hot. Oh Harry, thou haft rob’d mcof my youth, 

I better brooke the lofleof brittle life. 

Then thofc proud titles thou haft won of me, 
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of Henry the fourth. 

They wound my thoughts, Worfe then thy /word myflefli: 

But thought’s the ilauc of life, arid life times foole, 

And time that takes furuay of all the world, 

M uft haue a ftop. O, I could prophecte, 

But that die earth and cold hand of death 
Lies on my tongue : noPercy,thouattduft 
And food for, 

p rin. For worm**, braue Percy', Fare thee well, great heart, 
111 weau’dambition,howe much arc thou fhrunke : 

When that this body did containe a/pirit, 

A kingdomc for it Was too final! a bound, 

But now two pa^cs ofche vilcft earth 
Jsroomc inougli: this earth_that bearcs the dead, 

B earcs not aliue fo ftoutc a gentleman. 

Ifthou wert lenfible ofeurtefie, 

I Ihould not make fo great a (hew of zeale* 

Bullet my fauours hide thy manglcdface, 

And euen in thy behalfe ilc thankc my felfe. 

For doing thefc faire rites oftendernefle. 

Adiew, and t ake thy praife with thee to heauen. 

Thy ignominy iteepewitluhce in the grauc, 

But not reiriembred in thy Epitaph* 

He fpieth Falftalffe on the ground, 

What,old acquaintance! could not all this flefh 
Kecpe in a little life ? poorc Iatkc, farewell, 

I could haue better /par'd a better man, 

0,1 fhould haue a heauic miflbofthee. 

If I were much in loue with vanitie : , 

Death hath notftrookefo faire a Deere to day, 

T hough many dearer, in this bloody tray . 

Inbowcl’d will I fee thee by and by. 

Till thcn,in blood by noble Per dc lir. Exit, 

• l! Falftalfferifethvf , i 

Frf/.Inbowcl’d? ifthou inbowcl me to day, ilc glue you leauc 
to powder me and eatc me too to morrowe.Z blood, tw’as time 
to counterfet,or that hot termagant Scot liad paid me foot and 
lot too, Countcrfct; I be, lam no countcrfct: to die is to bee a 
countcrfet.forhc is but the countcrfct of a man , who hath not 

K 5 the 
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7 . 1 be fit ijipric 

the life ofa man; jbiieto counterfet^ying^henja man thereby 
Iiuech,i$ to benocounterfet, but tire true and perfect image of 
lifei idecd.The berterpart ot valour is ciikrcuun, in the .winch 
better part I haue faued my hfe.Zounds I ani ; tr aid ci tius gun- 
powder Percy , though Jie.be .dcadthowdfheihould cotei;%tcQ 
and rile: by my faith, lam,. afraid hee would, proue the. better 
counter let .-therefore ile make him fure,yea and lie lwearc J kild 
him. Why may not he rile afwell as I? nothing confutes me but 
eyes, and no body fees trie: therefore firra,mth a new wound in 
your thigh, come youalong with mf. 

He takes vp Hptfpftr on bis hacke.EnterVrmce and, ^ 

lobnofLancajier. 

Tr/,Come p bfof her Iohn,ful brauely haft thou fleih’c 
Thy maydenfvvord, 

John. B uc fofty.vhom haue tyc heare? 

Did yo u not tell me, this fatlman was dead ? . j i; jorf : 

Prin, I did, / Caw him. dead, 

Breatliles and bleeding on the ground. Artthou aliue? 

Or is it fantafie that play cs vpon our eiefight ? 

I prethce fpeake,\ve will not icuftoor eies : j nr 

t Without our eares,tho^u ait not what tlipiljleei^ihtrrr.; , : i , tl r 

. Fat. No,that’s cereaine,/atn not a dotible man : 
notlacke Falftalffe, tHenain /a lacke : there is JPcreie,ifyour 
father will doc raeainy honour, ,fo : if not, let him kill, the next 
Perciehimfelfe :/looketobc either Earie or Duke, I can al- 
lure you. ,;u.ut •, ^ : ... i rir:->d oufid bh. " y 

Vr.hu W hy, Percie I fctWipiy, G2£<* ahd.batVrtl?ee.d^4i' 

Fa/, Didftchou? Lord,L©sd[)^vuhifhis vyorJdi§ giucntp ly- 
ing. I grauntyou,! was downe., and o'utof breath, andiovvasJie, 
butwerofe both at an wftant, and fought a long hourc by 
Shrewesburie clockc, if f t m»y.kc beleeu’dio?: ifnet, let them 




thigh: ifthcmari were alme, and would denieit, Zouds /would 
make imn eate a piece of my f.vprd. 

^h*.Thisisthelfrangeftc4c*th%teue<i b’eatd# , 
Pritt. This is theftrangeif fellow, Iitot'hcr I'ohn, , ( 

Conic bring y our luggage nobly pn^your backc. 
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of hlcnryth fourth • 

For my part,if a lie may doc thee grace,- ‘ \ r f ■ !C f * ? • ’ T ■' 

Ile ouild it with the Iiap^ieft ferrhes 1 haue,'- 0‘io t ii. , . -wW 
A retraite is founded-, 

Vrin, The Trumpet founds rctrair, theday, is our$. 

Come, brother, lec vsto the lugheft of the field, y - 

To fee what ffiendtate liuin'gjWhoare'dead. v-: Exeunt* 

Pal. Ile follow, as Jgtdgi fay, tor fe,waed.Heethat rejyardes me, 
God reward him. If/ doe growe great, :ile$rbwe.leflc»for life 
purge and lcauc -Sacke, -and hue cleancly as a noble, man 
ihould do, Exit, 

,T.'rc 1 tuo t Duob vw 3r -i: ^onkniyi 'i.bnodT ,v.«V* 
The Trumpet's fund. Enter fktrEfyg&riKce-ltfilfoki, . Leri 
John of Lancaster^ Earle of lVeftmerland > tytth Ufereefter,, 
and Vernon, prtfoners, . 

King. Thus euer did rebellion find rebuke, -v , 

III fpinced Woi-ce{ter,did not we fend grate. 

Pardon, and termcsofloue to ;illofyoiHbnol<J hi. u / 
And wouldft thou turnc our offers coniifrfrjJ>! vidj r 
JVldufe the tenor of thy kuilmans.trult ? .3 • . • 

Three knights vpon our partie ilaine to day, 

A noble Earle and many acreatureelfe, . 

Had bene aline thishoure, 

If like a Chriftian thou hadftrniely borne 
Betwixt our armies trueintclligence. 

IVor. W hat I haue done,my fafety vrg’d mec to i 
And I imbracc this fortune patiently* 

Since not to be auoy ded it fals on me, 

Kmg . Beare Wore efter to the death, and Vernon tco; 
Other offenders we will paufe vpon. 

How goes the field? .... 

Vrtn . The noble Scot, Lord Douglas, wbcnhc favv 
T lie fortune of the day quite turn’d from him. 

The noble Percie flaine^and allhis men 
Vj pon tlicfoote offeare,n&j' ' with, .tli’e reft : 

A nd failing from a hill, he was fo brus’d, 

'I'hatthe purfuers tooke him. At my tent 
The Douglas is : and I beleech your grace 
Imaydifpole of him. 

Vine'. 

Ka 





















IP 














ytorkmv; 

^WichaU my h«rt. 

J rm ' 1 hcn,brotlier lolmof Lancafter, 

To you this honourable bounty flail belon* " :ii 

Goe to the Douglas, and dciiuer luui °* 

Vp to bis plcafure, ranfomelefle and free- 
His Valours fhew’n vpon our Crdts to day, 

Kaue taught ys how to cherilhluch high deeds ' 

Euen in tlic bofome of our aduerfatics. 

lohn. Itlianike your grace for this high curtefie, 

Winch l fliallgiucaway iinmcdiatly. 

Kw g • T lien this remain cs, that we deuide our power, 

\ ou ionne Iolm, and my coofcn W efttneiland 
Towards Yorkelhall bend ,you with your deereft (peed 
To meet Northumberland and the Prelate Scroopc, 

Who, as we heare, are bufily in armes: 

My felfe, and you/onne Harry , will towards Wales, 

T o fight with Glendower and the Earle of March, 

Rebellion in this land lhall lofe Jus fway. 

Meeting the checke of fuch another day. 

And, fincc tins butindTe fo faire is done, 

Let vs not Ieaue, till all our ownc be won. Ex ; twit* 

ids ikt> 
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medie, of Syr Iohn Faljlajfe , and the 
merry Wiues of VVuidfor. 

Enter /^/wSEallow, Syr Hugfi^^ftr Page,. 
<«fc/Slender. 

shah XT Ere talke to me, He makeaftar-eham- 
^ ber matter ofit. 

The CounceJl /hall know it, (mee. 
Pag. Nay good maifter Shallow be per/waded by 
Slen. N ay farely my vncle /hall not put it vp fo. 
Sir Hu-. Wilyou not heare reafons M. Slenders ? 
You fhould htarereafons. 

Shal. Tho he be a knight, he /hall not thinke to 
carrie it fo away. 

M.Pagel willnotbewronged.Foryou 
Syr,Ilouey6u,andfor my coufen 
He comes to looke vpon your daughter. 

Pa. And heres my hand, and if my daughter 
Like him fo well as I,wee’l quickly haueita match? 
In the meane time let meintreat you to foiourne 
Here a while. And on my life lie vndertake 
to make you friends. 

Sir Hu. I pray you M. Shadcweslet it be fo* 

A , Th~, 








jfpleafamt (omedie , of 

The matter is pud to arbitarments. 

Thefirft man is M.f ^videlicet M. Page. 

The fecond is my felfe,videlicet my felfe. (tyf. 

And the third and laft man, isminehoftofthegar- 

Enter Syr Iohn Falftaffe, PiftoILBardolfe, 
*»dNim. 

v 

Hereis fir John himfelfe now,Iookeyou. 

Fal. NowM .Shallow, youle complaine of me 
to the CouncelI,I heare i 
Shal. Sir iohn fix John, yoirhaue hurt my keeper, 
Kild my dogs,ftolne my deere. 

Fat. But not killed your keepers daughter. 

Shd. Well this (hall beanfwered. 

Fal. Ueanfvvere it ftrait.I haue doncall this. 
This is now anfwred. 

Shat. Well,the Councell {hall know it. 

Fal. T were better for you twere knowne in 
Youle be laughtat. (counfell, 

Sir Hu. Good vrdes fir John , good vrdes. 

Fal. Good vrdes, good Cabidge. 

Slender I brake your head, 

What matter haue you againftmee? 

Slen. I haue matter in my head againft you and 
your cogging companions, Pill oil and Nym. They 
carried meeto the Tauerne and made mee drunke, 

and afterward picked my pocket. 

Fal. What lay you to this P/^c/^didyoupicke 
Maifter Slenders p.urfe Pijloll f 

Slen. Ibythishandkercherdidhe. Two farre 
fhouellboord {hillings, befidesfeuen groats in miU 
fixpcnces. 



the merry H>im of kind for. 

fal. What fey you to this Ptjloll ? 

Fiji. Sir Iohn find Maifter mine, I combat craue 
Of this feme laten bilbo. I do retort the lie 
Euen in thy gorge,thy gorge, thy gorge. 

Slen. By this light it was he then. 

Nym. Syr my honor is not for many words. 

But if you run bace humors of me, 

I will fey mary trap. And there’s the humor of it. 

Fal. You hearethde matters denidegentleme. 
You heare it. 

lnt& MiJlreJJe Fo ord, Mjtrejprf^e^mdht r 

daughter Anne. 

Pa. No more now, 

I thinke it be altnoft dinner time. 

For my wife is come to meet vs. 

Fal. Miftrefle Foordfi. thinke your name is. 

If Imiftakenot. 

Syr Iohn kiffes her. 

Mif. Ford. Your miftake fir is nothing but in thg 
Miftrefle.Butmy husbands name is FoordRr* 

Fal. I {hall defire your more acquaintance. 

The like of you good mifteris Page. 

Mif.Pa. With all my hart fir John, 

Come husband will you goe f. 

Dinner ftaies for vs. 

Pa. With all my hart, come along G entlcmen, 
Exit alljtut Slender and 

mijlrejfe Anne. 



Mm 
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pleafant (omedie, cf 

Anne. NoWfbrfooth whydoyouftay me/ 

What would you with me ? 

Slen. Nay for my owne part, I would litle or no- 
thing with you.I loueyou well, and my vncle can 
tell you how my liuing Hands. And ifyou can louc 
me why lo. If not, why then happie man be his 
dole. 

An. You lay well M. Slender. 

But firft you muft giue me leaue to 
Be acquainted with your humor. 

And afterward to loueyou if I can. 

Slen. Why by God, there’s neuer a man in chri* 
ftendome can delire more. What haueyou Beares 
in your Towne miftrefle Anne, your dogs barke lb.<* 

An. I cannot tell M.S lender thinke there be. 

Slen. Ha how lay you ? I warrant your afeard of 
a Beare let loo le, are you not ? 

An. Yestruftme. 

Slen. N ow that’s meate and drinke to me, 
lie run yon to a Beare, and take her by the mulfell. 
You neuer law the like. 

But indeed I cannot blameyou. 

For they are maruellous rough things. 

An. Will you goe in to dinner M .Slendor ? 

The meate ftaiesforyou. 

' Slen. No faith not 1. 1 thanke you, 

I cannot abide the finell of hot meate 
N ere lince I broke my Ihin.Ile tel you how it earns 
By my troth. A Fencer and I plaid three venies 
For adilh offtewd prunes, and I with my ward 
Defending my head, he hot my Ihin. Yes faith. 

Enter 



the merry 'toiues of 'fyindfor. 

Enter Matjler Page, 

Pa. Come, come Maifter Slender, dinner ftaies for 
you. 

Slen. I can eate no meate,I thankeyou. 

Pa. Youlhallnotchoolellay. 

Slen. Ilefollow you fir, pray leade the way. 

Nay be God mifteris Anne; you lhali goe firft, 

I haue more manners then lo, I hope. 

An. Wcll fir,! will not be troublelbme. 

Exitomnes. 

Enter Jir Hugh and Simpl e^jrom dinner. 

SirHtt.Wdxk y o u Simple, 'pxzy you beare this letter 
to D odor Cay tts houle, the French Dodor. He is 
twell vp along the ftreet, and enquire of his houle 
for one miftris guicklyjnis woman, or his try nurle, 
and deliuer this Letter to her, it tis about Maifter 
Slender. hooVe you, will you do it now/ 

Sim. IwarrantyouSir. 

Sir Hu. Pray you do, I muft not be abfent at the 
grace. 

I will goe make an end of my dinner, 

There is pepions and cheefe behinde. 

Exit omnes. 

Enter fir Iohn FalftafFes Host of the Garter, 
Nym, Bardolfc, Piftoll, and the bof. 



Eal. MineHoftofthe Garter. 

B 



tfott. 
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A pleafant Comedie, of 
Hoft. What fes my bully Rooke i 
Speake fchollerly and wifely. 

Fal. Mine Hoft , I muft turne away fbme of my 
followers. 1 

Hott. Difcard bully, /ftra/ttcaflire. 

Let them wag, trot,trot. 

PV*/. I fitat ten pounda weeke. 

Hott, Thou art an Emperour C&far, Hefty and 
Kefar bully. 

lie en tertaine Bardolfe, He foall tapfoe (hall dra w. 
Said I well, bully Hector ? 

Fal. Do good mine Hoft. 

Host. T haue fpoke.Let him folio w. Bardolfe 
Let me foe thee froth, and lyme. I am at . 

A word. Follow, follow. 

ExitHoB. 

Fal. D o Bardolfe^ a Tapfter is a good trade, 

’An old cloake will make anew Ierkin, 

A withered feruingman,a frdh Tapfter: 

Follow him Bardolfe * 

V Bar. I will fir,Ile warrantyou Ilomakeagood ' 
foifttoliue. 

Exit Bardolfe. 

Pif. O bace gpngaiian wight, wilt thou th e (pic- 
ket willd? 

Ny&.. Hismindeis notheroick. Ahdtheresthe 
humor of it. 

Fal. Well my Laddes, I am.almoft-out atthe 
heeles.. 



Pif. Why then fot cybes infiie* 
Nym. Ithanke thee for that humor.. 



Fa & 



thmmy 'tomes ofrindjorl 
Fal. Well I am glad I am Co rid of this tinder 
Boy. 

His ftealth was too open, his filching was like 
An vnskilfull finger, he kept not time. 

Nym. Thegood humor is to fteale at a minutes 
reft. 

Pif. Tis fo indeed iVyw,thou haft hit it right. 
Fal. Well, afore God, I muft cheat, I muft cony- 
catch. 

Which of you knowes Foordof this Towne f 
Pif. I ken the wight, heisc)ffubftancegood. 
Fal. Well my honeft LaHi^Ikrtell you what 
lam about. 

Pif. Twoyards and mor'e. 

MNo gibes bow P//M: indeed I am two yards 
In the waft, but nowTam about no waft : 

Briefly, I am about thrift you rogues you, 

I do intend to make loue to Foords wife, 

I efpie entertainment in her. She carues,foe 
Difoourfes.She giues the lyre of inuitation, 
Andcuerypart to be eonftured rightly is^I am 
SyvlohnFalftaffes. 

Pif Hehathftudicd her welfoutoflroncftie 
IntoEnglifo. 

F al. Now the report goes, foe hath all the rule 
Of her husbands purfo. She hathlegiansofangels. 

Pif As many diuels attend her. 

And to h er boy (ay I . 

Fal. Heree’s a Letter to her. Heeres another to 
mifterisP^c. 

dtii , d. ■ W’v - 1 r mtiuuli '->pd • ■" ' • */-■ 
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A pleajant Comedie, of 

Whoeuen nowgauemc good eies too, examined 
ray exteriors with fuch a greedy intentio, with the 
beames of her beautie, that it feemed as fhe would 
a fcorged me vp like a burning glaffe. Hereis ano- 
ther Letter to her, fhec bearcs the purfe too. They 
fliallbe Excheckers to me, and Ilebe cheaters to 
them both .They fliall be my Eaft an d Weft Indies, 
and lie trade to them both. Heere bearethou this 
Letter to miftrefle FoordAnd thou this to miftrelTe 
Page. Weele thriue Lads, we will thriue. 

Pifi. Shall I firPanderowes of Troy become i- 
And by my fword were fteele. 

Then Lucifer take all. 

, Nym. HeretakeyourhumorLetteragaine, 

For my part, I will keepe the hauior 
Of reputation. And theres the humor ofit. 

Fal, Here firrha beare me thele Letters tifely, 
Saile like my pinnice to the golden Ihores : 

Hence flaues,avant.Vaniflilikehailftones,goe. 
Falfiajfe will Iearne the hum or of this age, 

French thrift you rogue, my felfe and feirted Page. 

' e Exit Falfiajfe, 

■ and the Boy. 

Pip A nd art thou gonerTeafter lie haue in pouch- 
When thou fti alt want,bace Phrygian Turke. 

Nym. Ihaue operations in my head, which are. 

h u m ors of reuenge. 

Pip Wilt thou reuengc ? 

Nym. By Welkin an d her Fairies. . 

Pif By wit, or fword < 

Nym. With both the humors I Will difclofe this 
loue to lie poles him with Iallowes, 

And 
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tbemerry 'tomes of tolndjor. 

And theres thehumorofit. 

pif. And I to Fvord will likewife tell 
How Falftaffevavlot vilde. 

Would haue her loue, his doue would proue. 

And eke his bed defile. 

Nym., Let vs about it then, (on. 

Pif. Ilefecondthee : fir Corporall Nym troope 

Exitomnes. 

Enter Miflrcffe Qu ickl y^andS i mpl e. 

£>utc. M. Slenderis yourMaftcrsname fay you? 
Sim. I indeed that is his name. 

Quic. How lay you i J take it hee is fomewhat a 
weakly man : 

And he has as it were a whay coloured beard. 

Sim. Indeed -my maifters beard is kane colored. 
£>ujc. Kane colour, you fay well. 

And is this Letter from fir Ton , about Mifteris An, 
Is it not? 

Sim. I indeed is it. 

Owe. So « and your Maifter would haue meas • 
it twere to fpeak to mifteris Anne concerning him : 

I promile you my M.hath a great affe&ioned mind 
, to miftrefie^wwhimfelfe. Andifhefhouldknow 
< that I (hould as they fay,giuemy verditfor any one 
buthimfelfe, Ifhould heare of it throughly : For 
I tell you friend, he puts all his priuities in me. 

Sim. I by my faithyouareagoodftaie tohim. 
§>yfc. Am LI and you knew allyowd fay lo : 
Walking, brewing , baking, all goes through my 
Or elle it would be bat a woehoufe. (hands, 

Sim. I belhrow me, one woman to do all this, 

B 3 , Is . 
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\zfpleafmt ('wnedie, of 

Is very painfull. 

guic. Are you auifedof t ha tM, I warrant you 
Take all,and paleal),all goe through my hands, * 
And he is fuch a honcfl man, and he fliould chance 
Tocomehomeandfindea raanhere,wefhould 
Haue no who with h im.He is a pai lowes man. 
Sim. Is he indeed'* 

gmc. Is he quoth you'God keepehim abroad: 
Lord blefle me, who knocks there ? 

For Godsfakeftep into the Counting-hou/e, 
While 1 goeiee whofe at doore. 

He fteps into the Counitng-houfe. 
What lohn Rugby John ^ 

Areyou come home fir alrcadie ? 

And fie opens the doore. 
poll. I begar/bc forget myoyntment, 
VVhere be John Rugby ? 




Enter Iobn. 

Rug. Here fir, do you caH? 

Doc. /you be John Rugbiejnd you belack Rugby 
Goe run vp met your heel es, and bring away 
Deoyntment in de vindoe prelent: 

Make hall lohn Rugbie.O I am almoft forget 
My fimples in a boxe in de Counting-houle: 
O.Jefiiu vat be here, a deuella,a deuella < 

My Rapier lohn Rugby , Vat be you, vat make 
You in my Counting-houfe? 

Jtinckyou bea teefe. 

Jluic. ,/efiiu blefle me, we are all vndone. 

Sim. G Lord fir no : /am no theefe, 
lama Sertiingman : ^ 
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the merry 'toim oftomd/br. 

My name is John Simple , /brought a Letter fit 
From my M..S lender, about mifteris Anne Page 
Sir : indeed that is my comming. 

Doc. I begar is.datall ? lohn Rugby giuea ma pen 
An /nek: tarche vn pettit tarche a little. 

T he Dofiorwrites; 

Sim. O God what a furious man is this ? 

guic. N ay it is well he is no worfc : 

1 am glad he is fo quiet.- 

Dcc.Here giue datiame to fir Hu, it ber ve chalegc 
Begar tell him 1 will cut his nafe, will you ? 

Sim. 1 fir,. lie tell him CoZ (may. 

Doc. Datbevell, my Rapier lohn Rugbj , follow 

Exit Doll or. 

guic. Well my friend, / cannot tarry , tell yout 
Maifter/lcdoo what/ can for him, 

And fo farewell. 

Sim. Mary will 1,1 am glad Jam got hence. 

Exit omnts , 



Enter MiJtreJJe Page , reading of 
a. Letter.^ 

(reafbttj 

Mif. Pa; MifirefieP^c/loueyou. Askemeno 
Becaule theyr impoffible to alledge. .Your faire. 
And / am fat. Yon loue lack,fo do 
As/am fure/haue nomind buttoloue. 

So/ know you.haue no hartbut to grant (knowes 
Albuldierdoth not vfe many words, where a 
A letter may. ferue for afentcnce. /loue you, 
Andfo/leaueyouv 

Tours Syr lohn Falfiajfe.. 

Now 



Apleajant ComecHe, of 

Now fe&nbleiTe me,am I methomorphifed? ’ 
I thinfce Iknowe not my felfe. Why what a Gods 
name doth this man fee in me, that thus he ihootes 
atmyhoneftie ? Well but that I knowe my owns 
heart, I Ihould fcarcelyperfwademy felfe I were 
hand. Why whatan vnreaibnable wooliack is this. 
Hewas neuer twicein my companie,andifthenf 
thought I gaue fuch afftirauce with my eies,Idepul 
them out, they ihould neuer fee more holiedaies. 
Well, I ihall truft fat men the worfe while I liue for 
his iake.0 God thatl knew how to be reuenged of 
him. But in good timc,heeresmiftrefle Foord. 
Enter Miftreffe Foord. 

Mif.For. How now Miilris P^areyou reading 
Loue Letters ? How doyou woman ? 

Mif.Pa. O woman I am Iknow not what : 

In louevptothe hardeares. I was neuer in fuch a 
caie in my life. 

Mi f. Ford. In Ioue,now in the name of Godwith 
whom ? 

Mif.Pa, With on e that iweares he lo u es me. 
And I muft not choofe but do thelike ^gainer 
I prethie Iooke on that Letter. 

Mif.For. lie match your letter iuft with the like. 
Line for Iine,word for word.Only the name 
Of mifteris Page^ and miileris/vW diiagrees : ' 

Do me the kindnes to Iooke vpon this. 

Mif.Pa. Why this is right my letter. 

O rood notorio us villaine i 

Why whata bladder of iniquitie is this *. 

Lets be reuenged whatio ere we do. • 

Mif.For. Reuengeddf weliueweel be reuenged. 
■ J 5 . OLord 
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the merry Tomes of Toindfof. 

O Lord if my husband ihould fee this Letter, 
Ifaith this would euen giue edge to his Iealoufie, 
Enter Ford,Page, Pistoll and Nym . 

Mif.Pa. Sec where our husbands are. 

Mine’s as far from Iealouiie, / * 

As I am from wronging him. 

'Pif. Ford the words I ipeakeare ford : 

Beware, take heed, for Falfajfeiouzs thy wife : 
When Pijloll lies do this. 

Ford. Why fir my wife is not young. 

Pif. He wooes both yong and old, both rich and 
None comes amis.I lay he Ioues thy wife : (poore 
Faire warning did I giue,take heed. 

For iommercomes,and Cuckoobirds appeare: 
Page belieue him what he fes. Away fir Corporall 

Exit Pisioll: {Nym. 

Nym. Syr the humor of it is, he loues your wife, 
I ihould ha borne the humor Letter to her : 

I ipeake and I auouch tis true : My name is Nym. 
Farwell,I Ioue not the humor of bread and cheefe: 
And thcres thohumor ofit. Exit Nym. 

Pa. The humor of it, quoth you : 

Heres a fellow frites humor out of his wits. 

Mif.Pa. How now fweet hart, how dofl: thou ? 
Enter Mijlreffe Qgickty. 

Pa. How now man ? How do you miilris Ford? 
Mif. For. Well I thankeyOu good M .Page. 

How now husband , how chaunce thou artio me- 
lancholy? 

Ford. Melancholy ,T am not melancholy. 
Goegetyouin,goe. 

Mif.For. God faue me,fee who yonder is : 

C Wcele 







A pleafant Come die, $f 
Wcelefct hcra workein thisbufinefle. ' 

Mtf.Pa. O fhecle ferue excellent. 

N ow you come to lee my daughter An I am fure. 

Quic. I forfooth that is my comming. 

Mif.Pa. Come go in with me.Come Mif.FW. 

Mif.Yor. I follow you Miftrefte Page. 

Exit MiJlreJJc Fordyfl/z/TPage, ^Quickly. 

F or. M. Page did you heare what thefe fellowcs 

Pa. Y cs M.Fm^what of that lire' ((aid ? 

F or. Do you thinke it is true that they told \s? 

Pa. No by my troth do I not, 

I rather take them to be paltry lying knaues. 

Such as rather fpeakes of enuic, 

Then of any certaine they haue 

Ofany thing. And for the knight, perhaps 

He hath fpoke merrily, as thefafbionoffatmcn. , 

Are: But fhould he loue my wife, 

Ifaith Ide rurne her loofe to him : - M 

And what hegot moreof her, 

Then ill ]ookes,and fferowd words, 

Why let me heart the penaltie of it. 

Par. Nay Ido notmiftruftrny wife, 

Yet Idebe loth to turne them together, 

A man may be too confident.- 

Enter Hod and Shallow. 

Fa. Here comes my ramping hoft of the garter, 

Thefts either ticker in his hed,or niony in his purle, 

That hclookes fo nj.crily.Now mine Hoft? 

Hod. God blefle you my bully rookes,God blefte 
Gauelera-Iuftice I fay. (you. 

Shal. At hand mine h oft, at hzad.M.V or d god den 
dema.£iV«ntiegood M.Fage* . (to you. 

I tell 
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the merry "bines of bind for. 

I tell you- fir we haue fport m hand. 

Hofl. Tell him cauelira Iuftice : tell him bully 
Ford. Mine Hofta the garter: (rooke. 

Hod. What fes my bully rooke ? 

Yard. A word with you fir. 

- Ford and the Hojl talkes. 

Shal. Harke youfirjle-tellyou whatthc fport 
Do&or Cayusandfu Hu are to fight, ((hall be. 

My merrie Hoft hath had the meafuring 
Oftheir weapons, and hath (care : 

Appointed them contrary places. Harke in your ‘ 
Hod: Haft thou no ftnneagainft my knight, ' ' 
Mygueft,mycaueliiraV •. ; •• * 

Far.- None I proteft : But tell him my name 
Is Brooke, onlie fora left. 

Hod: My hand-bully : Thou fhalt 
Haue egresrandregres,and thy . ‘ 

Name fhall be Brooke : Sed Iwell bully He<ftor? 

S hal. I tell you what M . Page, I beieeue 
The Dodtor is no Iefter,heele laieiton : 

For tho we belufticesand Dodtors, 

And Church men, yet we are ' 

The fonnes of women M.Page: { 

Pa: True maifter SAr//<w: 

Shal: It will be found fb maifter Page: 

Pa. Mai fter Shallow you yo ur fclfe 
Haue bene a great fighter, • 

Tho now a man of peace:. 

Shal: M.P^c I haue feene the day that yong 
T all fellowes with their ftrdkc & their paffado, 

I haue made them trudge Maifter P&gc, ' 

Atis the hartjthc hart doth all : I 

C z Haue 








A pleafant Com cdie, of 
Haue feene the day, with my two hand fword 
I would a raadeyou foure tall Fencers 
Scipped like Rattes. 

Hojl. Here boyes,(hall we wagtail we wag * 

Shat. Ha with you mine hoft. 

Exit Holt and Shallow. 

Pa. Come M. Ford, (hall we to dinner ? 

Iknow thefefeliowes flicks in your minde. 

For. No in goodfadneflenotin mine: 

Yet for all this lie try it further, 

/will not leaueitfo: . 

Come M . P age, (hall we to dinner ?. 

Pa. With all my hart fir, 7 le follow you. 

Exit omnest. 

Enter Syr lohn,andPittoH. 

Fat. Ac not lend thee a peny. 

Pif. / will retort the fum in equipage. 

Fat. Notapennie : / haue beene content you 
fhuld lay my countenance to pawner/hauegrated 
vpon my good friends for 3. repriues, for you and ; 
your Coach- fello w Nym, clfc you might a looked’ 
thorow a grate likea geminy of babones./am dam- 
ned in hell for fwearingto Gentlemen yourgood 
fouldiers and tall fellowes: And when miftriffePri* 
get loftthehandleofherFan, /looked on my ho. 
thou hadftitnot. 

P if. Didft thou not (hare ? hadft thou not fif- 
tcene pence/* 

Pal R eafon you rogue, reafon . 

D'oeft thou thinke /le indanger my (bule gratis i 
/n briefe, hang no moreabout mee, / am no gybit 
for you. A (hort knifeand a throngtoyour manner 

of. 



tbekerry'toimof 'Mnifor. 
ofpickt hatch,goe.Youle notbearea Letter for me 
you rogueyou : you fland vpon your honor. Why 
thou vnconfinable bafenefle thou , tis as much as I 
can do to keep the termes of my honor precife.1,1 
myfelfelbmetimcs, leauingthe feare of God on 
the left hand, am faine to (huffel,to filch & to lurch. 
And yet you fland vpon your honor, you rogue. 
You,you. 

Pif. Ido recant: what woulft thou more of man? 
Fal. Well,gotoo, away ,no more. 

Enter Mijlrejje Quickly, 
guic. Good you god den fir. 

Fal. Good den faire wife. 
c^uic. N ot (o ant like your worfhip.- 
Fal. Faire mayd then. 
fmc. That I am lie be fworne,as my mother 
The firft houre I was borne. ( was 

Sir I would fpeake with you in priuate. 

Fal. Say on I prethy,heeres none but my owne 
houfliold. , . : : . : 

flute. Arc they fo? Now God blefle them, and 
make them his (eruants. 

Syr I come from MiftrcflTe/wwvf. 

Fal. So from Miflreffe Fdfftd.Q oeon. 
fuic. I fir,(he hath fent me to you to let you 
Vnderftand (lie hath receiued your Letter, (dit. 
And let me tell you, five is one (lands vpon her cre- 
F al. Well, come Mifteris FW,Mifleris Ford, 
fffc. I fir, and as they (ay, (lie is not the firft 
Hath bene led in a (boles paradice. . 

Pal N ay prethy be bride my good (he Mercury „■ 
( 3 fi.c, Mary fir,(heed haueyou meet her between 
eight and nine... C } Pal. 

x 
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<A pleafmt Qrnedie , of • 

■Val. So betweene eight and nine: (birdine 

gmc. I forioothjfor then her husband goes a & 
Yal. Well commend me to thy miftris,td her 

I will not faile her .• Boy giue her my purfe. 

Nay fir I haue another arant to do to you 
From mifteris Page : 

F al. From mifteris Page ? I prethy what of her ? = 
gjijc. By my troth / think you work by /rtchant- ' 
Els they could neuer loueyou as they doo: (meats, 
F4/.Not/,/afturethee.ftettingtheatra&ionofmy 
Good parts afide./vfe ho other inchantments : 

% Sl!!i c ‘ Well fir,fhcloues you extreemly: 

And let me tell you, fhecs one that feares God, 

>- And her husband giues her leaue to do all: 

For he is not halfe fo iealoufieas M.Pordis. (Yord s 
Yal. 'But harke thee,hath mifteris Page & miftris 
Acquainted each other how dearly they loue me? 
Quic. O God no fir : there werea ieft indeed. a 
JfV. Wellfiirvvcl, commend meto mifteris Yord, 
/will not faile her lay. 

-Qtuc. Godbe witfryourworfiiip. 

Exit Mijlrejfe Quiok/y, 

Enter Bardolfe. 

Bar. Sirheer’s a Gentleman, 

One M. Brooke, would fpeak with you, 

Hehath lent you a cup of facke. 

F aL M. Brooke, decs, welcome: Bid him come vp, . 
Such Brookes ate alwaies welcome to me : 

A lack f will thy old bodie yet hold out ? 

Wilt thou after the expence of fo mu ch mony 1 

Be now a gainer Good bodie /thanke thee. 

And /le make more ofthee then /ha done : 

Ha 
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the merry 'tows of Vmdfor. 

Ha, ha, mifteris Ford, and mifteris P^haue r 
1 caught you a-the hip < go too. 

Enter Foord difgutjed like Brooke. 

F or. God fane you fir. 

pal. And you too,would you fpeak with me / 
Fal. Mary would / fir, /am fomewhat bolde to 
My name is Brooke. . ( trouble you, 

Fal. GoodM. Brooke your verie welcome. 

For. /faith fir / am a gentleman and a traueller, 
That haue foen fomewhat . And I haue often heard 
That ifmony goes before,all waies lie open. 

. : Fal. Mony is a good fouldierfir.and will on. 
For. /faith fir,and/ haue a bag here, 

Would you wood helpe me to beareit. 

Fal. Q Lord, would /could tellhow to deferue 
To be your porter. 

For. That may you eafily fulohn.-l haue an ear- 
Sutetoyou. Butgoodfir John when I haue fneft 
. Toldyou my gricfe,caftoneeieofyourowne 
Eftate,fince your felfeknew what tis to be 
Such an offender. 

Fal. Verie well fir, proceed.' 

For. Sir I am deeply in loue with one Fords Wife 
Of this Towne.N owifir John you area gentleman 
Ofgood difcourftng,well beloued among Ladies, 
Aman offuch parts that might win 20 . fuch asfhe. 
Fal. O good fir. (loue 

For. Nay beleeue it fir John, fox tis time.Now my 
Is fo grounded vpon her, that without her loue 
I Ihall hardly hue. 

, Fal.. Haue you importuned her by any means/ 
Ford. No neuer Sir. 

Fal. Of 



Apleafant Comedy of 

Val. Of what qualitieis your Ioue then ? 

Yord. Ifaith fir, like a faire houle fee vpon 
Another mans foundation. ( me ? 

Yal. And to what end haueyou vnfolded this to- 

„ F JT* Ofir^whenlhauetoldyouthatjtoldyou 
For ilie fir itands fo pure in the firme fta tc (all : 

Of her honeftie, that (lie is too bright to be looked 
Againft : Now could I come againft her 
With lbnaedete<ftio,I fiiould /boner perfivade her 
From her marriage vo w,and a hundred fuch nice 
Tearmes that fheeleftand vpon. 

Yal. Why would it apply well to theveruenfie 
ofyouraffe&ion, ,(ioyj» 

That another Ihould pofiefie what you woulden* 
Meethinks you prelcribe veriepropofteroufly 
To your feife. 

Yor. No fir, forbythatmeanesfliouldlbecer- 
taine of that which I now mifdoubt. 

Yal. Well M..Brooke,\\e firft make b^ldwithyour 
Next > giuemeyourhand.Laftly,youffiail (mony, 
And you will,enioy Yords wife. 

For. O good fir. 

Yal. M. Brooke , I lay you fhall. 

Ford. Want no mony Syr /^»,you fhall want 

Yal. Want no Mifteris Ford M. Brooke, (none. 
You /hall want none. Euen as you came to me. 

Her fpokes mate, her go between parted from me : 

I may tell you M. Brooke, I am to meet her 
Between s. and 9. for at that time the Jealous 
Cuckally knaue her husband wil be from home, 
Come to me /bone at night, you fhall know how 
I /peed M. Brooke. 

Ford. 






the merry 'bines of Vindfif , 

Ford. Sir do you know Ford ? (him not 

Fal. Hang him poore cuckally knaue, I know 

And yet I wrong him to call him poore.For they 
Say the cuckally knaue hath legions of angels, 1 
For the which hiswifefecraestomewellfauored, 
And He vfe her as the key of the cuckally knaucs 5 
Coffer, and there’s my randeuowes. 

Ford. Meethinkes fir it were very good that you 
Ford, thatyou might fhun him. (knew 

Fal. Hang him cuckally knaue, lie flare him 
Out of his witsjlekeepehim in awe 
With this my cudgell: It lhall hang like a meator 
Ore the wittollyknaues head, M. Brooke thou /halt 
Sef I will predominate ore the peafant. 

And thou /halt lie with his wife. M .Brooke 
Thou /halt know him for knaueand cuckold, 
Come to me loone at night. 

Exit Faljlajfe . 

Ford. What a damned epicurian is this ? 

My wife hath fent for him, the plot is laid : 

Page is an Afle,a foole. A fccure Affe, 

Hefooner truftan Irifhman with my 
Aquauita bottle,Sir Hu our parlon with my chcefe, 
A theefe to walk my ambling gelding, the my wife 
With her felfe:then /he plots,thcnfiie ruminates. 
And whatfhethinkesin her hart /he mayeffe<% 
Sheelcbreake her hart but /he will effed it. 

God be prai/ed,God be prai/ed for my iealoufie; 
Well He goe preuent him, the time drawes on, 
Better an houretoo /bone, then a minit too late, 
Gods my life cuckold,cuckold. 

Exit Ford. 








A pleafant Comedie, of 

Enter the Boot or and/his man. 

Boc. John Rttgbie goe Iooke met your eics ore de 
Andfpie and you can fee de parfon. (ffaJJ 

Rug, Six 1 cannot tell whether he be there or no* 
But I fee a great many comming. 

Boc. Bully moy,mon rapier John Rugabie, begar 
Heari ng be not fo dead as I lhall make him. ‘ ‘de 
Enter S hallow ,P age, my HoH,and S tender. 

Pa. God faue you M.Do<5bor Caym. < > 

Shal. How do you M.Dodtor l (thee. 

Host. God blefle thee my bully do<ftor,God blelfe 
Boc. Vatbeallyou, Van to tree com for,a i 
Hojl. Bully to fee thee figh^ toleethecfoine,to 
fee thee trauerfe, to lee thee here, to fee thee there, 
to fee thee palfe the punto. The flock, the reuerfe, 
the diflance : the montnee is a dead my francoyese 
Is a dead my Ethiopian ? Ha whatles my gallon i 
my efcuolapis < Is a dead bullies taile,is adead ? 

Boc. Begar de preeft be a coward Iackknaue^ 
He dare not (hew his face. 

Holt. Thou art a caftallian king vrinall. 

Hector of Greece my boy* 

Shal. He hath fliowne himfelfe the wiler man- 
M.Dodor: 

S ir Hugh is a Parlon,and you a Phifition . You rnuft 
Goe with me M. Dodbor. 

Host. Pardon bully Iuftice. A word monfire 
Dm.. Mockwater,vat me dat r (mockwater. 
Hof-. That is in our. Englilh tongue, Vallor. bully* 
valloc.- 



tbe merry Domes of' bind for. 

Boc. Begar den I haue as mockuater as de Tnglifit 
lack dog, knaue. 

Host. He will claperclaw thee titely bully. 

Boc. Claperclawe,vat be dat i 

Hof. That is, he will make thee amends. 

Boc. Begar I do looke he fhal claperclaw me de, 
And lie prouoke him to do it,or let him wag : 

And moreouer bully, but M.PdgeandWl.Shallotv, 
And eke cauellira Slender, op you all ouer the fields 
to Frogmore i 

Pa. Sir Hugh Is, there, is hee f 

Hojl. He is there : gde“ lee what humor hee is in, 
lie bring the Doctor about by the fields : 

Will it do well ? 

Shal . We wil do it my hoft. Farwel M .Dodbor. 

Exit all but the Hojl and Dolt or. 

Boc. Begar I will krll dc cowardly lack preeft. 
He ismakeafooleofmoy. 

Hojl. Let him die,but firft fheth your impatience, 
Throw cold water on your colior,com go with me 
Through the fields to Frogmore, and lie bring thee 
Where miftris An Page is a feafting at a farm houle, 
And thou lhalt wear hir cried gainerled / wel bully 

Boc. Begar excellent vel : and if you fpcakpour 
moy,I lhall procure you degelFeofali degentelme 
mon patinces.l begar l fall. 

Hofl. For the which Ilebe thy aduerlary 
To mifteris An Page : Sed / well ? 

Boc. I begar excellent. 

Hof. Letvs wag then. 

Boc. Alon,alon,alon. 

Exitomm, 

D z Enter 










A plea/ant Comedie, of 

Enter Syr Hugh and Simple. 

+ r* * 

Sir Hu, /pray you do fo much as fee ifyou can* 
Dodor Caym comming, and giue me intelligence 
Or bring me vrde ifyou pleafe now. 

Sim. /will Sir, h 

Sir Hu. /elhu pies mee, how my hart trobes, and 
And then Ihe made him bedes of Rofcs, (trobes 
And a thoufand fragrant pofes. 

To {hallow riueres. Now fo kad vdge me, my hart 
S welles moreand more.Mee thinkesi can cry 
Verie well. Theredwdta man in Babylon, 

T o (hallow riuers and to fallcs. 

Melodious birds fing Madrigalles. 

Sim. SirhereisM. Page, and M .Shadow, 
Comming hither asfaftas they can. (fword> 

Sir Hu. Then it is verie neceffary /put vp my 
Pray giue me my cowne too, marke you. 

Enter Page fallow, and Slender. 

Pa. GodfaueyouSir Hugh. 

Shal. GodfaueyouM. parfon. (now. 

Sir Hu. God plefle you all from his mercies fake 

Pa. What the word and the (word, doth that a- 
greewell? 

Sir Hu. There is reafons and caufos in all things s 
/warrant you now. 

Pa. Well Sir Hugh, we are cometocraue 
Your helpc and furtherance in a matter. 

Sir Hu. What is /pray you i 
r Pa. /faith tis this GtHugh. There isanauncienf 
friend ofours,^ man of verie good fort, fo at oddes 

with 




themeny ‘foiues of 'totndjor. 
with one patience, that /am fureyou would hartily 
gricue to lee him.Now Sir Hugh, yon. are a Icholler 
well red, and verie perlwafiue, we would intreate 
you to foe ifyou could intreat him to patience. 

Sir Hu- /pray you who is it { Let vs know that. 

Pa. I am Ihurcyou know him,tisDo<ftorG/y«.r. 

Sir Hu. I had as leeue you fhould tel me ofa mefle 
He is an arantlowfiebeggerlyknaue: (ofporedge. 
And he is a coward befide. 

Pa. Why lie laie my life tis the man 
That he fhould fight withall. 

Enter D oclor and the Holt yt hey, 
offer to fight. 

Shal. Keep them afunder, take away their wea* 

Holt. Difarmc, let them qu eft ion. (pons. 

Shal. Let them keep their limbshole, and hack 
our Englilh. 

Doc. Hark van vrd in your earc.Yoube vndaga 
And de /ack, coward preeft. 

Sir H #.Harke you, let vs not be laughing ftockes 
to other mens humors. Bylefhu/willknockyouc 
wrinalls aboutyourknauescockcomes, for milling 
your meetings and appointments. 

Doc. O Ielhu m ine hoft of de garter John Rogoby, 
Haue / not me: him at deplacc he make apoint, 
Hauelnot/ 

Sir Hu. So kad vdgeme,thisisthcpoinrment 
Witnes by my Hoft of the garter. (place,, 

H oft. Peace I fay gawle and gawlia, French and 
Soule curer,andbodieeurer. (Wealch^ 

Doc. This is verie braue,excellent. 

Holt. Peace l lay.heare mine hoft ofthe garter, 

D 3 Ans> 








sfpkafetnt Qomidle, of 
Ami wife ? am I polliticke ?ara /Matchauil ? 
Shall /lofe my do<ftor/’No,hegiues me the motios 
And the potions. Shall 1 lofe my patibn,my fir Hu? 
Nojhegiues metheprouerbes,and thenouerbes: 
Giue me.thy hand tereftiall, 

Sogiue me thy hand celefliall : 

So boyes of art I hauedeceiued you both, 

I haue dire<fted you to wrong places, 

Y our hearts are mightie,you skins are whole, 
Pardolfe laietheirfwords topawne.Follow melads 
Of peace, follow me. Ha,ra,la.Follow. ExitHojl, 
Sbal. Afore God a mad hoft.comelet vs goe. 
Doc. /begar haue you mocka may thus.? 

I wilibeeuen met you mylackHoft. 

Sir Hu. Giue me yourhandDo&or Cayttsi 
We be all friends : 

But for mine hofts foolifh knauery,Iet me alone. 
Doc. 1 dat be veil begar / be friends. (Exit or/met 
Enter M. Foord. 

Tor. The time drawes on he fhuld come to my 
Well wife, you had bell worke clolely, (houfe, 

Or /am like to goe beyond your cunning ; 

I now wil feek my guefle that comes to dinner. 
And in good time lee where they all are come. 

Enter Shallow, P age, hofl. Slender , Doctor, 
and fir Hugh. 

By my faith aknot well met : yourwelcoraeall. 
Pa. I thankeyou good M .Ford. 

For. Welcome good M .Page, 

I woiildyour daughter were here. 

Fa. I thank you fir, file is very well at home. 
Slen. Father Page I hope I haue yourconfent 
FcrMifteris/faw>? p4t 



the rneny 'toiues ef'tmdfor. 

Fa. You haue fonne£&We>ybut my wife here. 

Is altogether for maifter Do&or. 

Doc. Begar I tanck her hardly: 

H off. But what fay you to yong Maifter Fenton* 
He capers,he da unces,he writes verfes,he fmelles . 
All April and May : he wil cary it,he wil carit, 

Tis in his betmes he wil carite. 

Fa. My hoft not with my cofentrthe gentleman is 
Wilde, heknowes too much : If he take her. 

Let him take her limply : for my goods goes 
With my liking,and my liking goes not that way. 

For, Well I pray go home with me to dinner : 
Befides your cheare lie Ihew you wonders : lie 
Shew you a monfter. Y ou fhall go with me 
M .Page, and fb fhall you fir Hugh, and you Maifter 
Doftor. (two: 

S H# If there be one in the company, I flial make 
Doc. And dere be ven to, I fall make de tird : 

Sir H«, In your teeth for fliame, (fairer 

Shal: wcI,wel,God be with you, we fhall haue the 
Wooing at Maifter 

Exit Shallow and Slender , 
H oft He to my honeftknightfir lohnFalJlafe, 
And drinke Canary with him. Exit hoFl. 

Ford. I may chance to make him drinke in pipe 
Firft come gentlemen. Exitomnes. (wine 3 
Enter Mifbeffe F ord, with tmof her mm,and 
agreat'buckbusket. N 
-MiJ.For. Sirrha v ifyourM.aske you whither 
You carry this.haskct,fay to the Laundereis, 
Ihopeyou know how to bellow it ? 

Sen. / warrant you mifteris. Exit feruant . .. 







A pleafant Comedie , of 

Mi f. For. Go get you in. Well fir John, 

J beleeue I fhall feme you fuch a trick, 

Y ou (hall haue little mind to come againe. 

Enter Sir Iohn. 

Fal. Haue I caught my heauenlie lewel ? 

Why now let me die. / haue liued long inougb 3 
' This is the happie houre /haue defired to fee. 
Now /hall I fin in mywi/h, 

I would thy husband were dead. 

Mif.For. Why how then fir John? 

Fal. By the Lordjde make thee my Ladie. 
Mif.For . Alas fir Iohn , I fiiould be a verie fimpie 
Ladie. 

Fal. Goe too,I fee how thy eie doth emulate 
the Diamond, 

And how the arched bent of thy brow 
Would become the /hip tire, the tire vellet, 

Or anie Venetian attire,! fee it. • (better. 

Mif.For. A plainekercherfir /<?£#, would fit me 
Fal. By theLordthouartatraitortofaiefo: 
What made me loue thee/ Let that perfwade thee 
Tiler’s fomewhat extraordinariein thee : Goe too 
l loue thee : 

Miftris/^c^/cannot cog,/ cannot prate,likeone 
Ofthe/e fellowes that fmels like Bucklers-berie, 

In fimpie time, but / loue thee. 

And nonebutthee. 

Mif. for. S i r Iohn, lam afraid you loue mifteris 
fal. .1 thou mighreft as well faie (?*£*• 

I loue to walke by the Coun ter gate. 

Which is as hatefull to me 
As the reake of a lime kill. 



Enter 



ElEfES2IcIEjEI2J did.: EJ cj =- — . 



the merry 'bines of bindforl 

Enter Millreffe Page. 

Mif.Pa. MiftrefTe F ord fiif. F or d,where are you? 

Mif for. O Lord ftep afide good fir Iohn. 

Falflaffe ftands behind the aras. 
How now Mifteris Page whats the matter? 

Mif.Pa. Why your husband woman is coming. 
With halfe Wind for at his heeles. 

To looke for a gentleman that he fes 
Is hid in his houfe : his wifes fwcet hart, 

Mif.For. Speaklouder. But/hopetisnottruc 
Mifteris Page. 

Mif.Pa . Tis too true woman. Therefore if you 
Haueany here, away with him,or your vndone for 
cuer. 

Mif.For. Alas miftrefle Page, what /hall /do / 
Here is a gentleman my friend, how /hall I do / 

Mif.Pa. Gode body woman, do not /land what 
flial I do,and what /hall /do.Better any /hift,rather 
then you fhamed. Looke heere, here’s a buck-baf 
ket,ifheebeamanofanyreafonable fife, heelein 
here. 

Mif.For, Alas I feare he is too big. 

Val. Ltt mefee,let me fee,Ile in, lie in, 

Follow your friends counfell. ( A fide. 

Mif. Pa. Fie fir Iohn is this your loue i Go too. 

Fal. I loue thee, and none but thee : 

Helpe me to conuey me hence, 

He neuer come here more. 

E Sir 
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Jpleajant Comedie , of 

Sir John goes into the basket, they put clo'athes otter him, 
the two men carries it away : F oord nieetes it , and all 
the reft , P age ,D ocl or, Priest,, Slender, Shallow. 

Ford. Come pray along, you fhall fee all. 

How now who goes heare ? whither goes this f 
Whither goes it < fet it downe. 

MifFor. N ow let it go, you had beft meddle with 
buck-wafhing, 

Ford. Buck,good buck, pray come along, 

Maifter P^take my keyes : helpe tofearch. GoocL 
Sir Hugh pray comealong,helpealittle,alittIe, 

He drew you all. 

Sir Hu. By Iefhu thcfeate iealofies & diftemperes. 

Exitomnes, 

MifPa. He is in a pittifull taking. 

Mif. I wonder what he thought 
Whe my. husband bad them fet downe the basket. 

MifPa. Hang him diflioneft flaue,we cannot vie 
Him bad inough.This is excellentforyour 
Husbands iealoufie. 

MiHor. Alas poore foulc it grieues me at the hart. 

But this willbe a meanes to make him ceafe 
His iealous fits, if Falftajfes loueincrcafe. 

MifPa. N ay we wil lend to Faljlaffc once again, 

Tis great pittie we fliould lcaue him : 

What wiues may be merry, and yet honefi too. 

Af/.P^.Shallwebecodemndbecaulewelaugh ? 

Tis old,but true: ftill (owes cate all the draffe. 

Enter all. 

MifPa. Here comes your husband, fiandafide. 

| tpr. *1 can find nojjody within,it may be he lied. 

M if. Pa. Did you heare that f MifFor „ 



the inerry Tbiues of'foindfor. 

MifFor. 1 , 1 , peace. 

For. Well lie not let it go fo, yet lie trie further, 
S .Hu. By Iefhu if there be any body in the kitchin 
Or the cuberts,or the preffe,or the buttery, 

7 am an arrant lew : Now God pleffe me; 

You ferue me well, do you notf 
Pa. Fie WL.Fordyon are too blame; 

Mif. Pa. Ifaith tis not well M .Ford to fufpedt 
Her thus without caufe. 

Doc. No by my trot it be n o veil ; 

F or. Wcl I pray bear with me, M.Pag* pardo me. 
/fufferforit,/ fufferforit ; (now; 

Sir Hut You fuffer fora bad confcience looke you 
Vord: Well 1 pray no more, another time /le tell 
you all: 

The mean time go dine with me, pardo me wife, 

1 am forie. M. Page pray goe in to dinner. 

Another time ile tell you all. 

Pa: Wei let it be fo, and to morrow I inuiteyou all 
To myhoufeto dinner : and in the morning weelei 
A birding,/hauean excellent Haukefor the bufh. 

Ford: Let itbeib : ComeM. Page, come wife; 
I pray you come in all, your welcome, pray come 
Sir Hu: Byfo kad vdgme,M. FWw is (in. 
N ot in his right wittes : 

Exit omnes: 

Enter Sir lohn Falfaffe. 

Fal : Bardolfe brew me a pottle lack preiently : 
Bar: With Egges fir ^ 

Fal: Simply of it fclfe,2le none df thefe pullets 
7n my drinke : goe make hafle. (fperme 

Haue/liued to be carried in a basket 

E 2 
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A plea/ant Comdie, of 

and throwneinto the Thames like a barow of But. 
chers offoll. Well, and I be /eruedfuch another 
tricke, lie giue them leauetotakeoutmybraines 
and butter them, and giue them to a dog fora new« 
yearesgi ft. b blood, the rogues Aided mein with as 
little rcmorfeas if they had gone to drovvne a blind 
bitches puppies in thelitter : and they mightknoW 
by my fife I bauea kind ofalacritie in finking .• and- 
the bottom hadjbin as deep as hell I fhould downe. 
I had bene drowned, but that the fit ore was Iheluic 
and fomevvhat fhallowe : a death that I abhorred 
Foryouknowthewaterfwellesaman :and whata 
thing Ihould I hauebene whclhad benefwelled? 
By the Lord a mountaine of money* Now is the 
Sacke brewed:’ 

Bar. I fir, there’s a woman below would fpeake 
with you. 

Fal. Bid her come vp; Let me put fome Sacke 
among this cold water,for my belly is as cold as if I; 
had fwallowed fnow-balles for pilles . 

Enter Mtjlreffe jQurckly. 

Now whats the newes with you < 

/come from mifteris FcWforfooth. 

Fal. Mifteris Ford, I haue had Ford inough, 
i haue bene throwne into the Ford,my belly is full 
Of Ford : file hath tickled mee, 

j Quic, O Lord fir,ihe is the lorrowfulleft woman, 
that her feruants miftooke, that euer liued. And fir, 
file would defire you of ail i oues you will meether 
onceagaine, to morrow fir, betweene tenand ele-- 
uen,and file hopes to make amends for all. . 

Mat. Ten, and eleuen,faieft thou i . 

ll 
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gate. I forfooth. 

Fal. Well, tell her lie meet her. Let her but think 
Ofmansfrailtie : Let her iudge what man is, 

And then thinke of me. Andio farvvell. 

cyme Youle not faiie fir ? 

Exit mislreffe Quickty. 

F al. 1 will not faiie. Commend me to her. 

I wonder / hearc not of M. Brooke , I like his 
Mony well. By the mafle here he is. 

Enter Brooke. 

F or. Godfiiueyoufir. 

F al. Welcome good M. Brooke. Youcometo 
know how matters goes. 

Ford. Thats my comming indeed Cu lohn. 

Fait M. Brooke I will not lie to you fir, 

I was there a t my appointed time. 

For. And how fped you fir ? 

Vat. Verieilfauouredly fir. 

For.Why fir, did fhe change her determination? 

Fat. No M.2?m/fr,butyou (hall heare. After we 
liadki (Ted and imbraced, and as it were euenamid 
the prologue of our incounter, whofiiould come, 
but the iealous knaue her husband, and a rabble of 
biscompanions at his heeles, thither prouoked and 
inftigated by his diftemper. And what to do thinke 
you ? to fcarch for his wiues loue. Euen lo, plainly 

. fo. 

For. While ye were th ere ? 

Fal. Whilft / was there. 

For. And did hefearch and could not find you? 

Fal. You (hall heare fir,as God would haue it, 

A litle before comes me one Pages wife, t 

F, 3 Giues 
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^pleafant fomedie^of 
Giucs her intelligence of her husbands 
Approach : and by her inuention,and Fords wiues 
Diftra<aion,conueyd meintoabuck- basket. 

F ord. A buck basket! 

Tal. By the Lordabuck-Jbasket,rammedniein 
With foule fhirts,flokins,greafie napkins. 

That M. Brooke, there was a compound ofthe moil 
Villanous fmel,that euer offended nofirill. 

7le tell you M, Brooke, by the Lord for your fake 
I fuffered three egregious deaths : Firfl to be 
Crammed like a good bilbo, in the circomference 
Of a pack, Hilt to point, heele to head : and then to 
Be fie wed in my owne greafe like a Dutch difh : 

A man of my kidney; by the Lord it was mar u ell I . 
Efcaped fuffication - and in the heat of all this, 

To be throwne into Thames like a horfhoo hot: 
MziQlci Brooke, thinkeofthat hiding heate, Maifler 
Brooke. 

Yord. Well fir then my fhute is void ? 

Y oule vndertake it no more i 

Fa/. M . Brooke, lie be throwne into Etna 
As J haue. bene in the Thames, 

Ere I thus leaue her: l haue receiued 
Another appointment of meeting. 

Between ten and eleuen is the houre. 

F ord: Why fir, tis almoff ten alreadie: 

Va(: Is it ? why then will 1 addreffe my felfe 
For my appointment : M.SwE’cometomefoone 
At night,and you fliall knowhow / (peed, 

And the end fliall be, you (ball cnioyherloue: 

You fliall cuckold F oord: Come to meefooneat 
at night. Exit YaMyfe. 

Yord 




the merry "toms of 'ioindfor. 

Yore Is this a dreame ? Is it a vifion. ? 

Maifter Fm/,maifter F^awake maifterF^, 
There is a hole made in your befl coat M.F ord y 
And a man fliall not only endure this wrong. 

But flialLftand vnder the taunt of names, 

Lucijer is a good name^Barkafin good : good 
Diuels names : But cuckold, wittold.godefo 
The diuel himfelfe hath not fuch a name : 

And they may hang hats here, and napkins here 
Ypon my homes : Well 7le home, /ferit him, 

And vnleffe the diuel himfelfefhould aide him, 
lie fearch vnpolfible places : /le about it, 

Leaf! I repent too late: 

Exitomnesi, 

Enter lA.Yenton, P age, and mjlrejje 

Quickly. frefolue. 

Yen: Tell me fweet Nan, how doefl thou yet 
Shall foolifh blender haue thee to his wife/* 

0 r one as wife as he, the learned Do<5fc>r? 

Shall fuch as they enioy thy maiden hart ? 

Thou knowft that I haue alwaies loued thee deare. 
And thou hall oft times fvvore the like to me. 

An: Good M. Yenton, you may afTure your felfe 
My hartisfetled vponnonebutyou' 

Tis as my father and mother pleafe: 

Get their confent,you quickly fhall haue mine. 

Yen: ThyfatherthinksIlouetheeforhisvveaIth s : 
Tho I mufl needs confefTe at firfl that drew me. 
But fince thy vertues wiped that trafli away, 

1 loue thee Nan, and fo deare is it fet, 

That whilfl Iliue, I nere fliall thee forget. 

Qjttc: Godes. 
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^pleafant Qmedie , of 
Godespitiehere comes her father. 

Enter M.Page his wife ,M„ Shallow ,andSlender. 

Pa. M. Fenton I pray what make you here ? 

> Y ou know my anfwere fir,(hces not for you ; 
Knowing my vow, to blame to vie me thus. 

Fen. But heare me fpeake fir. 

P a. Pray fir get you gon :Come hither daughter, 
Sonne Slender let me /peak with you, (they whiter, 
flute. Speake to M ifteris Page. 

Fen. Pray mifteris Pagekt me haue your cofent. 
Mif.Pa. Ifaith M.Fentoxis as my husband pleafe. 
For my part lie neither hinder you, nor furth er 
flute. How lay you this was my doings ? (you. 
I bid you fpeake to mifteris P age. 

Yen. Here nurfe,theres a brace ofangels to drink, 
Worke what thou canft for mc,farwell. (Exit Fen. 
flute . By my troth lo I will, good hart. (Slider 
Pa. Come w'ife,you an /will in,vveele leaue M. 
And my daughter to talke together. M .Shallow^ 
Youmayftayfirif youpleale. 

Exit Pag* and his wife. 
Shal. Mary / thanke yo u for that .• 
Tohercoufin>tohcr. 

Slen. Ifaith 1 know not what to fay. 

An. Now M. S lender yWlmi your will i (An, 

Slen. Godelb theres a /eft indeed: why mifteris 
I neuer made wil yetr/thak God I am wile inough 
Shal. Fic cufie £e,thou art not right, (for that, 
O thou hadft a father. 

Slen. I had a father mifteris Anne. good vncle 
Tell the left how my father Hole thegoole out of 
The henloft. All this is nought } harke you miftrdfs 
Anne. Shal. 









the merry Viues of 'iVmdfof. 

Shal. He will make you ioynter of three hun- ’ 
dred pound a yeare , he ftiall make you a Gentle- 
woman. 

Slend. I be God thatlvill, come cut and long 
taile, as good asany is in G lost erf ire, vnder the de- 
gree of a Squire. 

An. O Godhow many groflefaultsare hid. 

And couered in three hundred pound a yeare ? 
WelIM.S lender , within a day or two lie tell you 
more; 

Slend. Ithankeyou good mifteris Anne, vncle I 
/hall haue her. 

flute. M .Shallow, M.Page would pray you to 
Comeyou,and you M. Slender, and you miftris An. 

Slend. \VellNurle,ifyouie fpeake for me, 
Ilegiueyou more then lie talke of. 

Exit omnes but fuickly. 
flute. Indeed I will, lie fpeake what I can for you, 
Butfpecially YoxM. Fenton : 

But fpecially of all for my Maifter. 

And indeed I will do what I can for them all three. 

Exit? 

Enfer mifteris Ford and her two men. 

Mtf. For. Do you hearer 1 when your M. comes 
take vp this basket as you did before, and ifyour M. 
.bid you fet it downe, obey .him. . 

Ser. I will forfooth. 

Enter Syr John. 

Mif For. Syr /^welcome. 

• Pttl. Wbatareyoufureofyourhusbandnow^ 

; MiJ.For. He is gone a biraing fulohn^and I hope 
will not come home yet. 

F Enter 
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A fleifant Comedie, of 
Enter mijlrejje Page. 

Godsbody here is mifteris Page, 

Step behind the arras good fir John. 

He {leys behind the arras » 

Mif.Pa. Mifteris Ford, why woman your husband 
isinhisoldvaineagaine, heescomming tofearch 
for your fweet heart,but I am glad he is not here. . 

Miff or. O God mifteris Page the knight is here* 
What (hall I do? 

Mif.Pa. Why then you’r vndone woman, vnles 
you make fome meanes to fhift him away. 

MifFor. Alas I know no meanes,vnlefle 
we put him in the basket againe. 

F al. Nollecomenomoreinthebasket, 

He creep vp into the chimney. (ling pecces. 

Mifi For. There they vie to difeharge their Fow- 

F al. Why then lie goe out of dooresr. 

Mi. P/i.Then yourvndone,yourbutadead man. 

Eat. For Gods fake deuife any extremitie. 
Rather then a mifehiefe. 

Mif.Pa. Alas I know not what meanes to make, 
If there were any womans apparell would fit him. 
He might put on a gowne and a mufler, 
Andloefcape. 

Mi. For. Thats wel remembred; my maids Aunt 
Gillian of Brainford , hath a gowne aboue. 

Mif.Vd. And (he is altogether as fatashe. 

1 MifFor. I that will feme him of my word. 

Mif. Pa. Come gqe with me fir Iohn, lie helpe to 
drefleyou. 

Fal. Come for God fake, any thing. 

Exit Mif Page^F Sir Iohn. 

Enter 









the merry homes of homd/orl 

* • j . 

Enter M.F or d,P age, PrieH,. Shadow, the two men 
tarries the basket , and Ford meets it. 



For. Come along /pray, you (hal know the caule, 
How now whither goe you ? Ha whither go you ? 
Set do wne the basket you (Taue, 

You panderly rogue fet it do wne. (thus? 

MiJ.Vor. What is thereafon that you vfc me 

For. Come hither fet downe the basket, 
Mifteris ford the modeft woman, 

Mifteris ford the vertuous woman, 

She that hath the iealous foolc to her husband, 

I miftruft you without caufe do I not ? 

MifFor. IGods my record do you. And if 
you miftruft me in any ill fort. 

Ford. Well fed brazen face, hold it out, 

You youth in a basket,come out here, 

Pull out the cloathes/earch, ( cloathes? 

Hu. Ie(hu pleffe me, will you pull vp your wiues 

Pa. Fie M. Ford you are not to go abroad if you 
beinthefofits. 

Sir Hu. By fo kad vdge me,tis verie neceflaric 
He were put in pcthlem. 

For. M. P age, as 1 am an honeft man M.P^, 
There was one conueyd out of myhoufehereye- 
flerday out of this basket, why may he not be here 



ow? ,, 

Mi. For. Come miftris P^,bring the old woma 
For. Old woman, what old woman ? ( downe. 
Mi.for. Why my maidens A oxfiillid of Brainford. 
, witch, haue I not forewarned her my houfe, 
irtr ttra we* wf 1/nnw not what 






Afleajmt Comedie,of 

Is brought to paffe vnder the colour of fortune- 
Telling. Comedowneyou witch, come downe. 
Enter Falftaffe dijguifedhke an old woman, and mu 
fierls Page with him. Ford hates him , and bee 
rumesajvay. 

Away you witch get you gone. (indeed. 

Sir Hu. By Iefhu I verily thinke fheis a witch 3 
I e/pied vndei hcr.muflcr a great beard. 

Ford: Pray come lidpe me to fearch,pray now. 
Fa. Come w.eele go for his minds fake. 

Exitomnes. 

Mi. For. By my troth he beat him inoft extreamly. 
Mi. Pa. Iam glad of it, what fhall we proceed any 
further? 

Mi.For . Nofaith,nowifyou will let vs tellour 
husbands ofit.For mine I am furehathalmoft fret- 
ted himfelfe to death. 

Mi. Pa. Content, come weelegoe tell them all. 
And as they agree,fb will we proceed. Exit both . 

Enter HoftandBar dolfe. 

Bar. Syr heere be three G entlemen come from 
the D uke theStanger fir,would haue your horfe. 

Hofti The D uke,what Duke? let me fpeake with • 
the Gentlemen, do theyfpeake EngKflif 
Bar. He call them to you fir. 

H oft. N o Bar dolfe, let them alone,IIe fiiuce themi - 
They haue had my houfe a weekeat command, 

I haue turned away my other gueffe,. 

They fhall haue my horfes Bar dolfe. 

They muft come off, Tie fawce them. Exit omnes * 
Enter Ford, Page, their wiues, Shallow, and Slen- 
der. Syr Hu. 

Fmd* 
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thimry ^nucs ofst>indjor. ’ 

Ford. Well wife, heere take my hand, vpon my 
foule I loue thee dearer then I do my life, and ioy I 
hnue fo true and conftant wife , my iealoufie fhall 
neucr more offend thee. . ’ - f • d 

Mi. For. Sir /am glad,& that which I hauedone. 
Was nothing elfe but mirth and modeftie. 

Pa. I m ifteris F or d, Falftaffe hath all the griefe. 
And in this knaueric my wife was the chiefe. 

Mi. Pa. No knauery husband, it was honeft mirth. 

Hu. Indeedit was good pa-fumes & merriments. 

Mif.Vor. Butfiveete heart fhall wee leaueolde 
Valftajfe fo ? 

Mif.Pa. Obynomeancs,fendtohimagaIne. 

Pa. I do not thinke heele come being fomuch 
deceiued. 

F or. Let me alone, lie to him once againe like , 
Brooke, and know his mind whether heele come 
or not. (come. 

J’^.Theremuftbefbmeplotlaide, or heele not 

Mif.Pa. Let vs alone for that.Heare my dcuice. 
Gft haueyou heard fince Horne the hunter dyed, 
That women to affright their litle children, 

Ses that he vvalkes in ffmpe of a great ftagge. 

N ow for that F alslajfe hath bene fo deceiued, 

As that he dares not venture to the houfe, 

Weele fend him word to meet vs in the field, 
Difguifed like Horne, with huge horns on his head, 
The houre fhalbe iuft betweene twelueand one, 
And atthat time we will meet him both : 

Then would I haue you prefent thereat hand, 
Withlitle boyes difguifed and dreffed like Fayries, , 
Tor to affright fat Valtiajfe in the woods. 
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A pkajant Comedie . , of 

And then to make a period to the left, 

T ell Ealjlajfe& 11, 1 thinke this will do beft. 

Pa. Tis excellent, and my daughter Anne, 

Shall likeaiide Fayriebe dilguifed. 

Mif.Pa. And in that Maskc lie make the Do&or 
fteale my daughter A»,8c ere my husband knowes 
it,to carrie her to Church,and marrie her. (boyesf 

Mif.Eor . But who will buy the filkes to tyre the 

P^.That will/ do, and in a robeof white 
lie doath my daughter, and aducttifeStcnder 
To know her by that figne,and fteale her thence. 
And vnknowne to my wife, (hall marrie her. 

Hu. So kad vdgc me the deuifcs is excellent, 

I will alfo be there,and be like a Jackanapes, 

And pinch him moft cruelly for his lecheries. 

Mif.Pa. Why then weare reuenged fufficiently. 
Firft he was carried and throwne in the Thames, 
N ext beaten well,/ am lure youle witnes that. 

Mi. Tor. He lay my life this makes him nothing fat. 

Pa. Well lets about this ftratagem,I long 
To lee deceit deceiued,and wrong haue wrong. 

For, Well fend to Taljlafe^nd if he come thither. 
Twill make vs fmilc and laugh one moneth togi- 
ther. Exitomnes. 

Enter HoffandSimple. (skin? 

Hoff. What would thou haue boore,what thick- 
Speakc, breath, dilcus,lhort,quick,briefe,fnap. 

Sim. Sir, I am lent fro my M. to fir John Valffajfc. 

Tioff. Sir /^»,thercs his Caftle,his Handing bed, 
his trundle bed, his chamber is painted about with 
the ftory of the prodigalffrelh and new, go knock, 
heele Ipeak like an Antripophiginian to thee : 

Knocke 



the merry Trim of 'toindjor. 

Knock /fay. 

Sim. Sirllhouldfpeakwithan old woman that 

went vp into his chamber. 

Hoff. An old woman,the knight may be robbed, 
lie callbully knight,bully firM^.Spcake from thy 
Lungs military: itis thine hoft, thy Ephefian calls. 
Eal. Now mine Hoft. 

Hoff: Here is a Bohemian tarter bully, tarries the 
comming downe of the fat woman: Let her deiced 
bully ,let her defcend,my chambers are honorable, 
pahpriuafie,fie. 

Eal. Indeed mine hoft there was afat woman with 
But Ihe is gone. (me. 

Enter Sir John. 

Sim. Pray fir was it not the wile woman of Brain* 
ford ? 

Eal. Marry was it MulTellhell, what would you? 
Sim. Marry fir my maifter Slender fent me to h cr. 
To know whether one 2{im that hath his chainc, 
Coufoned him of it,or no. 

Tal. I talked with the woman about it. 

Sim. And I pray fir what fes Ihe < 

Eal. Marry Ihe fes the very lame man that 
Beguiled maifter Slender of his chaine, 

Coufoned him of it. 

Sim. May I be bolde to tell my maifter fo fir? 
Tat. I tike, who more bolde. 

Sim. I thankeyou fir, I fhall make my maifter a 
glad man at thefe tydings,God be with you fir. 

Hoff. Thou art darkly fir Iohn, thou art darkly. 
Was there a wile woman with thee? 

Eal. Marry was there mine hoft, one that taught 

Me 







Ap!eafdttt Comedie y bf - 
Me more wit then I learned this /. yeare, 

;A'nd=I paid, nothingfor it. 

But was paid for my learning. 

Enter Bardolfe. 

Bar. O Lord fir coufonagc,plainecoufbnage» 

. ■Holt. Why man, where be my horfes? where be 
theGermanes/’ 

Bar. Rid away with your horfes : 

After I came beyond Maidenhead, 

They flungmeina flow ofm y re, & a way they ran. 

Enter Doctor. 

Doc. Where be my Hofl de gartyre ? 

Hoft. Oherefirinperplexitic. 

Doc. I cannot tell vad be dady 
Butbegarl willtellyouvantihg, : ■ ■ . 

Dear be a Gartnaine Duke come to de Court, 

Has cofened: all de hoft of Branford, 

And Redding : begar I tell you for good will, 

Ha, ba, mine Hoft, am I eucn met you ? Exit. 

Enter Six. Hugh. 

Sir Hu. Where is mine Hoftofthegartyr/ 1 
Now my Hoft, I would defire you looke you now. 
To haue a care ofyour entertainments, 

For there is three forts of cofen garmombles, 

7s cofen all the Hoft ofMaidenhead &Readings, 
Now you are an honeft man, and a feuruy beg- 
gcrly lowfie knaue befide: 

And ean point wrong places, 

Jtellyou for good will,grate why mine Hoft. Exit. 

, Hoft. /am cofened Hugh^nd coy Bardolfe , 
Sweet knight affift me,/ am cofened. Exit . 

Val. Wouldall thcworell were cofened for me. 

For 



the merry 'toiues tfpindforl 

Forlam coufoned and beaten too. 

Well, / neuer profpered fince I forfwore 
My felfc at Primero : and my winde 
Were but long inough to fay my prayers, 

Ide repent, now from whence come you.-* 

Enter Miftrejfe fttuickly. 

From the two parties forfooth. 

Frf/. The diuell take the one partie. 

And his dam the other. 

And theyle be both beftowed. 

/ haue endured more for their fakes. 

Then man is able to endure. 

Sdtft c • O Lord fir,they are the forowfulft creatures 
That euer liued : Specially miftreffe Foret ^ 

Her husband hath beaten her that fhe is all 
Blacke and blew poore foule. 

Fa/. What telleft me ofblacke and blew, 

I haue benebeaten all the colouft in the Rainbow, 
And in my efcape like to a bene apprehended 
For a witch of Brain ford, and let in the ftockes. 

ftfttic. Well fir,fhe is a forrowfull woman. 

And I hope when you hearc my errant, 

Youle be perfwaded to the contrarie. 

F at. Come goe with me into my chamber , lie 
heare tn ee. E xit omnts. 

Enter Hoft and Fenton. 

Hoft. Speake not to me fir, my mind is heauie, 
IhauehadagreatlofTe. - 

Ten. Yet heare me, and as I am a gentleman, 
lie giue you a hundred pound toward yourlofle. 

Hoft. Well fir lie heare you, and at leaft keep your 
counfell. 

Ten. The thus my hoft.Tis not vnknown to ^mu. 






A fdeajant Comedie, of 
The feruentlouc/bearc to young Anne Page 9 
And mutally her Ioueagaine to mee : 

But her father ftill againft her choite. 

Doth feeke to marrieher to foolilh Slender, 

And in a robe of white this nightdifguifed. 
Wherein fat FalBajfe had a rnjghtie fcare, 

Muft Slender take her and carrie her to Catlett , 

And there vnknowne to any, marrieher. 

Now her mother ftill againft that match. 

And firmefor Do<ftor Cayut , in a robe of red 
By her deuice,the Do<ftor muft fteale her thence. 
And ihe hath giuen content to goe with him * 

HoH. Now which means (he to deceiue, father or 
mother/ 

Ten. Both my good Hoft,to go along with me. 
Now here it refts, that you would procure a prieft. 
And tarrie readie at the appointment place, 

T o giue our harts vnited matrimonie. (among the? 
But how will you come to fteale her from 
Ten. That hath fweet Nan and I agreed vpon^ 
And by a robe of white, the which fire weares, 

With ribones pendant flaring bout herhead, 

/ /halbefuretoknowher,and 'conuey her thence, 
Andbring her where the priefi abides our coming, 
Andby thy furtherance there be married. . 

Hof. Well, husband your deuice,Ile to the Vicar, 
Bringyou themaide,you lhall not lackea Prieft. 

Ten. Softiall'/euermorebeboundvntothec. 
Befides Jle al vvaies be thy faithfulkfrten d. 

Exitotnnes. 

' Enter (ir John with A Tucks head vpon him. 

Pal. This is the third ti me, well /le venter, 

They there is goodhickin old numbers,. 

JwttamformedhimfdfcintQ a bulk, And; 



the merry fbiues of tolndforl 
Andlam here a Stag, and/ thinke the fattefl 
In all JV/ndfir for reft : well /ftand here 
For Horne the hunter,waiting my Does Comming, 
Enter mifiris P age, and miflris Tord, 

Mif.Pa. Sir John, where are you / 

Val. Art thou come my doe? what and thou too/* 
WelcomeLadies. 

Mi. For. 1 1 ftrlohnj fee you will not faile. 
Therefore you deterue far better then our loucs. 
But it gricues me for your late erodes. 

F al. Thismakesamendsforall. 

Come diuide mebetweene you, each a haneb. 
For my horns He bequeath the to your husbands. 
Do/ fpeakc like Horne the hunter, ha/ 

Mif.Pa. God forgiue me, what noife is this? 

There if a noijeef homes } the two women run away'. 

Enter fir Hugh like a Satjre,and boyes dref like Tayries, 
miHrefie Quickly , like the gueene of Tayries : they 
finga fong about him, and afterward fieake. 

(groues, 

Jguic: YouFayries that do hauntthefe fliady 
Looke round about the wood ifyou can efpie 
A mortall that doth haunt our lacrcd round; 
Iffuch a oneyou can elpie, giue him his due, 
Andleaue not till you pinch him blackeandblew? 
Giue them their charge Puck ere they part away. 
Sir Hu. Come hither Veanego to the countrie 
houtes. 

And when you findc a flut that lies a fleepCj 
And all her dilhes foule,and roomc vnfwepf, 

With your long nailes pinch her till fii eerie, ^ 

(j Z /lild 
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Jpleafant Comedie,of 
And fwearc to mend her fluttifh hufwiferie. 

Fat* I warrantyoul will performe your will. 

H u. Whereis Pead? go you & fee where Brokers 
And Foxe-eyed Seriants with their mafe, (fleep, 
- Goe laie the Pro&ors in theftreet. 

And pinch the lowfie Seriants face: 

Sparc none of thefe when they are a bed, 

Butfuch whole nofe lookes piewand red. 

Slide. Away begon,his mind fulfill, 

And looke that none of you Hand Hill. 

Some do that thing, Ibnie do this. 

All do lomething, none amis. 

Hir Hu* . I fmell a man of middle earth*. 

FaI. God bleffe me from that wealch Fame* 
Side- Looke euery one about this round, 
Andif that any here be found. 

For his prefumption in this place, 

Spare neither Iegge,arme,head, nor face. 

Sir Hu. Seelhaue fpiedoneby good luck. 

His bodie man, his head a buck. 

F d. God fend me geo d fortune no w, and I care 
Side. Go ftrair,and do as I commaund, (not*. 

And take a Taper in your hand. 

And let it to his fingers endes, , 

^ And if you lee it him offends, 

Andthatheftartethat the flame, 

Then is he mortall, know his name: 

. If with an F. it doth begin, 

Why then beflmre he is full of fin, 

About.it then, and know the truth, 

Of this lame metamorphiled youth 
Sir H m Giu e- me the Tapers, Twill try 
Jhidifihathe lope veneiy». 




1 




william Shakespeare Merry Wives of Windsor (stc 22299) 









s the nienyMues ofibmdfor. 

hey put theTaptrs tyhis fingers, andbe farts. A 
Sir Hu. It isrightindeedjhe is full of lecheries 
and iniquitic. ^ 

Side. A little diftant from himftand*, 

•And euery one take hand in hand,. 

Aod compafle him within a ring, 
lirft pinch him well, and after ling. 

Here they pinch him,andjing about him, & the Hoe- 
"tor comes one way dr f teaks away a boy in red* And 
Slender another way he takes a boyingreene : And 
Fenton flealesmifleris Anne, being in white: And 
4 noyfe of hunting is made within : and all the Fai- 
ries runne away . Faljlajfe pulles of his bucks head , 
and rifes vp. And enters M. Page,M.Ford, and 
their w ittes, M..Sh alkw,Sir Hugh. 



irtn 



r Fal. Horne the hunter quoth you : am I a ghoff? 
Sblood the Fairies hath made a ghoft of me .* 

What huntingatthis timeat night ? 

He lay my life the mad Prince of Wales 
Is Healing his fathers Deare. How now whohatie 
we here, what is all Windfor ftirringfAre you there? 

Sfial. God faue you fir lohn Falflaffe. 

Sir Hu. God pWe you (ir John, God plefleyou. 

Pa. Why how now fir what a pair ofhorns*. 
in your hand ? 

Ford. Thofe homes he ment to place vpon my 
And M. Brooke and he fliould be the men : (head. 

Why how now fir lohn, why are yoiuhusamazedf: 
We know the Fairies man that pinched you fo, 
lour throwing in the Thames, your beating well, 
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A pleafant Comedte, of 
And fwearc to mend her fluttilh hufwiferie. 

Fat. I warrant you I will pei forme your will. 

H «. Whereis Pead? go you & fee whereBrokers 
And Foxe-eyed Seriants with theirmafe, (fleep, 
- Goelaie thePro&orsin theftreet. 

And pinch the lowfie Seriants face: 

Spare none of thefe when they are a bed, 

Butfuch whole nofe lookes plewand red. 

' Sluic. Away begon,hi$ mind fulfill, 

And looke that none of you Hand flill. 

Some do that thing,lbmedothis, 

All do lomething, none amis. 

Hir Hu* I fmell a man of middle earths 

Fal* God blefle me from that wealch Fame. 

Lookeeuery one about this round. 

And if that any here be found. 

For his preemption in this place. 

Spare neither legge,arme,head, nor face. 

Sir Hu. Scelhaue Ipiedoneby good luck, 

His bodie man, his head a buck. 

F at. God fend me geod fortune now, and I care 

Qmc, Goftrait,anddoaslcommaund, (not.. 
And take a Taper in your hand. 

And let it to his fingers endes, 

^ And ifyou fee it him offends, 

And that heftarteth at the flame. 

Then is he mortal], know his name: 

If with an F. it doth begin. 

Why then be Ihare he is full of fin. . 

Aboutit then, and know the truth, 

Of this lame metamorphifed youths. 

Sir Hm Giue-me the Tapers, fwiil try 

And if that helope veneiyi. 
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the nterrytykes ofafadfor. 

hey put the Tapers tyhk fingers, Andbe farts. 

Sir Hu. It isrighc indeed,he is full of lecheries 
andiniquitie. 

fftic. A little diftant from himftand^ 

And euery one take hand in handy 
Aud compaffe him within a ring, 
lirlit pinch him well,andafterfing. 

Here they pinch him, and fwg about him, & the Doc* 
' tor comes one vcay & fteales away a boy in red. And 
Slender another way betakes a boy ingreene : And 
■ Fenton Jleales mtjleris Anne, being in white . And 
4 noyfe of hunting is made within : and all the Fai- 
ries runne away . Faljlajfe pulles of his bucks head, 
and rifes vp. And enters M. Page,M.Ford, and 
their wiues, M .Sh allow, Sir Hugh,: ■.) yoqd-ifiL , 

r Fal. Horne the hunter quoth you : am i a ghoft? 
Sblood the Fairies hath made a ghoft of me : 

What hunting at this time at night.? 

He lay my life the mad Prince of Wales 
Is Healing his fathers Deare. How now whohaue 
we herc,what is all Wind for ftirring?Are you there?/ 
Shal. God faue you tvclohn Faljlaffe, 

Sir Hu. God plcve you fir lohn.God pleffeyou. 
Pa. Why how now fir Tohn^ what a pair of horns-, 
in your hand f 

Ford. Thofe homes he ment to place vpon my 
And M.Brooke and helhould be the men: (head. 

Why how now fir lohn, why are yoiuhusamazed^ 
We know the Fairies man that pinchedy ou fo, 
lour throwing in the Thames, your beating well, 
v v . • y G 3, . And* 
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'Jpleajdnt Comedie]^ of 

And what* to come fir lohn 3 that can we fell. 

Mi.P a. SiTlebn tisthus,yourdifhoneft meaflea 
To call our credits into queftion. 

Did make vs vndertake to our beft. 

To turneyour Ieaudlufttoamerry left. 

JFal. Ieftjtis well, haue I Iiued to thejfe yeares - 
To be gulled now, now to be ridden ? 

Why then thefe were not fairies ? 

Mif.Pa. No (it John but boyes. 

Fal. By theLord I was twice or thrife in the 
They were not,and.yct thegro/rieftc (mind 

Of thefopperie perfwaded metheywere. - 
Well,and the fine wits of the Court heare this, 
Thayle fo whip me with their keenc lefts. 

That thayle melt me out likerallow, 

, Drop by drop out of my greafc. Boyes ! 

Sir Hie. I truft me boyes Sitlohn : and I was 
Alfo a Fairie that didhelpe to pinch you. 

Val, i,tis well I am your May-pole, 

Y ou haue the fiart of mcc. 

Am I ridden too witha wealch goate ? 

With a peece oftoafted cheefet* 

Str HH. Butter is better then chccfefirlobtr. 

You are all butter, butter. 

Tor . There is a further matter yetfir/^#. 
There's 20 .pound you borrowed of M.Breoke Sit 
And it muftbe paid to M.VordSix John. (lobui 

MiJFor. Nay husbandlet that go to makeameds, 
Forgiue that (urn, and fo weeleall befriends. 

For. W ell here is my handball sforgiuen at laffc* 
Fat. It hath coft m c well, 

I haue bene well pinchcdand waflied. 




tkemmy'kim ofn>indJop. 

Enter the DoHor. 

Mi. Pd. Now M. Do(5tor,fonnc I hopeyou arei. 

Doft. Sonne begar: you be de ville voman, 

Begar I tinck to marry metres and begar 

Tis a whorfon garfon lack boy. 

Mif.Pa. How a boy/* 

JD«7. I begat a boy; 

Pa. Nay benotangry wife, /le tell thee true, 

Jt was my plot fo deceiue thee lb •• 

And by this time your daughters married 
To M*. Slender , and fee wherehe comes* 

EnterSlenden ■ ■ 

Now lonne Slender y 
Where’s your bride * 

S len. Bride, by Gods Iyd I thinke th ercsn eucra 
man in th e worell hath that croffe fortune that l 
haue fbegod I could cry for veric anger. 

Pa. Why whats the matterfonne Slender? 

Sten. Sonne,nayby God/ am none of your (on. 

Pa. No,why{b? (married. 

S/rjo.Why fo God faue me,tis aboy that I haue 

Pa. How a boyr’wfiy didyou miftake the word? 

S len. No neither, for Zcamcto her inredias you 
bad me, and/cried mum, and heecriedbudgct, fb 
Welt as eucr you heard^and I haue married him. 

S;>H//.Idhu M .Slender, cannot you fee bur marrie 

Prf. 0 1 am vext at hart, what fbal I do? (boyes? 

Enter fenton and' Anne. 

Mif.Pa. Here comes the man thathath deceiued 
How now daughter, wi ere haucyoubin? (vs alls 

An. AtCiirchforiooth. 

P^. At Church } what haue you done there ? 

Een» 
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- 'J’pkafamt Qmejie, of - 
ftn» Married to me, nay firneuer ftorme, 

Tis done fir no <v,and cannot bevndonc. 

F ordi rfaith M. Pagt metier chafe your felfe, 

She hath made her choife wheras herharc was fixt. 
Then tis in vainefor you to ftorme or fret. 

Fal. l am glad yet that yourarrowhath glanced 
Mi. For . Come raiftris Ptge , lie be bold with you, 
Tis pitie to partloue that is fo true. 

Mi/. P a . Altho thacl haue miffed in my intent, 
Yet /am glad my husbands match wascroffed, 
HereM. F^/wf,takeher,and God giue thee ioy. 

Sir Hu; Come M.Page, you muft needs agree. 
Fo. I yfaith fir come, you fee your wife is wel plea- 
Va.i cannot tel, and yet my hart’s well eafed, (led : 
Andyet it doth me good the Dodior miffed. 

Gfome hither Fr«/w/,and come hither daughter* 

Go too you mighthiaueftai’d for my good will. 

But fince your choifeis made of oncy ou loue. 

Here takeher Fenton, deboth happieproue. ( dings. 
Sir Hu. /wil alfo dance & eat plums at your wed- 
Ford. All parties pleafed,nowlet vs in tofeaft, 
And laugh at Slender^nd the Dodors ieaft. 

He hath got the maiden,each of you a boy 
To waite vpon you,fo God giue you ioy, r. -- ' - - . & 
And fir John Faljlaffe now flial you keep your word, - r 

WotBrooke this night ihall lye with miftris Ford. 

■ 

. j Exitomnes. 

^4'. - ' 'Jv- ~ :Ul V. . \ . *’ • • . ;/• 

FINIS. 

-■/ ihd: snob i;'Cv wu " ?A d>l 
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